THINGS TO DO IN LONDON WHEN YOU'RE BORED 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 1 | Aired on 03.16.2006 


Rose - Rose meets the Doctor, and sheds her screeching mum, stupid job, and boring 
boyfriend on a fantastic plastic gymnastic adventure. 


We start with the credits, which is a good place to start with an iconic, 
cult show like this one. Pretty exciting, very geeky, very sci-fi. The 
TARDIS police box whirls through the time vortex and stops in space, 
then goes back in, and Christopher Eccleston's and Billie Piper's names 
whirl up and out. You also get the episode title and the 
writer/showrunner, Russell T. Davies, who wrote the entire first season, | 
believe. Big Doctor Who fan from way back. I'm a fan from several 
months ago. | dimly remember seeing some of the Tom Baker and Peter 
Davison ones on PBS, and I've got a copy of "Enlightenment," but as for 
this series, I've seen it in a very peculiar order, which seems to have 
screwed up every possible response | have. | saw “The Christmas Invasion" 
first thing, so I've got my Ninth and Tenth response backwards, and then | 
watched "The Empty Child"/"The Doctor Dances" after that, so I've got all 
the Captain Jack stuff happening, and then | saw part of a couple others. 
None of this aliens and farting aliens and head-in-a-box aliens crap, to 
start with, so | had no immunity watching tonight's episodes. This was 
New Year's Eve, 2006, and it went late into the night. | was impressed. 
What those things did not really do was prepare me for the second 
episode, which | hated violently the first time | saw it, but it turns out on 
second viewing | actually might like more than this one. So that's funny. 
Word to the wise: think twice before having an opinion about this show 
on the internet. 


The camera pans from the moon, over to Earth, and zooms down into the 
atmosphere, into the UK and then London and then into Rose Tyler's 
alarm clock, which reads 7:30. Wacky sci-fi music that is rollicking and 
suits the quick and crazy cuts starts as Rose smacks the clock. She jumps 
out of bed, grabs her bag, kisses her mother, grabs her keys, and leaves. 
The first thing Rose ever says is "Goodbye." She says it a lot. This time it's 
to her mum, Jackie, who is blonde and ragged and nattering and funny. A 
housecoat kind of mom, but with the urban tracksuit thing happening, 
too. 


The music continues to go crazy as Rose runs down the stairs on the 
outside wall of her block of apartments. Then London is crazy and 
bustling, and Rose gets off a bus, and we pan past a bunch of 
mannequins, and Rose works at Henrik's, and finds it boring. Maybe it 
would be more fun if they just called it “Harrod's," but | think on British 


TV that would not be allowed. Man, can you imagine if there were no 
product placement on American TV? Willow would have been doing her 
shit on like a Smac and everybody would be listening to iGrods. Every 
time Rose is in there, actually working in the shop, the music goes to a 
tinny, quiet radio sound, and when she's gone, it comes back real again. 
Very effective. Davies said, "The most important thing about Rose is that 
she works in a shop,” which | love, because there's a way in which that’s 
true, even though in the whole series she actually works in a shop for 
about ten seconds total. She meets her boyfriend Mickey for lunch, they 
laugh and have such fun, they tease each other, they make out, he does 
a little dance, it's all still quite frenetic and British, they get up to leave, 
and Rose says again, this time to Mickey: “Goodbye.” 


The music gets depressing again and we get a million cuts of Rose back at 
work, bored, no A-levels, no future; London continues to be very exciting 
outside as the day passes -- this crazy-paced, “show you all of it so we 
can just get on with it” thing is so, so British, | love it -- and finally, Rose 
is just about to leave with some other girls when a security guard stops 
her. He hands her a package with a sturdy "Oi!" Rose is bummed and 
takes it downstairs on an elevator, which for some reason we look at 
from several angles on the outside while she makes bored faces inside. 
Her bored faces are like yours, only supernaturally beautiful. Once she 
meets the Doctor, the title for Prettiest Thing goes into sharp 
contention, so enjoy it while you can. 


Down in the basement, Rose goes looking for "Wilson," because she needs 
to give him the lottery money from the security guard. Apparently this is 
something that is common in the UK -- and maybe here, too, for all | 
know -- where everybody in a group puts their money together to pool 
their chances ["it definitely happened at the last office | worked in” -- 
Wing Chun], and so Wilson is going to be the one to actually buy the 
batch of tickets. It's the kind of thing that doesn't glitch you out when 
you're watching, but | overthought when it was time to write, and | 
decided it was very, very confusing. Which of course it really isn't. Even 
Jackie Tyler understands it, Jacob. Clearly the problem is yours. 


Rose knocks on a door that reads "H.P. Wilson C.E.O.," which is funny 
because we don't normally see "C.E.O." offices in the basement, but the 
gigantic electric warning sign below it would seem to suggest that 
"C.E.0." means something different here. He's the Chief Electrician. Rose 
knocks on the door and, getting no answer, starts to get really irritated. 
There's a noise further down the corridor, and she calls out, thinking it's 
Wilson. There are creepy swooshing sounds and almost-words on the 


soundtrack. Rose walks into a room full of shop dummies, most of them 
half-dressed at best, and continues to look for Wilson. This would be your 
first mistake. If | encounter a creepy room full of mannequins and it's 
after about 3 in the afternoon, I'm gonna bounce. | don't need that shit in 
my life. The credits of Nip/Tuck are enough to weird me out, at this 
point. Rose turns on the lights and gets deeper in, and the fire door 
slams closed behind her. She runs back and shakes the door. In the 
shadows, there is the sound of Jawas. She comes back down into the 
room, looking for the culprits, and asks if there's someone in there 
“muckin' about." There's a creaking behind her, and a dummy slowly 
moves its head. She turns around just in time to see a dummy in slacks 
and an open shirt step out and move toward her, walking robotically. It’s 
mega-creepy. Worried and a little nervous, Rose fake-laughs, but two 
more dummies step out behind the first. "Right, I've got the joke!" says 
Rose. “Whose idea was this? Was it Derek's?" | would like to meet this 
Derek. He seems to be creatively awful, and | can respect that. More and 
more of the male dummies step out, alive, walking stiffly toward Rose. 
The female ones just stand there, glamorously bald. Backing up, Rose 
trips, and ends up against a wall. One dummy lifts its arm to strike her, 
and she screws up her face to get ready. I'd be angry, because Rose 
already hates the job, and thus the mannequins, you know? How unfair. 


Rose feels a hand on hers, and she snaps her eyes open and sees a goofy 
man. "Run," he tells her. He jerks her sideways, and the dummy's hand 
hits a pipe, releasing steam. Rose and the guy run, and the dummies, in 
their various half-suits of clothes, stumble after. Some of the extras are 
more intense and into this than others, and their walking is quite varied. 
A dummy behind a grate woggles its arms at Rose and her companion 
through the bars as they pass, ridiculously but also scarily. The Doctor 
pulls Rose into an elevator, and the doors close on one of the dummies’ 
arms. The Doctor pulls once, twice, several times, and it finally comes 
off in his hands, and the doors close. Rose is shocked, somehow, by the 
arm-pulling-off. The Doctor tosses it to her with a grin, pointing out that 
it's just plastic. She's still not convinced about all this: “Nice trick! Who 
were they then, students?” The Doctor cocks his head at her and asks why 
that would be, and she responds using Occam's Razor: "To get that many 
people dressed up and being silly, they've gotta be students." Or, you 
know, Groundlings. To watch movies and TV, there's not actually a 
difference between Groundlings and British students anyway. Have you 
seen Hex? Even the dead students are wisenheimers. If | can get through 
that show with my adoration intact, | can handle anything this show 
throws at me. The Doctor grins and congratulates Rose on her logic skills, 


but she's wrong. Rose: "Whoever they are, when Wilson finds them, he's 
gonna call the police." But Wilson's dead. Poor Wilson. Rose fails to see 
the humor in the joke, if electricians die as a result. The Doctor moves 
her out of the way and sonic screwdrivers the lift so the guys can't 
follow. 


Rose indicates that she would like to get off the ride, so the Doctor 
wanders away, but she starts with the questions and follows: "Who are 
you, then? Who's that lot down there?" He explains that they are “living 
plastic creatures," like the Black Eyed Peas, who are being “controlled by 
a relay device," also like the Black Eyed Peas. The Doctor holds up some 
kind of gadget and explains that the relay system on the roof is no match 
for it. He opens a fire door for Rose, and explains that he's going upstairs 
to blow the mannequins up, and that he "might well die in the process,” 
but that -- given that Rose has been bitching the entire fucking time -- 
she should go on home and have some “lovely beans on toast." Which is 
gross, but if | start bitching about British food I'll never stop, and there's 
no food grosser than Arby's in this world, so it would be rather provincial 
of me to even start. “Don't tell anyone about this, because if you do, 
you'll get them killed," says the Doctor, and shuts the door. | don't know 
why that's necessarily true, but helps in the paranoia case Rose and Clive 
will be building later, and | have to agree that hands-off is probably the 
best policy when it comes to creepy killer mannequins. As long as there's 
no Meshach Taylor to come mincing in, | think we'll be okay. Rose looks 
at the door where the Doctor just vanished, bemused, and he opens it 
again: "I'm the Doctor, by the way. What's your name?" She tells him, and 
in his best and sexiest swashbuckling tone, he says, "Nice to meet you, 
Rose. Run for your life!" He slams the door. 


God forbid we should get all heavy right away, but let's review the rules 
of the quest. If you plan on going on an epic quest, there are some things 
to look out for. The first one is a crazy person with magic powers, who 
appears out of nowhere and seems to be a nutter. He'll offer you a few 
chances to come along, and being a normal sort of girl, you'll tell him 
politely to fuck off every time but the last. The Refusal of the Call. But 
as these things go, he'll probably keep turning up, and weirder and 
weirder shit will happen, until you have to, by sheer force of inertia, 
play along -- and then you can't look back, because that's how they 
always get you. The whole Tim Hunter thing: “You have a choice! Just 
kidding, we slipped the red pill into your Guinness hours ago." Well. Rose 
seems like she would drink, like, Fresca. Her mom would drink Tab. 
Mickey would drink Red Bull. The Doctor would drink...something weird. 
Blue margaritas like yours truly, or some strange dessert wine from the 


18th century. With a beer chaser. | don't know what Captain Jack drinks, 
but | bet it's crazy hot. 


Rose runs outside the building, totally freaked and getting it together as 
quickly as she can. There is much zooming past of vehicles and a really 
jarring feeling that nobody on the outside knows how weird things just 
got. A taxi almost runs Rose over. She reaches the other side of the 
street and looks up just in time to see the top of the building explode. 
She runs home, past a bright blue police box. | guess technically she 
didn't say "goodbye" to her stupid job, but that's somewhat implied by 
the way it went all explody. She doesn't have a whole lot of 
responsibilities left. 


Back at home, the reporter on News 24 is talking about how all central 
London is closed off for investigations, and the dummy's arm is lying ona 
chair. Jackie Tyler, Rose's very tacky mum, walks in wearing a track suit 
and yakking on the phone about Rose's exciting time, which has now 
become hers: “Honestly, it's aged her. Skin like an old Bible. Walking in 
now you'd think | was her daughter!" Not true. Jackie looks like Baby 
Spice's daughter, maybe, but not Rose's. Props to whoever coined "skin 
like an old Bible," though. That shit is hardcore. Jackie hands Rose some 
tea and welcomes Rose's boyfriend Mickey, who immediately starts 
whining: “I've been phoning your mobile! You could've been dead! It’s on 
the news and everything! | can't believe that your shop went up!" He 
drops to the floor and snivels. 


The thing here is twofold, the first being that the whole episode is kind 
of about how Rose's life is pretty nice -- nice mum, cute boyfriend -- but 
not so nice that she wouldn't drop it all and run off with the Doctor 
eventually. The appeal of the show when | was a kid was just that: “Hey, 
would you like to just fuck off and time-travel and have fun adventures? 
Isn't that better than exams?" It's not some kind of Anne McCaffrey deal -- 
or wait, who was the magical horsies lady? Mercedes something? It's been 
a long time -- where the whole world is crushing in and you must be 
rescued from your terrible fate; just more that living in the projects and 
having a stupid mall job is kind of boring, and doesn't involve living up to 
your potential or really using your gymnastics skills to any great effect. 
The second thing about Mickey is that he doesn't actually suck the whole 
time, but between being a thing you wouldn't feel too bad about leaving 
behind, and his character not yet having an arc, he's just kind of boring 
and irritating here. But he gets to be pretty cool, and the ways he 
negotiates Rose's changing circumstances make him pretty interesting 
and likable. However, in this episode? SHUT UP, MICKEY. 


So anyway, Mickey's all over Rose with the OMG, and she just wants to 
forget that the whole thing happened, because it was scary and a mite 
ridiculous, and now she's out a job, which is depressing, and she's sick of 
explaining what happened. Especially considering that she doesn't know 
what happened exactly, because it was clearly not what actually 
happened, and because when the real-world interesting part -- the 
explosion -- happened, she was standing on the corner looking all goggly. 


Jackie now has "Debbie" on the line, a friend who knows somebody from 
the Mirror who will give her five hundred pounds for an interview. Since 
she can't give an interview about living plastic and the Doctor, and 
because she's already sick to death of talking about it, because Jackie's 
tough to take -- imagine what it was like the first time Rose liked a boy, 
or got her period, or whatever -- Rose smiles brightly and begs her mum 
for the phone, and then promptly hangs it up. It’s hilarious. Jackie 
natters on about how Rose's job is "kaput" and she's “not bailing [Rose] 
out," which is kind of harsh. | guess that's more of that British interfamily 
rudeness I've been hearing so much about. It's quite alien, speaking as an 
American, when you see people who don't call their parents "Sir" or 
“Ma‘am," or stand and curtsy and/or bow whenever they enter a room, 
like we do here in the States. Also, after a certain age they call their 
teachers by their first names, instead of the more American Magister. It's 
a world gone fucking mad. It’s anarchy, in the UK family. I've seen At 
Home With The Braithwaites and | know where that leads: lesbianism 
and getting off with total hotties. (And it occurs to me for the first time 
that apparently the Lottery is all they think about in Britain because 
their TV is: 90% National Lottery, 9% Bollinger, 1% hermaphrodite 
footballers’ babies.) Somebody else calls immediately, and irritating 
Jackie answers the phone before the other person starts talking: "Beth! 
She's alive!" and wanders out again. Jackie goes on and on about how 
Rose has money coming to her, compensation for the nothing that 
actually happened. By the end of the series, | really like Jackie, but 
again: just say goodbye and get a move on already. There's living plastic 
to be dealt with. 


Mickey abruptly segues to how tea is not the beverage Rose most needs, 
having been through the shock of having stood several hundred feet from 
an explosion she knew was coming. She needs a drink, and they should go 
down to the pub and get a drink, Mickey's treat. Which is a valid 
response. If | saw a bombing, | would think about having a drink first 
thing -- and Mickey doesn't even know about the Gallifreyan hottie that 
insinuated himself into the situation, nor the creepy dummies. That's 
worth at least two more drinks right there. Rose smiles, though, because 


she knows that this version of Mickey sucks: “Is there a match on?" He 
protests too much and she finally gets him to admit it, and she just tells 
him to head out and watch the game, so that she can chill out. She asks 
him to get rid of the arm on his way. They kiss and flirt and she trips him 
and he pushes her onto the couch and it's actually very cute. You buy 
them. Rose says "goodbye" again to Mickey, who pretends to strangle 
himself with the plastic arm, and he leaves. | hope Mickey doesn't 
somehow die or otherwise get involved with the living plastic! Rose 
shakes her head fondly and turns back to the news. The fire, it turns out, 
quickly ruined the entire building. A lot of times, with a classic story like 
this, it's your actual house that goes up in flames. Thanks for small favors 
it was just a stupid empty Harrod's. Outside, Mickey tosses the arm into a 
bin as he walks past it. It scuttles about. 


The camera zooms down into the creepy arm-filled darkness, and we 
once again end up on Rose's workaday clock's red 7:30. That is a time in 
the morning that sucks even if your job didn't get blown up. She slaps the 
clock again, and Jackie's voice rises over the TV in the background: 
“There's no point in getting up, sweetheart. You've got no job to go to." 
That's the kind of mom that is a whole lot of fun until you end up in drug 
treatment with a strange pregnancy. Or, | guess, running out on your life 
for a good long while with strange magical aliens. Rose flops back onto 
her pillow and thinks about how there's nothing worse than looking for a 
job, especially when your mom and boyfriend are kind of lame and you 
have no discernible skills or future. 


Later, Rose is full-on playing with an apple while her mom bugs her 
about the job situation. Tasty. Jackie mentions the possibility of working 
at Finch's, the local butcher, and Rose is not feeling that. Jackie says 
something interesting about how Henrik's was giving Rose “airs and 
graces," which | guess helps to explain why the Cockney lines and "fink's 
and "fing"s sound so weird coming out of Billie Piper's mouth. There are 
times when it's like that Different World episode where the girl kept 
enunciating all the Aretha songs. Jackie: “And I'm not joking about 
getting compensation -- you've had genuine shock and trauma! Arianna 
got two thousand quid off the council just because the old man behind 
the desk said she looked Greek!" Rose is like, "Huh?" Jackie admits that 
Arianna actually is Greek, but that's not the point. There's a rattling 
sound in the foyer, and Rose yells at her mom that she was supposed to 
nail down the cat flap so that “strays” wouldn't come in. She has no idea 
how "stray" the strays are about to get. 


Frustrated by her mum's continuing flakiness, Rose calls her a liar, even 


as Jackie protests that she actually did it, weeks ago. Rose investigates, 
and finds the screws all over the floor. Instead of apologizing for calling 
her mom a lazy liar, Rose stares and gapes like a codfish. The flap moves 
around really aggressively, and she jumps back, and then pokes it open 
really delicately, only to see the face of the best stray ever staring back 
at her. "What're you doing here?” asks the Doctor, once she gets her door 
open. She explains that she lives in the apartment, and even though it's a 
pretty awesome apartment, he asks why the hell she would do that. 
Good question. “I'm only at home because someone blew up my job!" she 
says, adorably, and the Doctor pulls out his sonic screwdriver and checks 
her out, because he's looking for living plastic. He knocks her on the 
forehead, confirms that she's a "bonehead," and takes off with an offhand 
smile. She pulls him inside with a quickness and shuts the door behind 
him. 


Jackie calls out from her bedroom as Rose marches the Doctor toward 
the living room, but Rose tells her that he's there for the inquiry. “She 
deserves compensation," yawps the unstoppably pragmatic, grasping 
Jackie, and the Doctor ducks his head in, nodding. “Ho! We're talking 
millions!" He leans against the doorframe, waiting for Rose to come back 
and get him, and Jackie takes a good hard look at him. She finally stands 
up and gets all seductive: "I'm in my dressing gown." He agrees. “There's a 
strange man in my bedroom." He agrees with that too, and somehow 
keeps from adding that she has no idea. “Well,” she vamps, “anything 
could happen.” With this, the Doctor does not agree, and promptly 
wanders away. Jackie pulls an awesome face but stays put. The Doctor is 
about to be kind of insufferably whimsical, so I'm glad we don't have to 
deal with Jackie on top of it. 


In the sitting room, Rose waves off the mess and asks the Doctor if he'd 
like some coffee. Because what the Doctor needs is some caffeine. His 
ability to concentrate being so terribly stolid and helpful already. Rose 
starts making coffee, and the Doctor begins to flit around the room, 
picking things up and remarking upon them in a very ADD way. This scene 
feels very Doctor Who to me, for some reason, but not exactly the kind 
that | like. I'm sure it’s uproarious for some, but that kind of thing just 
gets on my nerves. Like, the Doctor wanders about, picking things up and 
remarking upon them and putting them down and picking up other stuff 
and saying weird non sequiturs and not taking part in the conversation 
and whatever. Rose's main point is that they should go to the police, 
because it was clearly some kind of joke that went wrong, even though 
the Doctor fully said, to her face: “| am going to go blow some shit up." 
Rose seems to think it should be okay, even though the police found 


Wilson's dead body. During this, the Doctor says that the relationship 
between two celebrities in a gossip magazine is doomed, because the boy 
is gay and the girl is an alien, and | swear | can think of so many couples 
on both sides of the Pond about whom this is actually true that | have no 
idea who is meant. Then he flips through the pages of a book and 
pronounces the ending "sad," and then goes through Rose's mail. When 
she mentions Wilson's death, he's looking at himself in the mirror, 
checking out his new body, and so when he says it “could've been worse," 
Rose assumes that he means more people could have died besides 
Wilson, but he calls her attention to his ears. Still with the ADD but now 
letting us know that this body is somewhat new. When a Time Lord (just 
a race, not a job or title) gets properly traumatized, he regenerates into 
a new actor -- we're given to understand by this that the Doctor has 
recently regenerated. "All the same, he was nice," says Rose of Wilson. 
"Nice bloke." | like the attention paid, here and in the next episode, to 
the Doctor's very shifty approaches to things. Sometimes you feel like he 
might cry about a person, other times he's like, "Check out my ears!” 
Keeps you on your toes. Now, though, he just shuffles a pack of cards 
and talks nonsense, while Rose asks that they get their stories straight 
about what happened. It's good to have a Plan B if your Plan A involves 
living plastic mannequins. The Doctor shoots the cards all over the place, 
accidentally, and Rose asks him to explain everything from the 
beginning. | hope she can scrounge some Ritalin, or else this is going to 
take for fucking ever. 


The Doctor hears a scuffling noise and asks whether Rose has a cat, and 
then starts investigating all the nooks and crannies. The dummy's arm, 
which has now appeared in the apartment on its own for at least the 
second time, jumps out from behind the couch and grabs the Doctor by 
the throat. Any other show, that's when | turn it off. | get that it’s silly 
and wacky and so very in the spirit of the show, historically, but (a) 
that's not funny to me, and (b) it’s a mannequin arm that is attacking a 
grown man. Okay, actually thinking about how these are actors, 
pretending to be attacked by a mannequin hand, which is of course not 
alive, because real life is not awesome in that particular way -- that's 
funny. Billie Piper, star of stage and screen, and Christopher Eccleston, 
Shakespearean film star...attacking themselves with a crappy old 
mannequin hand, and having a ball doing it, is rather lovable. Maybe 
that's the only reason it's funny, and | was just slow to get it? | enjoy this 
scene more if | pretend | was there. Or, like, you're an actor, and you're 
doing your lines, and you're thinking about how you're going to block out 
and choreograph the battle with the arm, and like, what is the 


motivation of the disembodied arm. That's hilarious. Anyway, Rose brings 
in the coffee while the Doctor's fighting the arm, and doesn't really twig 
to it, although she does notice that apparently Mickey never threw it out, 
and asks the Doctor's name, and continues to be all chatty until the 
Doctor gets the hand off his throat and tosses it, whereupon it changes 
course in midair and gets Rose by the face. It’s actually kind of scary, 
especially when they cut to Jackie in her bedroom, drying her hair and 
not hearing the violence. The Doctor and Rose crash through the coffee 
table, onto the floor, and the Doctor finally gets the hand off Rose's face. 
A few bleeps of the sonic screwdriver, and the arm -- which he's been 
shaking with his other actorly hand -- stops shaking. He tosses it to her 
calmly -- "It's all right, see?" -- and she stares. "Harmless!" he says 
brightly, and she smacks him with it. 


Rose and the Doctor take off running down the stairs outside her flat, 
Rose chasing him about how he can't "just go swanning off" after the 
attack of the arm. He disagrees and continues on his way, and 
congratulates her on observing how the arm was moving and attacking. 
"You can't just walk away, that's not fair!" Rose insists. “You've got to tell 
me what's going on!" He blows her off and they head down the street. 
She threatens that she'll go to the police, reminding the Doctor that 
people, per him, would die if she mentioned it to anybody. Offhand, he 
asks, “Is that supposed to sound tough?" and they smile subtly at each 
other. "Sort of,” she admits, and they agree that it didn't work, laughing. 
"Who are you?" she asks, seriously. He tells her again that he's “the 
Doctor," and she asks for clarification. "The Doctor," she says, and he 
waves and says "Hello," in his best Northern voice. He sounds like Jane 
Horrocks on Absolutely Fabulous. “Halloh!" He is even more impressed by 
himself in this moment than at any previous moment. Rose laughs, and 
asks if "the Doctor" is “supposed to sound impressive,” which is a question 
they often ask of each other. “Sort of," he replies in kind, and they smile. 
"You can tell me, I've seen enough," Rose tells him. "Are you the police?" 
The Doctor says he is just passing through: “I'm a long way from home." 
That is very sad. Rose asks why the hell the plastic keeps coming for her 
-- "What have | done wrong?" -- and the Doctor makes fun of her for 
assuming it’s all about her: “You got in the way, that's all." He explains 
that, after her interference in the shop, he and the mannequin arm have 
been tracking each other all over London, but that it homed in on Rose 
because she was connected to the Doctor. Basically, Rose interprets that 
it's all about him. Which, of course, it is. He's half of the name of the 
show. She asks who else knows about “all this plastic stuff," and the 
answer is: nobody. "What, you're on your own?" Rose asks. Wrong 
question. He gets defensive: "Well, who else is there? | mean, you lot, all 


you do is eat chips, go to bed, and watch telly! When all the time, 
underneath you, there's a war going on!" Rose grabs the arm away from 
him, and tells him again to start at the beginning. 


Later, Rose has still got questions about their stories, because she still 
thinks the Doctor even believes in the actuality of police. "So, if you're 
gonna go with this living plastic -- and | don't even believe that, but if we 
do -- how did you kill it?” He explains that the thing controlling the 
plastic gives it life, so by sonic screwing the connection, he killed it. He 
clarifies for her that this is not radio, but “thought” control, and that 
throws her off for a few seconds, but she realizes that the next question 
should be who's doing the controlling, but he just says it’s a long story. 
They joke around about how the entity isn't trying to take over all of the 
shopping in Britain -- it's not a "price war" -- in a basic joke/joke/serious 
structure. What really sells it, because the jokes are ciphers, is the 
acting. Eccleston and Piper have a very natural chemistry, bumping into 
each other's shoulders and giggling as they walk down the street. He 
stops her dead: "They want to overthrow the human race and destroy 
you. Do you believe me?" No, of course not. “But you're still listening.” 
That's all it takes when you're on an epic quest. That's why you should 
never listen to crazy people with magic powers. She's already in this and 
she doesn't even know it. 


"Really though, Doctor. Tell me. Who are you?" Backed right off that 
whole genocide thing, | see. The Doctor smiles to himself and approaches 
Rose: "Do you know what we were saying? About the Earth revolving? It's 
like when you were a kid. The first time they tell you the world's turning, 
you just can't quite believe it, because everything looks like it's standing 
still. | can feel it." He takes her hand and the music goes nuts. “The turn 
of the Earth. The ground beneath our feet is spinning at a thousand miles 
an hour, and the entire planet is hurtling around the sun at sixty-seven 
thousand miles an hour. And | can feel it. We're falling through space, 
you and me. Clinging to the skin of this tiny little world, and if we let go 
--" He lets go her hand. “That's who | am. Now, forget me, Rose Tyler." 
That's also part of the recipe -- when the mysterious messenger is the 
one to tell you to get lost. He waves the arm in front of her face, 
hilariously: "Go home." He walks off and she watches him, and then starts 
down the road, trailing her hand along a fence. The Doctor steps into a 
police box, and we hear the sound of the TARDIS engines, which we'll 
come to know well. When | saw my first episode -- which was "The 
Christmas Invasion,” because my friends know what | will like and what | 
will love -- | couldn't even separate it from the rest of the soundtrack, 
and | had to be like, “What are they all looking for? How do they know 


the TARDIS is coming?” It sounds like a dinosaur going, “Wwa whha,” or 
somebody hauling a long length of chain a few feet at a time. Rose runs 
back to the lot as fast as she can, but it's gone. She stares into the sun, 
looking around for the Doctor, and then walks off, hands fluttering, ata 
loss. 


Rose goes to Mickey's flat, like he's going to be at all comforting, and the 
first thing he does is welcome her and then slap her ass and order her to 
remove her clothing. He does this with a rather charming and laddish air, 
so it doesn't come off as bad as you might think, but there's a horny 
basic-hetero level to his interactions with Rose that's a bit 
oversimplified, considering the complete lack of conflict it's going to 
generate when Rose gets all Companionate. She tells him to shut up and 
he offers her coffee. “Only if you wash the mug," she tells him. “And | 
don't mean rinse, | mean wash.” Her fondness and basic uninterest in his 
bullshit is really refreshing. | love how she's one of those shopgirls that 
has a fella, you know? “Yeah, that's Mickey. He'll be drunk soon.” She asks 
to use his computer, and he laughs that she'll use any excuse to get in 
the bedroom, and when she closes the door behind her, he gets a 
hilarious worried face: "Don't read my emails!" Maybe he responded to 
one of those penis enlargement spam emails. Or maybe I'm only assuming 
everybody gets those. 


Mickey's room is a disaster, of course. Rose types "Doctor" into the most 
generic search engine ever, and unsurprisingly, it doesn't immediately 
produce a Doctor Who website or anything. “Doctor Living Plastic,” that's 
just like Nip/Tuck and the later seasons of ER. She searches "Doctor Blue 
Box" and hits bingo. If you'd like to know what she sees, | suggest you do 
the same. At the bottom she sees a link to “contact Clive," and she does 
SO. 


Mickey drives Rose to Clive's house in a yellow Bug as Rose explains once 
again that "Clive" has a wife and kids and telling him not to come in with 
her. The suckiness of Mickey in this episode is a good reason to leave him 
in the car, but also: you don't want to talk about mysterious 
time-traveling phone booths in front of your boyfriend, no matter how 
sucky he is. That's a good way to end up alone. Mickey demurs, calling 
Clive possibly “an internet lunatic murderer,” but Rose smiles and jumps 
out of the car anyway. Mickey watches the whole time, and tosses some 
meanness at a random man on the street. 


A little boy answers Clive's door: "Dad! It's one of your nutters!” Clive 
talks crazy, like Linda in Nighty Night. | thought it was a Welsh accent 


but | was apparently wrong. (Did you know | taught myself Welsh? That's 
like the Daily Double trivia question of things about me. Consider it your 
object lesson in how boring Lubbock, Texas actually is. | pick up and lose 
languages really quickly, if | don't use them, and dead languages are hard 
to keep current on so I'm pretty rusty now, but | do remember that the 
first sentence | put together was "I believe you're in league with the 
butcher," because that's the always the first sentence you should learn 
when you learn a new language.) | wish everybody talked like that hot 
dude on Black Books and then all | would watch is British TV. Clive 
appears and introduces himself, and Rose immediately tells him that 
Mickey is in the car in case of a sudden murder. Clive smiles and waves, 
and his wife calls down from upstairs, “Oh it's something to do with the 
Doctor! She's been reading the website." Overjoyed, Clive drags Rose 
back to the shed, as wife Caroline comes down the stairs chuckling that 
it's finally a "she" dorking out about the Doctor. Yeah, that's funny and 
all, but | wonder how funny Caroline would find this if she'd gotten a 
gander at Rose first. She chuckles ironically and shuts the door, as Mickey 
watches from the street, still suspicious. 


Clive shows Rose around the shed and gets really chatty about how 
"sensitive" his top-secret materials are, so he couldn't just send it to her, 
because it would get “intercepted,” but anyway, if you're super-bright 
and clever and crazy as a shithouse like Clive, you might notice that the 
Doctor is everywhere: “Political diaries, conspiracy theories, even ghost 
stories.” We'll see several examples of all three this season. What we 
won't see is how come all the pictures are of Christopher Eccleston, 
which is the new body. But then, we don't need it, because: time travel. 
| suppose Rose is lucky she's not in any of the pictures, or else he'd go all 
Galaxy Quest on her ass. "No first name, no last name. Just ‘the Doctor.’ 
Always ‘the Doctor.’ And the title seems to have been passed down from 
father to son; it appears to be an inheritance." Clive indicates a picture, 
and Rose nods that it’s her particular version, even though they're all 
Eccleston. He expands the picture, which is from "the Washington public 
archive," and we see that it was taken in a crowd in Dealey Plaza 1963. 
(Good job, Doctor.) Clive shows Rose a picture of a family in April 1912, 
of the Doctor with a family that randomly cancelled their reservations on 
the Titanic. There's a sketch of the Doctor in 1883 looking very Byronic 
"on the coast of Sumatra, on the very day Krakatoa exploded." They keep 
talking about how it must be a lineage of Doctors, fathers and sons, and 
then Clive goes dark: “The Doctor is a legend woven throughout history. 
When disaster comes, he's there. He brings a storm in his wake. And he 
has one constant companion." Hee! A hot chick or robotic dog, of course! 


But Clive doesn't know that part: “Death.” 


Outside the house, where Clive is telling Rose his theories and warning 
her of horrible dangers, Mickey is being eaten by a spooky garbage can. 
He's boredly waiting in the Bug, and then notices the bin shuffling 
around, and when he investigates, he finds it empty. He turns, confused, 
but his hands are stuck to the bin, and there's a struggle, and the bin is 
very taffyish and creepy, and finally it opens its lid and yanks Mickey 
inside. Then it...burps. Not my thing, again. This is all intercut together, 
but the drama of this edit depends on us caring whether or not Mickey 
lives or dies (not yet possible) and us not knowing that the Doctor is 
clearly fucking awesome (impossible from second one). 


Clive lectures Rose that if the Doctor's back, then we're all in danger. 
Post hoc, ergo propter hoc is what we call that. Also known as the J. 
Jonah Jameson defense. Clive follows up this basic causal fallacy with a 
turn of phrase: "If he’s singled you out, if the Doctor's making house 
calls...then God help you.” Rose asks who Clive really finks the Doctor is, 
and Clive admits that he finks it's the same, immortal guy, who is also an 
alien, which is additionally “from another world." Rose thinks, and smiles 
sadly at him. 


Outside, Rose is bitching all the way to the car, where Mickey has been 
replaced by a shiny piece of plastic in the shape of Mickey: “All right, he's 
a nutter! Off his head, complete online conspiracy freak. You win!" She 
sits without her powers of observation. Living plastic? Sure thing. Sonic 
screwdriver? Absolutely. Fathers and sons throughout history so similar as 
to be identical? You bet. Time-traveling police box? Okay, possibly. It 
definitely teleports. But...an alien? Absolutely not. That would just be 
crazy. Besides this lack of introspection, she's also unable to notice that 
her boyfriend is now from Lazytown. Off on the next thing, Rose suggests 
pizza for dinner. Mickey squawks and rumbles, "Pizzaaa! 
P-p-peeeeeeeza!" and then drives off down Clive's road, veering and 
wobbling back and forth. 


At dinner, in a nice restaurant, Rose has apparently left the mystery 
behind, and is contemplating a job at the hospital canteen: “That's it 
then, dishing out chips? ...! could do A Levels..." It's almost like she has 
an ambition of some kind. That's over immediately: "I dunno. It's all 
Jimmy Stone's fault. | only left school because of him, and look where he 
ended up. What do you think?" | wonder if we'll ever hear more about 
that. It's interesting. | wonder about Jackie, and what Rose's father was 
like. Jackie's not all that old. The whole time, Rubber Mickey's staring at 


Rose, all shiny and creepy: "So, where did you meet this Doctor?" She 
begs his pardon for bringing up her life and future for a sec, but he 
continues: “Because | reckon it started back at the shop, am | right? Is he 
something to do with that?" She resists, he pushes. “I'm not going on 
about him, Mickey, really I'm not, because...| know it sounds daft, but | 
don't think he's safe. He's dangerous." Not an alien or anything, but 
unsafe and traveling in the company of haunted dummies. Mickey 
glitches out majorly, from a variety of angles. "But you can trust me, 
sweetheart/babe/sugar/darling/sugar," he blurts in a bunch of voices. 
Rose looks confused at this. “You can tell me anything. Tell me about the 
Doctor and what he's planning, and | can help you, Rose. Because that's 
all | really wanna do, sweetheart/babe/sugar/sweetheart." Rose is like, 
"Your damage would be?" 


But before Mickey can stutter out something crazy, a waiter approaches 
with a bottle of champagne. Mickey ignores him and goes back to 
questioning Rose: "Where's the Doctor?" He grabs her hand, squelching all 
rubbery. The waiter, rebuffed by Mickey, holds the bottle out to Rose. 
"It's not ours,” she says, distracted, having finally noticed that Mickey's 
being weird. "Mickey, what is it? What's wrong?" He gets really insistent 
about needing to know “how much" Rose knows about the Doctor and the 
situation, and the waiter once again busts into the conversation: "Doesn't 
anybody want this champagne?" Mickey, exasperated, finally looks up at 
the waiter -- who is, of course, the Doctor. Mickey figures it out almost 
immediately, and the Doctor starts to shake the bottle: “Don't mind me. 
I'm just toasting the happy couple. On the house!" He pops the cork, and 
it hits Mickey in the middle of his forehead. The rubber absorbs it with a 
silly boing sound, and Mickey fishes around in his mouth for a second with 
his tongue before he spits it out of his mouth. Rose finally figures out 
that he's been replaced or turned into a dummy. Or more properly, an 
Auton. "...Anyway," says Mickey, and his hands become giant mallets. He 
smashes the table, and Rose screams. The Doctor grabs the Auton by the 
head and, after a brief struggle, pulls it right off. Pop! The head says 
stuff meant to be threatening, causing some some patrons to squeal, but 
the Doctor grins wildly. The body keeps smashing things with its huge 
mallet fists, causing even more chaos. Rose pulls the fire alarm and 
starts yelling at everyone to get out. They all run, and Rose and the 
Doctor make for the back of the restaurant. Behind them, the body keeps 
bashing things in and smashing stuff. It's awesome. 


Rose and the Doctor run through the kitchen and out of a back exit, the 
Auton's body close behind. The Doctor locks a door behind them with his 
screwdriver, while Rose looks around for a way out of the yard. Shaking a 


pair of locked gates violently, she orders the Doctor to get them open 
with “that tube thing.” He clarifies that it's a sonic screwdriver, but says 
they should just "go in here.” There's a bright blue police box in the 
middle of the yard. He unlocks it as the door they came out of begins to 
dent and strain. Rose runs closer and once more looks at him crazy: "We 
can't hide inside a wooden box!" Because the Doctor's weird commands 
have resulted in so many wrong turns so far. She goes back to rattle the 
gate, screaming her head off. 


After yet another commercial break, Rose runs into the TARDIS and slams 
the door behind her. A few steps in, after looking around for a moment, 
she turns and runs straight back out again. Too weird. | love that. She 
walks around and around the police box, making the point that it's much 
larger inside than outside, and the Auton finally makes a hole in the 
door, so Rose runs back inside TARDIS again. “It's gonna follow us!" she 
shouts to the Doctor, who is doing all kinds of unspecified business at 
various boards and switches. We pull back and see the whole chamber for 
the first time, as the music swells. The Doctor is wiring Rubber Mickey's 
head into the machinery. "You see, the arm is too simple, but the head's 
perfect -- | can use it to trace the signal back to the original source." 
Rose is grossed out and has many questions, which he gives her leave to 
ask as the Doctor wires her boyfriend's head into the board. "The inside's 
bigger than the outside?" Yes. “It's alien." Yup. Is the Doctor an alien? Yes. 
She stares at him, and he asks if that's all right; without skipping a beat, 
she matter-of-factly breathes, "Yeah." He explains TARDIS (Time And 
Relative Dimension In Space), but she starts sobbing immediately. "That's 
okay,” says the Doctor. “Culture shock. Happens to the best of us." Of 
course, he is still kind of not getting how her boyfriend is now made of 
rubber. | really love just how profoundly Mickey does not register on the 
Doctor's radar. Rose pulls herself together enough to get hysterical: "Did 
they kill him? Mickey? Did they kill Mickey? Is he dead?" The Doctor's like, 
"Oh right.” She reminds him of how Mickey is her boyfriend, and that he 
has pulled off Mickey's head, and that it is kind of assy to assume that 
she's crying because he has such a cool car. “And now you're just going to 
let him melt?” she shouts, and we hear the sounds of Mickey's head 
boiling down. The Doctor wigs out and screams like a freak and runs 
around the console, pressing buttons and switching switches and yanking 
levers. After stabilizing the signal between Mickey's head and the 
transmitter, he starts up the TARDIS engines. Which rarely take more 
than a few seconds to get where they're going, of course, because of how 
it's teleportation and/or time travel, so they stop almost immediately, 
and the Doctor runs out of there without another word. 


Rose chases after the Doctor, because it’s not safe in the yard behind the 
restaurant, but on exiting she finds herself standing on London Bridge. 
The Doctor dejectedly reveals that he's lost the signal again, and Rose 
requests clarification on how they're now overlooking the Thames: "Does 
it fly?" He barely nods in her direction: "Disappears there, reappears 
here, you wouldn't understand." Sounds rather simple, really. She asks 
him what about the blindly smashing Auton, still on the loose, and he 
tells her to drop it because the body melted along with the head. He's 
snippy due to having lost the signal. She sighs, sad, because she will have 
to tell Mickey's mother about his rubberizing, beheading, and eventual 
liquidation. Rough. The Doctor looks at her questioningly, and Rose 
reminds him of Mickey for, like, the fifth time: "I'll have to tell his 
mother he's dead, and you just went and forgot him. Again!" He rolls his 
eyes at her, and she gets creeped out. "You were right, you are alien,” 
she murmurs, and turns away. “Look, if | did forget some kid called 
Mickey...” begins the Doctor, almost-apologetically, but she's not having 
it, and she gets very rough on him: "Yeah, he's not a kid." Doctor doesn't 
have time for her mess: "...It's because I'm trying to save the life of every 
stupid ape blundering on top of this planet, all right?” “All right!" she yells 
back. "Yes, it is!" he yells, and they chill out. ("All right" in the UK is like 
“Aloha” in Hawaii, or "Smurf" in the Smurf Village. Or “awesome” in a 
Jacob recap. It means it all. Seventeen words for, in this case, 
“attitude.") Rose shakes her head disbelievingly and asks why, if he's a 
total alien, he sounds like he's from the North. “Lots of planets have a 
North," he scoffs. He folds his arms indignantly and looks away. She asks 
-- this is funny -- what a “police public call box" is, on behalf of 
everybody watching, and he's all smiles again. “It's a telephone box from 
the 1950s." He pats the TARDIS fondly, grinning: “It's a disguise." It’s like 
three jokes, one inside the next. Rose smiles and shakes her head at him 
indulgently, due to the non-disguise it always was, and the 
even-less-of-a-disguise that it is in 2005. 


“Okay. And this living plastic, what's it got against us?” asks Rose, as she 
and The Doctor loiter about outside the TARDIS, still standing on London 
Bridge. He says it's got nothing against them at all: “It loves you. You've 
got such a good planet! Lots of smoke and oil, plenty of toxins and 
dioxins in the air...perfect. Just what the Nestene Consciousness needs. 
Its food stock was destroyed in the war, all its protein plants rotted, so 
Earth: dinner!" Next episode has a similarly eco-friendly bad guy/set of 
circumstances. Interesting. It makes sense that the immortal Doctor -- 
who, with nothing better to do, has always tended to focus on Earth and 
its lovely inhabitants -- would see environmentalism altogether 
differently from your average. It’s hard to make that work without 


seeming overly sincere, but | think there are only a few really preachy 
bits, and this isn't one of them. A plastic-based consciousness would for 
sure love Earth, for all those reasons and more. Hell, Paris Hilton and 
most of Hollywood already live on dioxins and red dye #3. Well, orange 
dye at least. Asked whether there's a way to stop it, the Doctor proudly 
produces a tube of blue liquid from a pocket: “Anti-Plastic!" It is the 
amazing grin that accompanies this pronouncement that sells it. 
"Anti-Plastic?" asks Rose. Yes. But first the Doctor's got to find the 
transmitter that the Consciousness is using to control all the plastic. Rose 
stands opposite the Doctor, framed by the London Eye, as he explains 
that it should look like a transmitter, “round and massive, slap bang in 
the middle of London.” He paces, continuing: "A huge circular metal 
structure, like a dish. Like a wheel. Close to where we're standing.” Rose 
stares at the Eye. "Must be completely invisible," he muses. She nods 
toward the Eye, and the Doctor turns and looks at it several times 
without comprehending. He keeps asking her what she's trying to say, 
and finally it clicks. “Oh. Fantastic!" he grins, and takes off. 


Hand in hand, laughing joyfully, Rose and the Doctor run across London 
Bridge toward the Eye. | like them best when they're like this: wild and 
happy and just getting on with it. “Think of it," says the Doctor, once 
they've reached the Eye. “Plastic, all over the world. Every artificial thing 
waiting to come alive. The shop-window dummies, the phones, the wires, 
the cables..." Rose nods: “The breast implants..." He shakes that off: 
"Still, we've found the transmitter. The Consciousness must be 
somewhere underneath." Rose finds the entrance, and they head into the 
underground. As usually happens in this sort of story, toward the end. 


At the bottom of the ladder, everything is red and creepy. The Doctor 
leads the way into a huge chamber, at the bottom of which is a big pit 
full of glowing orange goo: “The Nestene Consciousness, that's it, inside 
the vat. A living, plastic creature.” Rose is easy-breezy: "Well, then. Tip 
in your anti-plastic and let's go.” But that’s not how the Doctor rolls. (This 
week.) “I'm not here to kill it,” he tells Rose. "I've got to give it a chance." 
Even the Doctor can't muster a whole lot of enthusiasm or belief in this 
strategy. The Doctor leans over a lower railing and addresses the giant 
glob: "I seek audience with the Nestene Consciousness, under peaceful 
contract according to Convention 15 of the Shadow Proclamation." It 
wobbles and roars. “Thank you. If | might have permission to approach." 
Rose spots Real Mickey as she paces, and runs down to him, much to the 
Doctor's disdain. “Doctor, they kept him alive!" she cries. The Doctor 
admits that they would have likely done that to maintain the copy. Rose 
is aghast that he never told her this -- but then, when the copy melted, 


what would have been the point? -- and the Doctor asks her, peevishly 
and hilariously, “Can we keep the domestics outside, thank you?" 
("Domestic” as in “dispute,” not “aid” or “kitchen help" or whatever.) 


As Rose helps Mickey up, the Doctor addresses the Consciousness: "If | 
might observe, you infiltrated this civilization by means of warp shunt 
technology. So, may | suggest, with the greatest respect, that you shunt 
off?" The beastie gets pissed, and so does the Doctor: “Oh don't give me 
that, it's an invasion, plain and simple! Don't talk about constitutional 
rights!" The plastic whirls a head-shape around and calls the Doctor 
“Time Lord," and he cuts it off: "I. Am. Talking. This planet is just 
starting. These stupid little people have only just learnt how to walk, but 
they're capable of so much more. I'm asking you on their behalf -- please, 
just go." When has that kind of thing ever worked on a bastard like the 
NC? Never, that's when. Two Autons approach the Doctor from behind, as 
Rose yells a warning, and they immediately discover his anti-plastic. 
Ouch. He tries to explain that it’s just “insurance,” that he wasn't going to 
use it, but you can't blame the NC for ignoring him and getting more and 
more angry. As the Doctor apologizes and tries to explain further, the 
TARDIS is also uncovered. The plastic goes insane and we hear a lot of 
what sounds like gibberish but is actually totally depressing and 
important: "That's not true! | should know, | was there! | fought in the 
War -- it wasn't my fault! | couldn't save your world! | couldn't save any of 
them!" Chaos. The Doctor yells to Rose a partial explanation -- that the 
NC is scared to death of the TARDIS, because it's a “superior technology," 
and that it is scared enough to be going "to the final base" and starting 
the invasion. He tells her to run. Again. 


Instead, Rose...dials a number on her mobile. The times and places Rose 
pulls out that phone. It gives me hives. Jackie's coming out of a police 
station. "Oh, there you are, | was just gonna phone. You can get 
compensation. | said so! I've got this document thing off the police -- 
don't thank me!" Considering how much | like Jackie by the end, | wish 
she were more here than a robot going, "Suck some money off the state! 
lam a terrible parent!" over and over, but c.x. the stuff with Mickey, 
again: she has to suck, but not so bad that you dislike her. Ennui, not 
abuse. Ascertaining that her mother is in town doing what she calls "some 
late-night shopping,” Rose orders her to go home immediately, due to the 
invasion starting and whatnot. Jackie laughs and says goodbye and heads 
into a shopping mall. Beneath the London Eye, the Consciousness sends 
out its signal, and electric bolts of light shoot all over the place. Rose 
calls it the end of the world, but she has no frame of reference. 


Clive and Caroline are in the mall, talking about boring stuff with their 
kid in tow. What is late-night shopping anyway? People do this with their 
kids? Caroline gasps when she sees one of the mannequins moving 
around, but when they notice that all the dummies are moving, she 
giggles. That stops when the dummies start punching their way through 
the glass. Every screenplay | ever decided not to write ends with a riot in 
a shopping mall, because that's naturally where my brain goes, because 
that's my two favorite things: riots, and the shopping mall. Violent chaos 
and conspicuous consumption. (There's a reason | love The Apprentice so 
much -- and why I'm dying for Suburban Shootout to start.) So this part is 
already awesome. Anyway, the screaming starts and all the dummies are 
being scary, and Clive is having a bittersweet moment of realizing that 
everything he thought, all his conspiracy Doctor stuff, was real. Even if 
his conclusions are completely off. One of the mannequins turns toward 
him, its hand flipping open to reveal a gun port. His face here...it’s one 
of the most touching and good parts of the episode. It's not quite "oh, 
fuck" and it's not quite "fuck off," it's like, both of those sprinkled on top 
of a "well, fuck." Like he just realized that, while he was right about the 
death and destruction, he didn't complete the thought until just now. 
Clive is of course shot in front of his wife and child, and it's very sad -- 
despite him having been in exactly two scenes in this entire show, and 
completely wrong about everything and dorky in both -- because of that 
face he makes right there. Dear, dear Clive. At least we got to see him, 
which is more than that Wilson bloke could ask for. 


The Doctor is still an Auton hostage, and still yelling at Rose to leg it. 
Rose is still at a loss. The building starts to collapse around them, the 
ceiling comes in, the stairs get messed up, the TARDIS is locked. Mickey 
continues to suck. 


The mall is going nuts with screams and shooting dummies in all manner 
of sporting and casual apparel. Clive's little kid screams like a lady, but | 
wouldn't say anything, because he's been through a lot tonight. Jackie 
stands at the bottom of the escalator looking dumb, then apparently 
realizes that everybody is dying, and runs off, for some reason hurling 
her shopping onto the escalator, going up. Knowing her, she'll be back at 
the burned ruins tomorrow, like, “I don't have a gift receipt, but | 
returned them only minutes after purchase. | deserve store credit at the 
least." 


Mickey and Rose hang out uselessly at the door of the TARDIS. 


Jackie runs outside and finds herself in a scene from Escape From New 


York. No, L.A. All the dummies crowd outside and start killing people. 
She collapses outside a bridal shop, and three identical brides in blonde 
wigs with Uma Thurman bangs -- “fringes,” | mean -- come through the 
window at her, and she screams. In my mind, two of the dummies are 
always really mean to the other one because she keeps insisting her 
name is “Sharon.” 


Rose watches the Doctor struggle to get his anti-plastic for a while, then 
finally gets her shit together, and stands up, and makes a resolved face. 
Mickey has apparently seen this face before, and tells her to just leave 
the Doctor to his death. 


In the high street, the brides hold out their creepy arms and point them 
at poor Jackie. 


Rose picks up an axe as Mickey's yelling, “There's nothing you can do!" but 
it's too late: she's all Buffied up: “I've got no A Levels. No job. No future.” 
No job, no rent to pay, no home, no worthwhile boyfriend, no mum. She's 
already said goodbye and she didn't even know it. Might as well try 
“superhero.” Jackie cowers as the brides advance. Rose hacks at a chain 
on the wall with her axe. "But | tell you what | have got: Jericho Street 
Junior School under-sevens gymnastic team. | got the bronze!" The chain 
comes loose and Rose swings across the gap on it, over the 
Consciousness. She kicks the Autons, one then the other, into the 
Consciousness, and the anti-plastic falls into it and spills out. The NC 
starts to writhe and scream as Rose touches down, safe in the Doctor's 
arms. "Now we're in trouble," he quips, as the Consciousness gets all 
rumbly and explody-looking. 


The signal from the Eye stops transmitting, and all the Autons start doing 
a hilarious and very cool-looking Safety Dance. It is a very fine line with 
these things, but mannequins doing a crazy robot dance wearing weird 
clothes during a full-on flaming riot is a can't-miss. 


Rose, the Doctor and Mickey run to the TARDIS and Rose spares a grin at 
the very freaking-out Consciousness before she goes in and closes the 
door. Just before the NC and the whole underground area goes up in 
flames, TARDIS disappears. 


The dummies all fall to the ground twitching. Jackie walks through the 
now-still destruction, looking quite the worse for wear. She does 
desperation really well, because it's her normal mode. | would probably 
lie down in or near a Banana Republic until somebody else cleaned it all 
up. That place is really soothing. 


Mickey falls backward out of the TARDIS in an alleyway, looking just as 
scared and useless as he did when he wasn't hanging with the good guys. 
He's had a hard day, | guess. Rose, of course, immediately rings her 
mother. It's funny, because Jackie answers all shrieking and freaking, and 
telling her daughter to get indoors because it's not safe: “There were all 
of these things! And they were shooting!" and Rose just laughs with relief 
and hangs up on her. | like that: “Check. Bye.” She shoots a little disdain 
Mickey's way, but he's still whimpering. The Doctor stands in the TARDIS 
doorway and brags: “"Nestene Consciousness?" He snaps his fingers. “Easy.” 
Rose points out how the episode defies the status quo: "You were useless 
in there. You'd be dead if it wasn't for me!" He agrees and thanks her, 
then says he's off: “Unless, uh..." He shrugs like it’s no big deal. “I don't 
know...you could come with me." She considers him, hands in her 
pockets. “This box isn't just a London hopper,” he says, getting more 
excited, "It goes anywhere in the universe, free of charge." Mickey 
screams that the Doctor's an alien, a thing, and the Doctor barely gives 
him a glance. “He's not invited." Back to Rose: “What do you think? You 
could stay here and fill your life with work and food and sleep, or you 
could go, uh...anywhere.” She asks whether it's always that dangerous, 
and the Doctor's infectious grin goes wide: "Yeah!" Mickey puts his arms 
around Rose's knees like a douchebag and continues to whine. Rose 
shakes her head. "I've gotta go and find my mum...someone's gotta look 
after this stupid lump..." She laughs and pats Mickey on the back, where 
he cowers mindlessly. So dumped, dude. The Doctor makes a sad face, 
but clears it up immediately: “Okay. See you around." They look at each 
other for a good long time, and Rose -- Billie Piper is really a good 
actress indeed; the acting is the best thing about the show -- hasn't made 
up her mind yet, but she's scared. The Doctor closes the door but never 
breaks his gaze. Rose looks at the closed door as the engines rev and the 
TARDIS disappears. Rose stares at the space where it was, realizing how 
bad she just fucked up. 


Rose helps Mickey stand, still staring after the TARDIS, and as they walk 
away, the dinosaur sound comes back. This is in the stories, too. Rose 
and Mickey turn around again and see the TARDIS reappear. The Doctor 
pops his head out, smiling again: "By the way -- did | mention, it also 
travels in time?” It wouldn't matter what he says now, and they both 
know it. Rose smiles and the Doctor grins back, and retreats, leaving the 
door ajar. Rose turns to Mickey and thanks him. Not even Mickey can 
understand what the hell she'd be thanking him for: “Thanks for what?" 
Exactly. “Exactly,” she smiles, but she says it very sweetly, and there it 
is. He's very nice, and so is her mom, but they're not so nice that you 


should have to give up magic. She kisses his cheek and turns around, 
sprinting in slow motion toward the TARDIS with the most beautiful, 
joyful smile on her lovely face... 


THIS IS MY HAPPENING AND IT FREAKS ME OUT 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 2 | Aired on 03.16.2006 


The End Of The World - The Myra Breckenridge of alien bitches fails to do anything of 
import beyond being really, really irritating. Rose and the Doctor come to an 
emotional détente after a bunch of back-and-forth about what constitutes aliens, 
people, and home. 


Rose sprints into the TARDIS with the most beautiful smile, and the 
Doctor -- without skipping a beat -- asks her where they're off to now: 
“Backwards or forwards in time. What's it going to be?" She chooses 
forward, of course -- the whole point of this exercise is to give her one. A 
future, | mean. He presses buttons and asks how far. Rose starts small: 
"One hundred years." The Doctor pulls levers and turns knobs. The 
funniest thing about this scene is how his TARDIS business gets more and 
more intense and baroque at every juncture. "There you go, step outside 
those doors, it's the twenty-second century," he grins proudly. "That's a 
bit boring, though; do you want to go further?" She's down. Next stop: 
“Ten thousand years in the future...the year 12,005, the New Roman 
Empire." Sounds nice. Rose teases him, once again, about how 
“impressive” he seems to find himself, and he makes an “aww” face: "| am 
so impressive!” There's a funny kind of wish fulfillment here, because 
yes, he is, but don't you wish you could tease him about it anyway? 
"Right, then, you asked for it,” he tells her. “I know exactly where to go." 
He goes absolutely crazy on the console, turning wheels and pumping 
levers and switching switches and butting buttons. We see the TARDIS 
hurtling through the time vortex for the first time, and then a close-up of 
the Doctor's hand hitting a desk bell: "Ping!" He won't tell Rose where 
they are -- just gestures toward the door with a secretive face. | like this 
episode, on final analysis, because the whole End of the World scenario is 
just a MacGuffin for the revelation of the Time War stuff hinted at in the 
first episode, and to put Rose and the Doctor on an equal emotional 
plane, which is very effectively done. But now, back at the beginning of 
the episode, it occurs to me to wonder: is this whole bit an attempt to 
communicate with Rose? This exercise in pain and loss: is this the 
Doctor's way of telling her why he needs her so much? It's interesting, and 
unsettling, and kind of heartbreaking. | like it. 


Rose steps out the TARDIS doors and into a smallish beige room, and the 
Doctor uncovers a glass viewscreen with his sonic screwdriver: it’s a 
lovely view on Earth from space. "You lot,” he says jokingly. "You spend 
all your time thinking about dying. Like you're going to get killed by eggs 
or beef or global warming or asteroids. But you never take time to 


imagine the impossible: maybe you survive." Or maybe, ultimately, you 
don't. Maybe you end up alone, traveling by yourself, with nowhere to 
go. “This is the year 5.5-slash-apple-slash-26. Five billion years in your 
future. This is the day...Hold on." The Doctor looks at his watch as we 
see the sun behind Earth expanding beautifully. “This is the day the sun 
expands. Welcome to the end of the world.” Rose stares. 


Credits, and then two shuttles approach an enormous cruciform 
installation to the tune of the Treehouse of Horror. The voice of Platform 
One rings out: "Shuttles 5 and 6 now docking. Guests are reminded that 
Platform One forbids the use of weapons, teleportation, and religion. 
Earth Death is scheduled for 15:39, followed by drinks in the Manchester 
Suite.” Okay, that's hilarious. | think | would do well on a Platform. 


Rose and the Doctor are walking down a corridor, leisurely: "So when it 
says ‘guests,’ does that mean people?" It depends what Rose means by 
“people,” of course, but she's like, "Um, people? | mean ‘people’?” and the 
Doctor's like, "Oh, then no. Aliens." He opens a door to the observation 
gallery as Rose tries to pin down what's going on with Platform One. He 
explains that it's less of a spaceship and more an observation deck where 
"the great and the good are gathering to watch the planet burn.” Why? 
"Fun." They enter the gallery, and he extends his explanation: “Mind you, 
when | said ‘the great and the good,’ what | mean is the rich." There's a 
lot of class stuff in this episode, which is interesting because of Rose and 
where she comes from. Interesting that it still pings the Doctor as well, 
but | think that the point is that Earth has been used completely up by 
multinationals, and as Earth's biggest fan, he has a stake in that. So, 
economic interrogation via ecology, which is interesting and doesn't get 
much play in stories like this. | would note at this point that it’s not really 
a coincidence that the two contemporary songs we hear in this episode 
are "Tainted Love" and "Toxic," nor that within the first two hours of the 
series we've met plastic that turns into people, and people that turn into 
plastic. “But hold on -- they did this once on Newsround Extra, the sun 
expanding," says Rose. “That takes hundreds of years!" Rose loves her 
science infotainment. Mickey and Jackie were probably doing shots in the 
other room, or down the pub watching some stupid sport together. The 
Doctor nods: “Millions. But the planet's now property of the National 
Trust. They've been keeping it preserved." He points to a “gravity 
satellite” down near the atmosphere that has been “holding back the 
sun." Rose notes that the continents are still where they are now, and 
the Doctor explains that, while they did shift over time, the Trust moved 
them back: "That's a classic Earth. But now the money's run out, nature 
takes over!" There are about thirty minutes left before the Earth gets 


“roasted,” he tells her, and she naturally assumes that they are there to 
“jump in at the last minute” to save her. Negatory, but the Doctor says 
that all the people left long ago, so there's nothing to worry about on 
that front. It's the end of just the world. Still, Rose is creeped out: “Just 
me then." Hurts, doesn't it? 


The Steward -- who is blue, blue like a Blue Man, with black-tinted lips 
and black-lined eyes and strangely white irises -- hurries toward them: 
"Who the hell are you?" It plays well off the "just me" line: “Just you then 
-- but who the fuck are you?" The Doctor's gracious about getting yelled 
at, usually: "Oh! That's nice, thanks.” The Steward wigs out that it’s a 
“maximum hospitality zone" (awesome concept), and that the guests are 
on their way in already. The Doctor holds out a small leather wallet and 
Obi-Wans the guy: "That's me, I'm a guest. Look, I've got an invitation! It's 
fine, see? The Doctor plus one. I'm the Doctor, this is Rose Tyler. She's 
my plus-one. That all right?” Obviously, quoth the Steward, who 
apologizes, and then says that, well, if the Doctor's arrived, they'd better 
get their Earth Death on. He runs off to get it going, and the Doctor 
shows Rose the paper he just flashed. It is blank: “The paper's slightly 
psychic. Shows them whatever | want them to see. Saves a lot of time." 
Rose is a sequential processor, and will be dealing with the psychic paper 
in about twenty minutes. For now: "He's blue." The Doctor nods and he 
and Rose smile at each other, because the Steward is undeniably blue. 


The Steward welcomes the Doctor and Rose over the PA, and sends the 
staff scurrying to their posts. Now, I'm not an evil man. | am not a man 
who hates fun. | don't have a problem with silliness, as long as I'm not 
implicated in the silliness. But what you have here is a man painted blue, 
and little blue Oompa-Loompas in spacesuits scuttling around and talking 
like fucking Jawas, and there's this "Be Our Guest” music playing, 
and...my brain shuts down. | have to say that it was at this point that, on 
first viewing, | really just lost the thread altogether. They could have 
revealed the secret of Roan Inish or whatever and | wouldn't have cared, 
because: Oompa-Loompas. A really well-constructed, smartly-layered 
episode, tossed aside because | have a hate-on for Jawas no matter their 
outfits. But on review, that makes this episode even better, because it 
turns out that there are people who enjoy all manner of zaniness, Arthur 
Dent and Bring Your Towel and Ministry of Silly Whatever, The Lady 
Morpork of Bullshit, and those are good people, and they probably don't 
get off on literary tricks and emotional tropes to the same degree that | 
might. So this is a catch-all kind of brilliant episode, and to let one thing 
about it turn you off to the part of it that was made just for you is really 
short-sighted. So there's that. | have a really low pain threshold for that 


kind of humor, but that's personal. Just like every other opinion 
expressed here. Not that anyone would ever do anything so silly as to 
look to a website to find out what their opinion should be. It's like 
Battlestar and the spaceships and the esoteric workings of the 
spaceships. | realize that there are people for whom the zany, wacky 
antics of this show are the entire point -- and more power to them, the 
show will deliver on those -- but there are also people for whom those 
antics are beside the point. | happen to be a person who views them as 
somewhat counter to the point, because | am a dour old snoot, which is 
why | never found previous versions of this show altogether that 
interesting. If you're the kind of person for whom farting aliens are 
uproarious and constitute the value of this show, | daresay you've 
stopped reading the recap by now... 


...S0 anyway, a bunch of aliens show up, and the Steward introduces 
them, and the voice overlaps the images in some places -- more of that 
razor-thin British editing -- so I'm not sure who anybody actually is, 
toward the end of the introductions. Which is fine, because one of the 
fifteen ingredients in this little episode that refuses to jell or develop is 
the How To Host A Murder part, so we don't actually have to know 
anything about these aliens, because they don't have agendas, because 
they think they are there for an art show. 


“Representing the forest of Cheem, we have...Trees.” The Steward pulls 
a nice, tiny little pause every time he calls them Trees, and it's funny 
every time. Three tree-people walk into the room, a beautiful woman 
named Jabe, and two others wearing armor, named Lute and Coffa. 
"There will be an exchange of gifts representing peace,” the Steward 
notes. "If you can keep the room circulating, thank you.” The chubby, 
blue Moxx of Balhoon enters next, "from the solicitors Jolco & Jolco." The 
Doctor smiles cheerily at him, and Rose looks on, bewildered. Several 
creatures in cloaks, with long metallic claws, enter next, the Adherents 
of the Repeated Meme from Financial Family Seven. The Doctor chuckles 
at the look on Rose's face. Two lizards, the brothers Hop Pyleen, are the 
inventors of Hyposlip Travel Systems. Something that sounds like Cal 
Spark Plug, two Skeksis named Mr. and Mrs. Pakoo, and some others, the 
Ambassadors from the City State of Binding Light. Really the only 
crazy-important ones are the Adherents, the Trees, and the Moxx. The 
rest are intricately-costumed and really well-done monster stand-ins. 


Jabe approaches, her companions holding plant trays. “The Gift of 
Peace," she says, holding out a vessel with a small planted cutting. "| 
bring you a cutting of my Grandfather.” The Doctor thanks Jabe and 


hands the pot to Rose, and then searches his pockets for a return gift. 
The Doctor travels light, so he pats around and clears his throat awhile 
before offering “air from [his] lungs” in return. He blows gently into 
Jabe's face, and her eyelids flutter. "How...intimate,” she breathes, and 
the Doctor flirts that there's more where that came from. “I bet there is,” 
smiles Jabe. Rose freaks, slightly and quietly. Just how much of an alien 
is the Doctor, really? The Steward introduces “the sponsor of the main 
event,” a giant face in a giant jar the size of a Toyota Corolla, called the 
Face of Bo. The Moxx of Balhoon approaches the Doctor and Rose, and 
the Doctor cordially acknowledges him. Moxx has a squeaky voice: "My 
felicitations on this historical happenstance. | give you the gift of bodily 
salivas!" He spits directly into Rose's left eye, and the Doctor falls out 
laughing. “Thank you very much." As Rose wipes the spit from her eyes, 
the Adherents of the Repeated Meme approach them. Sigh. So | guess 
we're working with the knowledge of your average livejournaler. | don't 
wanna go into it, lest the ugly rumors that | might actually know 
something about something start up again, but...stay tuned for next 
week, when the Doctor "deconstructs" something by...blowing it up. The 
Doctor breathes on them and one of them hands him a large silver egg, 
which he tosses in the air before handing it to Rose. "A gift of peace in 
all good faith.” They are also Adherents of Repeatedly Bearing False 
Witness, apparently, because I'll tell you right now that it's neither. 


Finally, with much pomp and circumstance and silliness, the Steward 
hushes the assembled "Ladies and Gentlemen...Trees...and Multiforms," 
with a little speech for the last guest: “Consider the Earth below. In 
memory of this dying world, we call forth The Last Human." The Doctor 
checks out Rose's reaction as the doors admit a stretched-taut sheet of 
human skin with eyes, a mouth and a beauty mark in the exact center, 
and lots of lipstick. And thus, | checked out of the episode entirely. So 
lazy. She has this obsession with money and with being “thin,” and it's 
made her monstrous. That's very astute and fresh, isn't it? But the real 
kicker is the voice. Did you ever see The Last Unicorn, with Mia Farrow 
and Jeff Daniels? There's a part early on where the wizard turns this tree 
into a woman by accident, and she has this annoying way of speaking, 
like a drugged-out old prostitute, and everything she says takes ten times 
too long, and she irritated me when | saw the movie the first time, in the 
theatre. This thing is worse, because she also repeats everything in this 
fusty, whiny way, and it's so, so irritating, and | get that she's a bad 
person and that she's supposed to be irritating, but the trick of art would 
be to make her just irritating enough without crossing the line into 
actively hating life when she is onscreen. “The Lady Cassandra O'Brien 


Dot Delta Seventeen.” The Doctor laughs at her as she goes on and on and 
on about how "thin" she is and how she just had her chin taken off and 
she's so “dainty” and she doesn't “look a day over two thousand” and 
“moisturize me, moisturize me." And the joke, it takes one second to get, 
and it's a stupid joke anyway: that she's the ad absurdum of Hollywood 
looks-obsessed whatever. Or rather, the ad absurdum of what that idea 
looked like ten years ago, with the emphasis on thinness and having 
things removed, instead of having her be bright orange with Botox lips 
and a dead browline. Sometimes Queer As Folk was like this, too, though 
-- jokes about things that were funny years and years ago. Like joking 
about the Spice Girls as a group, rather than individuals. | suppose it's 
rather comforting, like an anachronistic Boy George joke from your 
grandfather, but it's also unsettling in the middle of this episode's glories, 
like...well, | guess like a Boy George joke from Grandpa would be 
unsettling too. In any case, this is when | originally declared the episode 
"a bunch of BS," which really just translates to "| expect better,” which in 
turn is a compliment of sorts, | think. 


Rose creeps closer for a better look at Cassandra's overall flatness as 
Cassandra explains that her father was a Texan and her mother was 
“from the Arctic Desert." Get it? Global warning? Not just a myth? Get it? 
Do you? “They were born on the Earth and were the last to be buried in 
the soil. | have come to honor them," sniff, “and say goodbye." Cassandra 
is horrified by the tears she's faking, and one of the mummy-gasmask 
bodyguards, her “surgeons,” wipes her eyes. Underneath her metal frame 
is a jar with her brain in it. She produces her gifts: "From Earth itself -- 
the last remaining ostrich egg. Legend says it had a wingspan of fifty feet 
and blew fire from its nostrils.” Rose looks mildly confused. “Or was that 
my third husband?" Rose rolls her eyes, the Doctor laughs, | don't even 
know what the joke is meant to be there. "Who knows! Oh, don't laugh!" 
No worries. "I'll get laughter lines!" Cassandra laughs and mumbles to 
herself for a few seconds, and then they wheel out a gigantic jukebox 
behind her. More hilarity yet to come: "According to the archives, this 
was Called an iPod. It stores classical music from humanity's greatest 
composers.” Rose looks amazed, and then the jukebox starts playing Soft 
Cell, and the Doctor dances around embarrassingly, and | wish to do 
myself ill so that this scene will end. Earth Death in thirty minutes. It’s 
not that I'm unkindly disposed toward the desperately unhip -- Ryan 
Seacrest is my favorite thing -- but what bugs me is failing the attempt at 
relevance. "| haven't left my house in ten years, but | hear they have 
‘memes’ now, let's have some of those in." That's how you end up with the 
lesbian vampire subculture somebody told The L Word is all the rage. 


Rose looks around at all the aliens, mingling, and even the Doctor is a 
possible treefucker, and Earth Death is in thirty minutes, and that's it, 
she's all alone. Even Cassandra is a freak, obviously, and that's...not just 
because of the timeline they're in. Rose made her choice at the end of 
“Rose,” but now we're looking at the consequences. It's not Earth we're 
talking about when we say “The End Of The World”: it's Rose's. She's been 
initiated, on her quest, into the fraternity of the world of the Doctor, 
and that makes her all alone. Just like him. Adrift and alone and the only 
one of her kind, out here in the madness of the TARDIS and the Doctor. 
That's heavy. It's not really change if it doesn't hurt. She takes off as the 
rest of the aliens have fun, the music still playing, her experience 
tainted. The Doctor starts to follow her, but is stopped by Jabe, who 
snaps a picture of him with her tiny handheld computer before letting 
him go. “A gift of peace, in all good faith.” The Adherents offer an egg to 
the Steward, but he begs off, since he's just the Steward, but they 
repeat their offer: "A gift of peace, in all good faith.” Their claws are 
long. The Steward takes the egg. 


Seriously, one commercial every ten seconds. Why? Jabe's in conflict with 
her computer on the subject of the Doctor: "Identify species. Please 
identify species.” It whistles at her cantankerously. "Now, stop it. 
Identify his race. Where's he from?” Her stare gets wider as she stares at 
the screen, and then whispers: “It's impossible.” In a cabinet nearby, one 
of the Adherents' metal eggs hatches a small robotic spider, which climbs 
away. 


Rose, in another part of the ship, looks out of a window at the raging 
sun, and is startled when another blue staffer enters, in a techie 
uniform. Between the stature and the voice and the makeup and the 
general demeanor, | had to take a second to remember that Ben 
Browder's wife doesn't randomly show up on every single show. | actually 
caught myself saying, "Oh look, Ben Browder's wife,” because she always 
played this kind of character on Farscape. She looks just as insane as the 
Steward with the makeup. Rose apologizes for being in there, and the 
woman mumbles nervously that she needs permission to talk. Rose 
uncertainly gives her permission, and the tech thanks her, and reassures 
her that she's fine where she is. Rose -- this second-classer, this person 
not in league with the "good and great” that have been weirding her out 
so bad -- watches, and smiles as the woman opens up a wall panel. 
"What's your name?" Rose asks. She smiles and says her name is Raffalo: "I 
won't be long, I've just got to carry out some maintenance." She chatters 
as she works that there's a "tiny little glitch in the Face of Bo suite,” 
because he's not getting hot water. Rose laughs that there are still 


plumbers, and Raffalo smiles easily: "| hope so! Else I'm out of a job!" 
Rose is just like, “Thank God there are still poor people.” She asks where 
Raffalo is from ("Crespallion"), and whether that is a planet. "No, 
Crespallion's part of the Jaggit Brocade, affiliated to the Scarlet 
Junction, Convex 56." There's a tapping sound inside the duct as Raffalo 
asks where Rose is from, and then catches herself: "...If you don’t mind 
me asking.” Rose smiles and then stumbles over her answer: “I dunno, a 
long way away...| just sort of hitched a lift with this...man." She trances 
out as she tries to word it correctly; Raffalo worries about Rose's stress 
level. "I didn't even think about it,” says Rose. "I don't even know who he 
is. He's a complete stranger..." She shakes herself out of it and wishes 
Raffalo luck with the stuff. Raffalo says goodbye and then, haltingly, 
thanks Rose for the permission to speak: "Not many people are that 
considerate." They smile at each other -- Rose! Nice to the blue-collar 
worker! -- and Rose takes off. Raffalo turns to the grate, calls ina 
problem to Control, and then sticks her head in the duct. A robot spider 
appears and she chuckles, asking for its ident, as the red spots of death 
in any language appear on her face, first one and then many as the 
spider is joined by one and then several friends. Raffalo registers that 
this is creepy, but before she can get back out, the spiders drag her all 
the way into the duct. Aw, | liked her. That should've been the first clue. 


In his office, the Steward drops his Adherent egg on a table and has a 
chat through a microphone with Control, who speaks in bleeps: “What's 
that? Well, how should | know?" Over the loudspeaker, the Steward 
announces that “the owner of the blue box in private gallery 15" should 
“please report to the Steward's office immediately." He reminds all the 
guests that teleportation devices are strictly forbidden (“under Peace 
Treaty 5.4-slash-cup-slash-16") and gives a very British 
thank-you-as-punctuation. While he is talking, his egg opens up and the 
spider climbs up the wall behind him. 


Rose is in the private gallery where they parked, throwing the egg up in 
the air and catching it again, when she hears the announcement of Earth 
Death in twenty-five minutes. “Oh, thanks," she says, and tosses the egg 
aside, turning her attention to the pot of Jabe's grandfather. “Hello! My 
name's Rose. That's a sort of plant. We might be related.” She realizes 
what she's doing and puts it down, and then talks to herself, 
unnecessarily: “I'm talking to a twig.” Behind her, the spider breaks out of 
the egg. 


Meanwhile, the Doctor is supervising the guys valeting the TARDIS: "Oi 
now, careful with that. Park it properly. No scratches.” One of them 


squeaks and hands the Doctor a redemption card, on the back of which is 
written "Have a nice day” in an alien-looking but readable script. He 
watches them leave as though they are crazy, and stalks off. Behind him, 
several metal spiders scurry up the wall behind him. Cut to a few more 
running along the air vent, one of which jostles the camera. Good job 
and a nice detail, considering they're CGI. 


Rose's spider scans her hand, but she's oblivious. The Doctor enters, 
sending the spider back into a vent, and sits down near her on a low 
wall: "What do you think, then?" Having just now processed the 
grandfather-as-tree, she moves on to the "slightly psychic paper," and 
jokes that she's getting there. The Doctor laughs, and she pauses before 
trying to express her discomfort: “They're just...so alien. The aliens? Are 
so alien. You look at ‘em...and they're alien.” The Doctor cracks, “Good 
thing | didn't take you to the Deep South.” (I'm told her accent is Sarf 
Landen, or a good try at it anyway.) Rose considers the Doctor, trying to 
put him into the context of this universe where there are no people, only 
aliens: "Where are you from?” She doesn't know it’s the one question the 
Doctor can't ever answer again. He swallows and says in a light tone, “All 
over the place." He won't look at her. 


“They all speak English,” Rose says of the revellers, but the Doctor 
explains that it's "a gift of the TARDIS" -- a “telepathic field” that 
translates inside the brain. Rose is not at all cool with the TARDIS being 
in her brain. She's been on this adventure for, like, a half-hour, 
remember. She just made her choice and the drawbacks keep appearing 
like this; you'd freak, too: "Your machine gets inside my head. It gets 
inside and it changes my mind, and you didn't even ask?" The Doctor's 
thrown: "I didn't think about it like that." Now she's pissed. "No! You were 
too busy thinking up cheap shots about the Deep South! Who are you 
then, Doctor? What you called? What sort of alien are you?" Stop it. Stop 
it. Stop it. “I'm just The Doctor,” he tells her. He sits up and turns his 
back on her. "From what planet?” she presses. Stop. "Well, it's not as if 
you'll know where it is!" he tells her. She presses and he presses back, 
both of them getting more and more intense. She's understandably 
curious, but Rose: could you please read the room? "This is who | am, 
right here, right now, all right?" he tells her. “All that counts is here and 
now, and this is me!" That's the answer. He just answered her and she 
doesn't even know it. | don't even know if he knows it -- | think he'd say 
he's being defensive, if you were watching it with him, but that usually 
ends up being more true anyway. ‘I'm here too because you brought me 
here, so just tell me!" she demands. He gets up and goes to the window, 
stomping petulantly. Earth Death in twenty minutes. 


After a bit, Rose follows the Doctor down to the window: “All right, as my 
mate Shareen says: don't argue with the designated driver." The Doctor 
smiles, but not in his secret back-turned way; more bitterly than that. It 
still stings. Rose -- when it doubt, all that -- pulls out her cell phone and 
makes a joke about how she can't call for a cab. The Doctor -- on a dime, 
this guy -- takes the phone and mumbles, “With a little bit of jiggery 
pokery..." He takes off the phone's back panel and does stuff to it. Rose 
joshes him: “Is that a technical term, ‘jiggery pokery’?” He jokes that he 
“came in first in jiggery pokery," and asks how she did: "Nah, failed 
hullabaloo.” He hands the phone back to Rose, and nods at her confusion. 


Rose dials her mum, and we find ourselves back in Jackie's kitchen in 
2005 (And, as an eagle-eyed poster pointed out, hours or days before the 
first episode began, not “now.” Which is interesting, because: time 
travel. There's no "now" to be had anymore. Wherever Rose is, that's 
“now.’) Jackie's putting laundry in the machine as she natters at her 
daughter: "Oh, what is it? What's wrong? What have | done now? Oh, this 
red top's falling to bits! You should get your money back." Rose laughs, 
again, to hear her mother's voice. “Go on!" Jackie demands. “There must 
be something, you never phone in the middle of the day!" Rose just 
smiles and giggles, loving her mother from so far away. "What's so funny?" 
Jackie asks. Rose shakes her head: "Nothing! You all right, though?" Of 
course she is. Rose asks what day it is, and Jackie's a scream: 
"Wednesday. All day. You got a hangover? Oh, | tell you what, put a quid 
in that lottery syndicate, I'll pay you back later." Rose mentions that she 
might be late coming home, and when Jackie asks if she’s okay, Rose 
responds that she's "Fine! Top of the world!" The Doctor laughs, and the 
Tylers ring off. Rose lowers her phone, stunned. The Doctor: "Think that's 
amazing, you want to see the bill." But Rose is having deep thoughts. 
“That was five billion years ago. So...she's dead now. Five billion years 
later, my mum's dead." The Doctor calls her a “bundle of laughs," but 
before she can process how alone they both actually are, Platform One 
gives a shudder. The Doctor, nervous and ecstatic in equal amounts, 
relishes it: "That's not supposed to happen!" | like the Doctor, don't you? 


The Steward is in his office bitching at Control: "Well, what was it? I'm 
just getting green lights at this end." He lies over the PA that it's “gravity 
pockets” causing the turbulence, and then yells that he's hosted “all sorts 
of events" on Platforms One, Three, Six, and Fifteen and has "never felt 
the slightest tremor." He expresses concern over the litigiousness of the 
rich, and as he continues to try to figure out what's going on, a spider 
makes its way down the wall. "I don't know what they look like!" he yells, 
and then notices a spider rattling around near his coffee mug. “I imagine 


they might look rather like that...” He asks the spider how it got on 
board, given that there were no small robotic spiders on the guest list. 
The spider is like, "Ahem, check under Chesney -- that's my ex-husband's 
name?" The spider presses a button on the Steward's console, and the 
voice of Platform One says, “Sun filter deactivated." The Steward starts 
screaming as the invisible filter keeping the supernova heat off his neck 
starts to drop, letting in the light and sizzling along the walls. He 
screams and screams and then dies. Outside, the spider escapes through 
an air vent. 


The guests are still in the gallery, chatting with each other, and we pan 
past the Moxx of Balhoon telling the Face of Bo,"Indubitably, this is the 
Bad Wolf scenario. | find the relative laxity of the ongoing multiverse..." 
but as interesting as this sounds to us, we don't get to hear anything else, 
because Doctor and Rose enter. He's suspicious: "| know gravity pockets, 
and they don't feel like that." Tree Lady Jabe approaches, and the Doctor 
asks her what she thinks about it: "The engines, they pitched up about 30 
hertz, is that dodgy or what?" Jabe's like, "The sounds of metal don't 
make sense, ever,” and the Doctor smiles wonderfully: “Where's the 
engine room?" She doesn't know, but the maintenance duct (quite 
reminiscent of the mannequin room) just happens to be located near the 
Cheem suite. She offers to show the Doctor and his -- indicating Rose -- 
wife. "She's not my wife," says the Doctor. Partner? Concubine? 
Prostitute? Finally, Rose is like, “Whatever | am, it must be invisible. Do 
you mind?” After a second, Rose tells them that they can go "pollinate," 
and that she'll be fine catching up with family. "Quick word with Michael 
Jackson,” she snorts, heading for Cassandra. The Doctor tells Rose not to 
start a fight, and offers his arm to Jabe: "I'm all yours.” Rose turns back, 
smiling but piqued, and says she wants the Doctor home by midnight. He 
grins outrageously as they leave the gallery. Earth Death in fifteen 
minutes. 


Spiders scatter as the Doctor and Jabe enter the maintenance duct, 
acting like partygoers off on a little adventure. Which | guess is what 
they both are, in different yet awesome ways, but there's a very “the 
adults on The O.C. are getting wacky again" vibe. Champagne, daring is a 
turn-on, all that. Jabe tells the Doctor there's no captain on Platform 
One. It's just the Steward and the Oompas, and “all the rest is controlled 
by the metal man." Meaning Control, the computer. Jabe's whole “metal 
is nice, but | don't really get it" is a very cool character point. The 
Corporation controls the computer, moving the Platforms "from one 
artistic event to another." The Doctor notes that there's no one from the 
corporation on board, but Jabe doesn't get it, because she's a deb: 


"They're not needed. This facility is purely automatic. It's the height of 
the alpha class. Nothing can go wrong." The Doctor compares it to the 
Titanic, which he was there for: "Unsinkable?" Jabe allows that the 
“nautical metaphor is appropriate.” The Doctor goes on about the Titanic, 
in case we didn't get it, and then clarifies, "So, what you're saying is, if 
we get in trouble, there's no one to help us out?" Not so much, no. The 
Doctor grins, of course, like a madman: "Fantastic!" He takes off walking, 
and Tree Lady is like, "Mwah?" Behind them, a spider creeps out of its 
hiding place. 


Rose and Cassandra watch the sun and Earth in the gallery. Cassandra is 
really invested in her claim to fame: “Soon, the sun will blossom into a 
red giant, and my home will die. That's where | used to live, when | was a 
little boy. Down there. Mummy and Daddy had a little house built into 
the side of the Los Angeles Crevice." Nice little inclusive swipe there at 
her total mutability. She sighs: “I had such fun.” Rose asks where the rest 
of humanity went, and Cassandra replies, "Mankind has touched every 
star in the sky." Rose asks if that doesn't mean that Cassandra's not, in 
fact, the actual Last, but she goes all Slytherin/Mudblood on Rose with a 
quickness: "| am the last pure human. The others...mingled." She makes 
as disgusted a face as a CGI tablecloth of skin can muster: "Oh, they call 
themselves ‘New Humans’ and ‘Proto-humans' and ‘Digi-humans' -- even 
‘Hduman-ish' -- but you know what | call them? Mongrels.” Rose is grossed 
out, because back home, that's called National Front. There's a lovely 
double entendre here: "Right. And you stayed behind.” Not getting Rose's 
meaning, Cassandra replies that she's kept herself “pure.” Again showing 
her wit and skill with barbed meaning, Rose pretends to change the 
subject while actually calling Cassandra a total asshole: "Mm. How many 
operations have you had?" (The "Mm" in that line translates as a very 
British "Right. So tell me again how pure?") Cassandra has had 708 
surgeries, and next week she's having her "blood bleached," so that's 709. 
Cassandra asks whether that's why Rose is chatting her up: “You could be 
flatter, Rose. You've got a little bit of a chin poking out.” Rose, grimly 
and somewhat disgusted, says that she'd rather die, but Cassandra 
assures her that it doesn't hurt. This is a really good scene, and they're 
both so well written, that | will not bitch about Cassandra in this 
paragraph. Rose: "No, | mean it: I'd rather die. It's better to die than live 
like you -- a bitchy trampoline.” Cassandra blows her off and Rose takes 
her on: “| was born on that planet. And so was my mum [dead], and so 
was my dad [not sure yet], and that makes me officially the Last Human 
Being in this room. Because you're not human. You've had it all nipped 
and tucked and flattened until there's nothing left. Anything human got 
chucked in the bin. You're just skin, Cassandra. Lipstick and skin. Nice 


talking with you." That's my girl. She takes off, and the Adherents of the 
Repeated Meme watch her leave the gallery altogether. 


"So tell me, Jabe. What's a tree like you doing in a place like this?" Heh. 
Jabe says that she's there to show respect for the Earth, which is maybe 
the best character point of all, because of what Rose says later about 
how there's no one left to give witness to her passing. Jabe's so complex 
and delightful, being able to manage this as simultaneously an art 
exhibit, a network opportunity, and a sacred and meaningful farewell to 
the place we all started. The Doctor asks if she's not really there for the 
networking, and she admits that there's a certain necessity of having to 
be seen at the right occasions, "in case [her] share prices drop," as the 
Doctor says. "I know you lot. You've got massive forests everywhere, 
roots everywhere, and there's always money in land." Talk about a 
hate-on for the multinationals. Dude, Doctor. Remember 1990 in America 
when everybody got so ecologically-minded that the whole country was 
bored with it by 1992? From my understanding, the whole multinationals 
argument was the same thing in the UK, around that time. Which is kind 
of where Russell Davies lives. He's a great storyteller with the timeless 
themes, and this show makes me cry a lot, but his references and 
grudges are...similarly timeless. Not that they're not important, it's just 
weird. Boy George again. 


"You respect the Earth as family," Jabe explains. "So many species 
evolved from that planet. Mankind is only one. I'm another. My ancestors 
were transplanted from the planet down below. And I'm a direct 
descendant of the tropical rainforest." What a fucking awesome concept. 
Even the Doctor is impressed. He sonic screwdrivers a panel with that 
same alien script on it, and begins looking at readouts. The more Jabe 
talks, the harder the Doctor concentrates; the further he retreats. “And 
what about your ancestry, Doctor? Perhaps you could tell a story or 
two...Perhaps a man only enjoys trouble when there's nothing else 
left...l scanned you earlier. The metal machine had trouble identifying 
your species -- refused to admit your existence." The Doctor pretends to 
concentrate, but a shadow crosses his face. “Even when it named you, | 
wouldn't believe it. But it was right." He stops scanning, sadness so deep 
in his eyes you wish the farting aliens would show up. Jabe whispers, 
awed, "| know where you're from. Forgive me for intruding, but it’s 
remarkable that you even exist." She reaches out: "I just want to say how 
sorry | am." That's great drama, that there, because you could have put it 
together, but the way things are left out, it hits you in a non-verbal 
place anyway. The Doctor's eyes fill with tears and he places his hand 
over Jabe's, and a tear falls down his cheek. He finishes up, and they 


head to the engine room. The Galaxy Quest joke about why would you 
ever have a hallway with pounding things at set intervals: there are huge 
fans circulating all the way down the corridor. At least this makes sense, 
as a venting room for the engines, but it's still a funny visual. In Russell 
Davies's world, they've just learnt about Frogger. The Doctor notes that 
it's a bit cold down there. Not for long. 


The Adherents of the Repeated Meme snatch Rose. 


The Doctor calls the fans “a great bit of air conditioning, sort of nice and 
old-fashioned.” Perhaps "retro," he says. He sonics a wall panel and a 
spiderbot falls out and skitters away. The Doctor tries to sonic it off the 
wall as Jabe asks whether it's part of the “retro,” and finally shoots a vine 
up at it, bringing the beastie down into the Doctor's hand. | wish she 
were a Companion some time later. Well: time travel. Could still happen, 
| guess. The Doctor congratulates Jabe on the liana, and she blushes: 
“Thank you! We're not supposed to show them in public." He grins and 
figures that the spiders are for sabotage. Earth Death in ten minutes. 
“And the temperature's about to rocket. Come on." 


There's a missing scene here, in the broadcast, in which the aliens mill 
around in the gallery and Cassandra calls out: “The planet's end. Come 
gather! Come gather! Bid farewell to the cradle of civilization. Let us 
mourn her with a traditional ballad." And then "Toxic" starts playing, 
either way. The thing about the “Toxic” is that, if you listen overmuch to 
the radio or whatever, you might hate the song. | don't mind it, either 
way. But the way it's used here is fantastic, really. It fits all the shots 
together in a really great way and sells the suspense well. Frankly, | wish 
it had played over many more of the scenes and danger and stuff. Follow 
your instincts. The Doctor and Jabe hurry towards the Steward's office as 
another corridor fills with smoke, the staff coughing and squealing. The 
Doctor sonics the Steward's sun filter back up, and they smell the smell 
of barbecued blue guy. The Doctor notes that another sun filter is going 
to be dropping. 


“Toxic” is playing loudly in the room where the Adherents stashed Rose, 
as she wakes up. Her sun filter starts to descend, and she runs to the 
door. Outside, the Doctor arrives and hears her screaming. “It would be 
you,” he jokes to her screaming, and tries to answer the door. He finally 
sonics the sun filter to rise, but it only works long enough to show us the 
burnt-out damage above the fire line, then starts dropping again. “The 
computer's getting clever,” says the Doctor, and Rose tells him to stop 
“mucking about.” They yak at each other for a while, and finally Rose has 


to go lie down on the floor closer to the windscreen, screaming that the 
locks have melted. The room gets brighter and brighter as the filter 
descends. The Doctor finally just jams the whole screwdriver into the 
panel wires outside. The filter rises, but the door can't open. He tells 
Rose not to go anywhere and runs off. Rose: "Where're am | gonna go? 
Ipswich?" Earth Death in five minutes. 


Jabe's metal machine confirms that the spiders have infiltrated the 
entirety of Platform One. Everybody in the gallery gasps, and Cassandra 
asks how that can even be: “Our private rooms are protected by a code 
wall.” Again, she asks for moisturizing, again, twice, again, irritating. 
The Moxx of Balhoon asks for the Steward, and Jabe has to freak them 
out further by telling them he's dead. They all freak out, because 
aristocrats always depend on the underclass for their structure and 
survival, blah blah blah, they are effete. Cassandra blames the Face of 
Bo for everything, because he sponsored the event. The Face shakes back 
and forth, because she is full of it. “Talk to the face! Talk to the face!" 
yells Cassandra. That part was funny. 


The Doctor brings us back to the parlor mystery non-plot for a second 
and puts a spider down on the floor. Which would be more interesting if 
any of these people had an agenda or a personality, but as far as we 
know, none of them do, which pretty much invalidates the point. But this 
scene is not the point of the episode, so it's fine. The spider heads 
toward Cassandra, who makes a sketchy face, and then it crawls over to 
the feet of the Adherents. Cassandra, obnoxiously: “The Adherents of the 
Repeated Meme. J’accuse!" The Doctor then “explains” that a “meme” is 
just an idea, so they don't really exist or something, and then he unplugs 
one of their arms and they all drop and disappear, and whatever. This 
isn't, like, a graduate-level concept but you gotta be pretty lazy to drop 
this kind of thing in like it's something shiny. Or maybe we've just found 
the secret place where | dork out and try to explain to you the difference 
between a Mark II and a Mark VII Viper while you stare at me, bored out 
of your mind. At least linguistics and literary theory don't show up this 
baldly or lazily on TV that often. The Doctor nudges the spider again, and 
this time it heads for Cassandra. She opines that the Doctor was “the 
school swot and never got kissed," and he raises his eyebrows at her. She 
calls her surgeons to arms, and they raise their moisturizing tanks, and 
the Doctor is unimpressed, because his skin is fine but who can't use a 
little moisturizing? Cassandra's like, “But with acid!" She explains, 
unnecessarily, that the whole cast of aliens carried her spiders through 
the code walls into their suites and that's how they took over everything. 
She admits that her original plan was to manufacture a hostage situation, 


including her own self, and the Doctor cluck-clucks that even after "five 
billion years, “it still comes down to money.” Cassandra explains that it's 
not cheap looking totally flat and stupid, and additionally brags that she, 
and not Rose, is the Last Human. Like we care! She is really out of touch 
with what is impressive to people at this point. The Moxx of Balhoon 
shouts for her arrest and she calls him a pixie and tells him to shut up. 
Earth Death in three minutes. She and her surgeons teleport out after she 
shuts down the forcefields protecting Platform One. The Doctor and Jabe 
resolve to find a system restore switch for Control, to get the fields back 
on. The Doctor tells the gallery to "just chill,” and it sounds every bit as 
cool as you think. 


Earth Death in two minutes. Jabe and the Doctor are back in the 
maintenance duct again. The voice of Platform One informs them that 
the heat levels are "critical." Actually, the voice of Platform One informs 
them of a bunch of things, almost constantly, and becomes kind of 
annoying. At the engine room, the Doctor realizes that the reset switch is 
at the other end of the fan corridor, which we could have assumed. He 
pulls down a manual lever from the wall, and the fans slow down, but as 
soon as he lets go, it snaps back up. Jabe takes over holding it down, and 
the Doctor shakes his head at her: "You can't. The heat's going to vent 
through this place.” She knows. “Jabe, you're made of wood," says the 
Doctor. Would be funny, but it's mostly scary. “Then stop wasting time, 
Time Lord," says Jabe. They smile sexily at each other, and she watches 
him go. 


Viewscreens all over the Platform start cracking. The Doctor dodges 
under the first fan and stares up at the next one. The glass in Rose's 
window starts to crack. Rays of sunlight burst in and burn holes around 
her as she screams. The Doctor is still stuck between the fans. He looks 
back at Jabe, now breathing hard and sweating, and ducks under the 
second fan. The Moxx of Balhoon is bathed in light, and screams himself 
to death. Sunlight continues to arc all around Rose. The Doctor stands 
before the last fan. Back at the lever, Jabe shakes, and her hand bursts 
into flame. The Doctor looks back at her screams, shocked. She drops, 
dead, and the lever snaps up. The fans start to spin so fast they're blurry, 
as they try to cool the unshielded Platform. The walls around Rose 
continue to burn as the voice of Platform One counts down the expansion 
of the sun. "Planet explodes in 10...9..." The Doctor closes his eyes and 
the music and tone change drastically, as he calms himself before the fan 
blade. "8...7...6...5...4..." Rose breathes in slow motion, getting ready 
to die. The Doctor, to the tune of a Time Lord song, steps calmly though 
the fan blade, still with eyes closed, and sprints over and pulls the reset 


switch. "...1." The force fields around the Platform resets, the planet is 
engulfed in fire. 


As the “exoglass” in the viewscreens self-repairs and Rose opens her eyes, 
the fan blades return to normal, and the Doctor walks back across. He 
looks at Jabe's body, smoking still, for a long time. 


Rose returns to the observation gallery, where many of the aliens are 
dead or severely injured. The Doctor glances at Rose on his way in, but 
goes right over to Jabe’s companions, telling them what happened. He 
returns to Rose a new Doctor that we have not seen before. "You all 
right?" she asks. If by “all right” you mean “very fucking hardcore,” then 
yes. "Yeah, I'm fine. I'm full of ideas, I'm bristling with them. Idea 
number one: teleportation through five thousand degrees needs some 
kind of feed. Idea number two: this feed must be hidden nearby." He 
cracks open the ostrich egg, revealing whatever that is that he is talking 
about. “Idea number three: if you're as clever as me, then a teleportation 
feed can be reversed." He does something to it, and Cassandra reappears 
mid-gloat: “Ooh, you should have seen their little alien faces..." The 
Doctor welcomes her, and she gets awkward. "So. You...passed my little 
test? Bravo. This makes you eligible to join the...er, the Human Club.” 
The Doctor reminds her that people died, and that she murders them, 
and she pulls...this is rough, because what she pulls is the Rose card, 
from earlier this evening. Very Flannery O'Connor, that: make a good guy 
say the same thing as the bad guy, and it telescopes out so far that it 
comes off the page and hits you in the face. "Wait, am | a racist too? 
Would | say that too?" | love stories that do that. "That depends on your 
definition of ‘people, Cassandra simpers. "And that's enough of a 
technicality to keep your lawyers dizzy for centuries. Take me to court 
then, Doctor! And watch me smile, and cry, and flutter..." The Doctor 
mentions that she's also creaking. Her skin is quickly tightening, getting 
whiter and whiter and constricting in on herself. “Ah! I'm drying out! Oh, 
sweet heavens! Moisturize me! Moisturize me!" Rose watches in horror; 
everybody else...watches. "Where are my surgeons? My lovely boys! It's 
too hot!" She gets red and blotchy. Gross. The Doctor reminds Cassandra 
that it was she who raised the temperature, but Cassandra pathetically 
begs for mercy. It's not entirely easy for the Doctor -- but if Jabe and the 
Moxx hadn't died, | don't know if he could at all. Rose whispers to the 
Doctor, asking for help for Cassandra, but the Doctor sees a symmetry: 
“Everything has its time. And everything dies." Cassandra shrivels up and 
explodes disgustingly -- and hilariously -- screaming that she is too young 
to die. The Doctor leaves, cold and still angry. 


The shuttles take off from Platform One, which is closing down for 
maintenance. Rose stands alone in the gallery, staring out the window 
watching the Earth burn, sad and bedraggled, head cocked to the side. 
The Doctor watches her from the doorway, leaning against the post, in 
shadow. The asteroids of Earth float past. Rose hears the Doctor coming 
to stand with her, and turns around: "The end of the Earth. It's gone. And 
we were too busy saving ourselves. No one saw it go.” The Doctor looks at 
her. Rose: "All those years, all that history. And no one was even looking. 
It's just..." He holds out his hand and says, comfortingly, “Come with me." 
They walk slowly out of the gallery. 


TARDIS opens on 2005, and Rose steps out into the London crowds, newly 
appreciative, a little sad. The Doctor stands beside her. There's a cry 
from a baby; the people are beautiful. She stands in the river of them. 
"You think it'll last forever. People, and cars and concrete. But it won't. 
One day, it’s all gone.” Already happened, when she kissed Mickey 
goodbye. They look up. “Even the sky." The Doctor thinks to himself, 
realizing that he can trust her with the truth, now that she's seen what 
she has, and given up what she has, and tells her, “My planet's gone." She 
turns to look at him -- after all the jiving and jumping, he's talking about 
home. The music from the engine room begins again -- which is what 
makes me think that what he did in there was Time Lordish in some way 
-- and he comes clean: “It's dead. It burned like the Earth. It’s just rocks 
and dust. Before its time." Rose is very sympathetic, wondering how it 
happened. “There was a War. And we lost." He doesn't tell her with whom 
the War was fought, so she clears her throat and asks about his people. 
"I'm a Time Lord,” he tells her. "I'm the last of the Time Lords. They're all 
gone. I'm the only survivor. I'm left traveling on my own, because there's 
no one else." Rose mentions the obligatory -- herself -- and she smiles a 
very sweet, close-lipped smile. “You've seen how dangerous it is," he 
says. "Do you want to go home?" She thinks and thinks, and then resolves 
to break the tension by not answering: "I don't know. | want...Oh! Can 
you smell chips?” He laughs and his voice is so thankful: "Yeah. Yeah!" She 
shakes her head, eyes wide. “| want chips." The Doctor smiles at her and 
agrees that he does too. Rose: “Right, then. Before you get me back in 
that box, chips it is, and you can pay." The Doctor travels light: "No 
money.” Rose grins and bumps his shoulder. “What sort of date are you? 
Come on then, tightwad, chips are on me. We've only got five billion 
years til the shops close.” He smiles deeply, and they walk off down the 
street together laughing, and then SciFi sucks. The broadcast cuts off the 
last second as they walk into the crowd: Rose nuzzling her head against 
the Doctor's shoulder. 


So there's the end of Rose's world, which happened at the beginning of 
the episode. And there's the end of Earth, which we saw. There's the end 
of Gallifrey, which we finally heard about for sure. There's the end of 
Jabe, and Cassandra, the end of purity and "purity," the end of Rose's 
Companion interview, the end of the Doctor's “not a crazy alien monster" 
interview, end of distrust, end of fear. End of loneliness. If you live in all 
times and places simultaneously, | imagine that last one's a pretty big 
world. I'm glad it's ended. 


ZOMBIE GRANDMA IS WAY COOLER THAN ALL 
OTHER ZOMBIES 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 3 | Aired on 03.23.2006 


The Unquiet Dead - Rose and the Doctor meet up with Charles Dickens in Cardiff, and 
narrowly miss becoming zombies after an ill-advised séance goes wrong. 


Mortician Sneed crosses a room to light a gas lamp in a very, very 
old-time shot -- you expect those light trails and the muffled silence, like 
in the really old stuff. Have you seen Sapphire & Steel? Strega turned me 
on to it. Can you explain that shit to me? | think | love it, but it’s so, so 
boring and so, so bizarre that | think | might just like the film quality. 
Remember The Tomorrow People? | always thought that was Doctor Who 
when | was little. And Glark mentioned this to me, so | have a new 
obsession there and | want to find out all about it. Basically, it makes 
sense that all this memorable stuff would be hitting this week, because 
this episode does a pitch-perfect pastiche of the whole look and feel, 
albeit with better clothes and sets. Apparently, it also makes tonal 
references to British ghost-story shows that would air over the winter 
holidays, because there's not a damn thing the Brits can't make creepier 
if they put their minds to it. Even Christmas. There's a dead lady ina 
coffin in the room, and the decedent's grandson -- a Mr. Redpath, not 
long for this world -- is stolidly mourning her. Their clothes and hair 
“styles” suggest that we're in the nineteenth century. We focus 
particularly on Sneed lighting the lamp, and there are daffodils 
(“contentment” or “unending respect" in the language of flowers, but 
connected to and originally indivisible from the asphodel, “undying 
regret" or "death") everywhere, so it’s a funeral thing no matter what, 
and it's a nice touch. Though, for all | know, the practice is still around 
and I'm talking out my ass. Sneed offers Redpath his condolences, and 
they check out the body. Redpath mentions how "full of life" she was, 
how he “can't believe she's gone,” and Sneed replies that she's "merely 
sleeping,” so...they should get out of that room, right? Like, 
immediately? 


Sneed leaves Redpath alone with the body, and Redpath bows his head in 
grief, missing out on the whispering blue gas swirling around and 
eventually entering the body, causing her eyes to pop open horribly. She 
grabs her grandson by the neck and commences jigglin’, and Sneed hears 
the commotion and returns. “Oh, no," he says, which is funny, because 
he's totally watching an old dead woman strangle her grandson. “Oh, no.” 
Redpath’'s neck is twisted, and he drops, and Sneed tries to get the lid 


back on the coffin. He's a pragmatic one, this Sneed. He calls for 
"Gwyneth," shouting that they've “got another one," and honestly: how 
bad a mortician do you have to be for this to happen regularly? He should 
find a new job. Grandma Redpath drops her grandson and destroys the 
coffin, heading out into the snow, groaning. Grandma's gotta bounce! As 
she walks toward the camera, wailing louder and louder, the blue 
swirling lights around her grow brighter and she walks directly into the 
camera, screaming, eyes wide and uncomprehending. Holy hell. Thanks 
for being creepy, Dr. Mark Gatiss, writer of this episode and gifted 
comedic actor. You rule. Gatiss was involved with Little Britain and The 
Quatermass Experiment (if this episode doesn't convince you of that 
anyway), and Nighty Night, easily my favorite comedy in the history of 
TV. The hero is this beautiful, posh beauty shop owner named Jill, who 
comes to personal tragedy and, in the attempt to begin her new life and 
discover beauty again, is menaced by the treacly, sickening predations of 
the hateful Cath Cole, who persists in hanging onto Jill’s boyfriend Don 
like a colonic parasite, even though she's in a wheelchair and he's her 
husband. Horrid creature. They truly are the best, and the worst, that 
the UK has to offer. The writer of this episode stars on Nighty Night as 
Jill's unfortunate suitor Glenn Bulb, a valiant lover indeed. God bless 
Julia Davis. The really funny thing is that the guy is actually quite 
good-looking, but I've never seen him acting without incredibly 
fucked-up-looking makeup, making him like the Amy Sedaris of Tees 
Valley. 


“Meanwhile,” as though that concept applies, the TARDIS is going nuts: 
shaking, alarms, struggling, yelling. “Hold that one down!" the Doctor 
shouts, and "I'm holding this one down!" Rose shouts, and "Well, hold 
them both down!" shouts the Doctor, and so on. "I promised you a time 
machine and that’s what you're getting,” the Doctor tells Rose. "Now, 
you've seen the future -- let's have a look at the past. 1860. How does 
1860 sound?" What happened in 1860? He has no idea: “Let's find out! 
Hold on!" They go all TARDIS-y through the time vortex. 


Back in 1860, Mr. Sneed is sweating bullets due to his shittiness at his 
job, and the creepy screaming dead people, and still yelling for 
Gwyneth. | hope she has kung fu skills or something. That grandma was 
not screwing around. Gwyneth shows up looking not so hardcore, with 
some complicated hair and a fine set of choppers. Sneed tells her to get 
the horse and carriage ready, because Old Mother Redpath is laying a 
patch. Gwyneth has a similarly blasé, inconvenienced reaction, albeit 
with a hint of scandal: “Mr. Sneed, for shame! How many more times? It's 
ungodly!" Sneed and his muttonchops are like, "Not my fault!" He points 


out that grandma was eighty-six, so she can't be moving all that fast -- 
except, she was also dead, so | think the rules are a little bendy today. 
"What about Mr. Redpath?" Gwyneth asks. "Did you deal with him?" Sneed, 
again with the gallows humor: "No. She did." Daaamn. How'd Sneed get so 
hard? Gwyneth tells him he's awful, but begs his forgiveness for 
mentioning that “this is getting beyond, now." Sneed nods, so | don't 
know why all the bowing and scraping, but Gwyneth is all about going to 
get help. Sneed thinks that can wait until they've recaptured the 
screaming, glowing, ass-kicking old dead lady. He tells Gwyneth to “stop 
prevaricating,” a word | do not think means what he thinks it means -- 
wait, no, there's an archaic meaning: “to fuck around” -- and then says, 
awesomely, "Girl, get the hearse ready. We're going body-snatching.” 


The TARDIS materializes on a deserted street in the snow. This doesn't 
look like Naples, it looks like the one set they built, from a second ago. 
The Doctor and Rose are lying on the floor laughing, with green light and 
steam and smoke all over the place, | guess about how they didn't die. 
"Blimey!" says Rose, and the Doctor's like, “I know, right?" He checks the 
screens and confirms that they're in Naples, on December 24th, 1860. He 
giggles, and Rose smiles wonderingly: "That's so weird...it’s Christmas!" 
The Doctor gestures toward the door -- “All yours!” Rose is still 
sequential-processing the fact that it's Christmas in 1860: "Happens once. 
Just once, and it's gone. It's finished. It'll never happen again. Except for 
you.” Rose studies the Doctor intensely. | love how, in each episode, she 
realizes what's going on just a bit more. I'm betting that, by mid-season, 
she'll have caught on to the fact that the Doctor's a guy. She goes on: 
"You can go back and see days that are dead and gone, and a hundred 
thousand sunsets ago...no wonder you never stay still.” He allows as how 
it's not a bad life, and Rose smiles for a second. "...Better with two.” 
Aww, Companions! They grin conspiratorially for a bit, and then she 
smacks his bum and heads for the door full tilt. The Doctor stops her up 
short: "Oi, oi, oi! Where do you think you're going?!" She's like, "1860! 
Yeah!" And he tells her that if she leaves dressed like Rose Tyler, she'll 
start a riot. He then calls her “Barbarella,” | guess just by comparison, 
and tells her to check out the Wardrobe Room: "First left, second right, 
third on the left, go straight ahead, under the stairs, past the bins, it's 
the fifth door on your left. Hurry up!" Rose runs off to get changed, all in 
a bustle, and the Doctor stares after, full of affection. 


Sneed and Gwyneth are still looking for Grandma Redpath. Gwyneth 
screws up by mentioning the strange and fantastical: "She's vanished into 
the ether, sir! Where can she be?" He stops the hearse and is like, “Oh 
snap, | totally forgot you were psychic!" Gwyneth plays dumb, but finally 


admits that she's psychic, like he already knew she was, and he tells her 
to psychically find the old lady, or else he will fire her. She immediately 
psychically finds the old lady, because this job is so fucking awesome 
that she can't lose it: "She's lost, sir. She's so alone. Oh, my lord. So many 
strange things in her head.” Gwyneth feels that the old lady was really 
excited about going to see something tonight, a performance, and that 
she's gone ahead to do it: "A great man. All the way from London. The 
great, great man..." 


...who is getting dressed in the Taliesin Lodge, which I'm just guessing is 
on that same street where everything else happens on in this entire 
episode. The great man's got a headache and looks ridiculous, with this 
Van Dyke happening, and the Stage Manager knocks, and he looks even 
more ridiculous, like he's on Deadwood: "Mr. Dickens! Mr. Dickens! Excuse 
me, sir, Mr. Dickens -- this is your call." Dickens totally ignores him, so 
the Stage Manager enters the room and asks if Dickens is okay. This is the 
kind of shit that Dickens says: “Absolutely. | was just...brooding. 
Christmas Eve. Not the best of times to be alone.” The Stage Manager 
asks if Dickens doesn't have somebody waiting for him -- maybe a wife or 
something -- and, learning that he doesn't, the Manager offers Dickens his 
own. Dickens's intense aversion to irony raises its head twice in as many 
seconds: "Oh, | wouldn't dare." Like he meant it! Dickens continues: "I've 
been rather, let's say clumsy, with family matters. By God, I'm too old to 
cause any more trouble." Manager's like, "Dude? | was kidding?" But he's 
being respectful, so he hmms comfortingly: “You speak as though it's all 
over, sir!" God forbid Dickens drop the drama for five seconds -- he just 
takes it in a new direction: "Oh, no, it's never over. On and on | go. The 
same old show.” They stare at the same old poster advertising the same 
old show. Is this, in fact, actually Charles Dickens? Not Jean-Paul Sartre? 
Emily the Strange? | don't know much about Dickens, but | figured he was 
kind of normal. You couldn't write Little Dorrit without having a great 
sense of humor. "I'm like a ghost, condemned to repeat myself...for all 
eternity.” He stands like the weight of the world is on his shoulders, but | 
think you'll find that's his self-importance. | like this version of Dickens. | 
mean, | would like to punch him in the nuts, but it’s pretty clever. This 
episode is wildly clever, but so understated that you really have to slow 
down and take it in. Manager continues to pet the rabid monkey: “It's 
never too late, sir. You could always think up some new turns.” Dickens 
moans about how “even [his] imagination grows stale." That's not what 
you're smelling, Chuck. He takes a long drink: "...Still! The lure of the 
limelight! As potent as a pipe, what?" How could you ever stand to be 
around this guy? | hope he meets a fan who gets brutally disappointed by 
the drama-queen act, and then fucks with his head. The guy helps him 


with his jacket, and then Dickens cowboys up. Or at least he does the 
Dickens version of cowboying up, which involves sighing and effetely 
massaging the temples while staring at your coming death in the mirror. 


Cut for time: the Doctor doodles around in the TARDIS while Rose is 
getting dressed, and then when she comes in, he just kinda stares: 
"Blimey!" She tells him not to laugh, but he exclaims, “You look 
beautiful!" She stops giggling, and smiles at him. There's a pause, and the 
Doctor looks off awkwardly. "...Considering,” he adds, and starts sonically 
screwdriving again like nothing happened. So of course Rose is like, 
“Considering what?" And he says, “That you're human!" Which is amusing, 
but confusing for Rose, and then she waves it off as a compliment, and 
asks if he isn't going to change, and he says he already changed his 
jumper, but he means sweater, and then he heads for the door and she 
cuts in front of him: "You've done this before. This is mine!" And she 
opens the door, and looks out at "1860," and it's delightful. But this is the 
second time that the cut scene has involved intimacy between Rose and 
the Doctor, which is a line but not a plane, so we can't call it a pattern 
unless it happens next week, and anyway you should know that this 
happened, because it's adorable. 


Rose steps out of the TARDIS, makes one tiny footprint in the snow, and 
then draws back again. She steps down to the ground, and the Doctor 
follows her out: "Ready for this?" She smiles and they link arms. "Here we 
go," he says. "History!" They walk out into town with gigantic smiles. 


The curtains open for Dickens's show, which is a dramatic reading of A 
Christmas Carol. Either the score or the orchestra gives a flourish as he 
steps out: Crazy Zombie Grandma is sitting right in the middle of the 
crowd, staring at the stage. We get closer, and she's still really creepy. 
Really, really creepy. 


The Doctor and Rose walk down the street, looking at everything. Rose is 
totally blown away by all of it, and the Doctor's just busting with pride, 
as usual. He walks off down a side street, and there are carolers in the 
background, and they are not singing in Italian, and how would you be 
confused about that? With the shop signs and all? Kan Rose Even Read? 
Near the Taliesin now, they are close by as Sneed and Gwyneth arrive 
and jump down from the hearse, just as the Doctor is buying a newspaper 
which informs him that they are in 1869, and not in Naples, but in 
Cardiff. The Doctor acts like this is finding yourself in Waco, but Rose 
just kind of shrugs. Score one for Welsh tolerance. Or at least 
indifferance. 


Inside the Taliesin, Kung Fu Zombie Grandma is staring intently as 
Dickens performs A Christmas Carol from memory (specifically, the part 
about Marley's face appearing in the door knocker). The audience is 
deliciously chilled and thrilled by all of this: “It looked at Scrooge as 
Marley used to look. It looked like..." Dickens sees Grandma Redpath, 
who has begun leaking strange blue gas and light. “Oh, my lord! It 
looked...like that!" He shakes and points at the old lady, back to his old 
drama tricks: "What phantasmagoria is this?" The corpse stands and wails 
loud and long and horribly. All the people in the audience simultaneously 
wig and try to run, getting kind of violent in their excitement. 


Outside, the Doctor and Rose hear the riot, and he smiles hugely: "That's 
more like it!" He tosses the newspaper over his shoulder and runs toward 
the Taliesin, Rose following behind. 


Inside, Dickens is trying to stop everybody from freaking out. 
Unsurprisingly, it doesn't really affect anything: "Stay in your seats, | beg 
you! It is a lantern show, it's trickery!" He just sounds desperate and 
needy. While everybody's trying to get out, Sneed and Gwyneth (and Rose 
and the Doctor) are trying to get in. Gwyneth and Sneed spot the corpse 
almost immediately, but not because they are good at being morticians -- 
more because the corpse is screaming and shooting out blue gas all over 
the place. The Doctor: "Fantastic!" The gases leave completely, and the 
old woman slumps over in the chair and goes back to being a dead thing. 
The Doctor approaches Dickens, who's still huffing and puffing up at the 
front of the audience: "Ah, the wag reveals himself, does he? | trust 
you're satisfied, sir!" The Doctor's like, "Uh, well then." Rose starts yelling 
at Sneed and Gwyneth, and chases them off, Grandma Redpath 
awkwardly in hand. “Be careful!” the Doctor yells after her. How does he 
deal with it when his Companions get all nosy like this? Like, if Sneed and 
Gwyneth were a four-hundred-pound brute and a vampiress, instead of a 
sickly Welsh undertaker and his housemaid, would the Doctor let it go 
like that? | feel like maybe he would. The Doctor jumps up on the stage 
with Dickens: "Did it say anything? Could it speak? I'm the Doctor, by the 
way." Dickens says he looks less like a doctor than a “navvie,” which | 
gather is a laborer of some kind, and the Doctor is indignant: "What's 
wrong with this jumper?" (By which he still means sweater.) 


Rose catches up with Gwyneth and Sneed, who are loading Grandma 
Howling into the back of the hearse. “What are you doing?" she shouts at 
them, and Gwyneth really gets into the act, stepping between Rose and 
the body: "Oh, it's such a tragedy, miss. Don't worry yourself, me and the 
master will deal with it. The fact is, this poor lady's been taken with the 


brain fever and we have to get her to the infirmary.” I've never had the 
brain fever, but | don't think it's like that. The baby did almost exactly 
what Old Mother Redpath just did, a few weeks ago. But she was 
teething. Rose shoves Gwyneth over and feels the old lady's dead 
forehead: "She's cold...she's dead! My God, what did you do to her?" 
Sneed chloroforms Rose from behind, which serves her right for sticking 
around when she saw people stealing a dead body from the theatre. 
Gwyneth: “What did you do that for?" Sneed tells her that Rose has "seen 
too much,” because there's no way he would know that she knows nothing 
about anything. He tells Gwyneth to get her in the hearst, and she does 
it without even really thinking about it one way or the other. She's a 
weak one. If you lay Sneed & Gwyneth alongside parallel with the Doctor 
& Rose, you see some things. Like how Gwyneth keeps giving in, 
constantly, to everybody, and it always goes wrong, and how Rose keeps 
telling people to fuck off, and she's always right. Even though they're 
both wrong about the particulars. 


The Doctor watches some of the blue emanations get sucked -- or dive -- 
into one of the Taliesin's gas lamps, and vanish, and yells that it's made 
of gas. He comes running out just as Gwyneth is shoving zonked Rose into 
the hearse, Dickens following after bitching about “that hobgoblin,” and 
the Doctor watches them drive away. Dickens thinks that Grandma Death 
was probably a "projection on glass," and wants to know who put the 
Doctor up to it. The Doctor tells him to fuck off and grabs a coach, but 
Dickens holds him back, because it's Dickens's coach. So the Doctor 
smiles, of course, and yanks Dickens inside. They take off, Dickens is 
wigging out on him, but the Doctor doesn't hear it, because his mind is 
blown, because the coach driver is asking "Mr. Dickens” if everything is 
okay. “The Charles Dickens?” As the driver's offering to toss the Doctor 
out, he's going mildly crazy on old Chuck: "You're brilliant, you are! 
Completely 100% brilliant! I've read ‘em all! Great Expectations, Oliver 
Twist, and...what's the other one, the one with the ghost?" Dickens 
names A Christmas Carol, but the Doctor is talking about "The 
Signalman," a short story about a man who gets warned by ghosts 
whenever something bad is about to happen in his train tunnel. Wikipedia 
says: "Its theme may have been influenced by Dickens’ [sic] own 
involvement in the Staplehurst rail crash on the 9th June 1865. The train 
on which he was traveling, while passing over a viaduct in Kent, jumped 
a gap in the line, causing the central and rear carriages to fall onto the 
river-bed below. Dickens was in the only first-class carriage to survive." 
Ouch. So there's that. 


Anyhow, the Doctor calls it “the best short story ever written” and 
Dickens rolls over for the belly-scratch. The Doctor refers to himself a 
few times as Dickens's "#1 Fan,” and wordplay hilarity ensues, to the 
degree that Dickens says, “How exactly are you a fan? In what way do you 
resemble a means of keeping oneself cool?" The Doctor sets him straight 
and then starts bitching about “that American bit in Martin Chuzzlewit," 
calling it "padding" and “rubbish.” Oh, when the fan talk goes south. The 
Doctor: "Ah well, if you can't take criticism...go on, do the death of Little 
Nell, it cracks me up!" Word to the Doctor, baby. He abruptly remembers 
that his Companion has been abducted by creepy Welsh morticians, and 
gets back on track: “She's only nineteen, and it’s my fault. She's in my 
care, and now she's in danger.” Dickens gets into it, because an 
adventure is way better than the two pints of champagne per morning 
that keeps him in such a ridiculously maudlin mood. “Atta boy, Charlie!" 
shouts the Doctor, and Dickens says, “Nobody calls me ‘Charlie,” by which 
he means, "Except the ladies,” which the Doctor knows, because: #1 Fan. 
In terms of overly familiar and fawning creepiness, that even trumps 
people publicly debating the merits of your Amazon Wish List. 


Back at the mortuary, Sneed and Gwyneth are carrying Rose like a sack 
of potatoes into the very awesome viewing room. This Sneed's set, by the 
way, is the coolest thing in the universe. It's very muffled and quiet, but 
so richly-appointed, especially for Cardiff. The hallways all have a 
thousand curtains down them, and the viewing room has this huge black 
cushion in the middle and gas lamps everywhere. When | think of Doctor 
Who, this kind of thing is what | think of: BBC money lavished on shiny, 
purposeful, beautiful set dressing. “The poor girl's still alive, sir! What're 
we going to do with her?" Gwyneth’'s like an old-style Companion, asking 
the questions that get you to the answers. They put Rose down on the big 
table, and Sneed kvetches that he's not really working from a plan, and 
how additionally he is stressed because “the dead won't stay dead.” 
Gwyneth asks whose fault that could possibly be, and why this is 
happening to them, and they take off. Behind them, a gas lamp flickers 
over sleeping Rose, and then they go down the heavily-curtained hall. 
You can smell the dust. "I did the Bishop a favor, once," says Gwyneth. 
“Made his nephew look like a cherub even though he'd been a fortnight in 
the weir." Okay, for me, that was the funniest line in the episode. 
There's a lot of funny here that would probably be more obvious on the 
page than it is when the people are actually saying the words aloud -- 
and quickly -- and after a few viewings, more and more lines jump out. 
This isn't one of those -- it's funny the first time around, because it is 
extremely fucked up. “Perhaps he'll do us an exorcism on the cheap,” 


hushes Sneed. They both look up, agape, at a knock at the door. Sneed 
tells Gwyneth to get rid of them. 


Rose wakes up, all woozy, and doesn't notice how the blue flickers have 
entered the corpse of Redpath, the grandson of the very active mature 
lady next to him. He sits up suddenly. Oooer. | do not do well with dead 
British gentlemen on the go. Gwyneth answers the door to Dickens's 
insistent rapping, and tells them that Sneed's is closed. “Nonsense!” says 
Dickens. “Since when did an undertaker keep office hours? The dead don't 
die on schedule. | demand to see your master!" | like it when Dickens 
uses his grandiose shit-talking for the powers of good. She tries to shut 
the door in his face, but he calls her a liar and they discuss things a bit -- 
she recognizes Dickens, which is a cool little note, because whatever her 
faults, Gwyneth's got her shit together as to putting the rich and famous 
on their asses -- and then the gas lamps inside flare, freaking out the 
horses. The Doctor asks if she isn't having some trouble with her gas, and 
all this talk of farting aliens makes me wonder if that wasn't a British 
kind of joke right there, and then Charles Dickens ruins everything, which 
is like his theme song: "What the Shakespeare is going on?" Get it? We 
went to see Thank You For Smoking last night on free passes, and it was 
awesome where we were sitting, but not half as fucking awesome as 
from the seats one row back, where it was so hysterical that they had to 
laugh louder than everyone else in the theater and repeat the funniest 
lines back to each other the entire time, just to make sure everyone in 
the entire theater understood how very, very much they got it. It’s a very 
smirky inside-jokey kind of movie, which maybe is what drove these 
people -- who are not evil people, and perhaps don't get out much -- but 
man, shit was like a Mensa convention watching Monty Python one row 
behind us. Drove me up a fucking wall. | just want to look at Aaron 
Eckhart, and what's continuing to happen to Katie Holmes, in peace, 
thank you. 


In the viewing room, previously the scene of such thrilling moments as 
“Dead Grandma's Got the Upper-Body Strength" and “Redpath's Not Long 
For This Coil,” Rose is wigging due to on-the-go Redpath. She is not one 
for noticing things right away, but I've said that before. Redpath makes 
zombie noises and Rose immediately thinks he's joking, because that's 
what she's always thinking. | wonder if, ten episodes from now, Rose is 
going to be like, "Still an elaborate joke, right?" Redpath climbs out of his 
coffin and starts toward her, and she gets kind of desperate, trying to 
convince the total zombie that he's just kidding. He's not. She makes for 
the door. Which, again, she should know by now, is locked. 


The Doctor pushes into the foyer and listens to the walls, Gwyneth 
bitching all the way. "There's something inside the walls,” he says. "The 
gas pipes. Something's living inside the gas." 


Inside, Grandma moseys toward Rose as well, and Rose starts tossing 
stuff at her and Redpath, shouting out to the Doctor or whoever might be 
there. Dickens runs in after Rose's voice, and Gwyneth closes her eyes, 
like, "There goes my bonus." Which is probably, like, some dusty pieces 
of lace and a few extra pieces of coal. "| won't beat you senseless for a 
week," maybe. | don't like that Sneed fella. The Doctor charges past the 
suddenly-appearing Sneed to Rose's redoubled screams, and Dickens 
shakes a finger at Gwyneth, hilariously. The quartet scrambles toward 
the door... 


...as the incredibly-slow zombies...continue...to get...closer. They're 
like Nicole Kidman in Eyes Wide Shut. In, like, every way. Redpath finally 
grabs Rose by the mouth, because zombies hate screaming pop stars 
more than anything except Bruce Campbell. The Doctor kicks the door in. 
What would happen if the Doctor were -- rather than just amazingly on 
time -- a bit early, one time? These scrapes sure do get scrapy. He gets 
Rose away from poor old Redpath, and Dickens does the Skeptic Shuffle: 
"It's a prank? It must be, we're under some mesmeric influence.” | tried 
that on my mom once. Word to the children: moms don't believe in mass 
hysteria, like, ever. "No, we're not,” intones the Doctor seriously. "The 
dead are walking." He then grins down at Rose maniacally and says, “Hi!” 
Awww. Like she just got back from the shops. "Who's your friend?” she 
asks. Her polite smile at the news that it’s Charles Dickens is hilarious 
and endearing: "Oh. Okay." The Doctor politely introduces himself to the 
zombies, as is his general wont unless they kill his deciduous girlfriends, 
and they talk totally, totally creepy, all in one voice: “We're failing. Open 
the Rift, we're dying. Trapped in this form -- cannot sustain -- help us.” 
See, if these were ghosts, I'd be like, "That's a Y.P., dude,” because of 
course that's what dead people should do: move along. | don't traffic in 
homeless spirits, because generally they smell terrible. Then it’s horrible 
as Redpath and the Grandmother raise their heads and eyeballs up, up, 
and shoot screaming blue light all over the place and then fall back down 
dead. Rose and the Doctor watch how freaky it is. 


Later, Gwyneth is pouring them all tea, while Rose is yelling at Sneed 
that he's a roofie artist and a kidnapper and a perv: "Don't think | didn't 
feel your hands having a quick wander, you dirty old man!" Even the 
Doctor kind of giggles at this, but | don’t see what's so funny about it. 
Gross me out. Sneed chooses now to assert his rights to consideration and 


respect, but Rose isn't done: "Then you stuck me in a room full of 
zombies! And if that ain't enough -- you swan off! And leave me to die!" 
Sneed says it's not his fault, because the house has always been haunted, 
supposedly, although it didn't get really intense until lately. Rose has a 
poker at this point, because she's had it up to here. Sneed: "And then the 
stiffs--" He breaks off at Dickens's face at this, like Dickens can handle 
hauntings and stuff, but calling them "stiffs" is just too too, and corrects 
himself: "...the er, dear departed started getting restless.” My rule is 
that you don't hold people to any kind of level of propriety when it comes 
to talking about their job. Saying "stiff" in front of anybody would be 
weird, | guess, but if you're an undertaker, you're allowed. That's why 
teachers are the coolest to hang out with, because they're the meanest 
about little kids, and that’s funny. “Tommyrot," says Dickens. Also funny. 
Sneed again calls Dickens's attention to reality, but Dickens isn't having 
it. Of course. 


"And it's the queerest thing that they hang on to scraps..." says Sneed, 
heading into how zombies have certain imperatives that continue after 
death, but Gwyneth is busy being all psychic and giving the Doctor his tea 
with two sugars, "just how [he likes] it," and the Doctor's like, “Are you 
psychic or what?" Sneed continues: "One old fella who used to be a 
sexton almost walked into his own memorial service! Just like the old 
lady going to your performance, sir! Just as she planned." Dickens is...not 
having it, although I'm a little at a loss as to why he would find this any 
less believable than anything else that's going on. "Oh, Charles, you were 
there,” scoffs the Doctor, getting tired of the skeptic act. Dickens, it 
should be noted, is wearing stage makeup the entire episode, which 
makes him about ten times more hilarious. | love that this episode seems 
to adore both him and the entertainments he still inspires, but is willing 
to admit that he's kind of a wanker. "I saw nothing but an illusion,” 
Dickens blathers, and the Doctor tells him just to shut up then, because 
trying to overexplain everything is just a waste of time. Like the Doctor's 
never heard of continuity and doesn't know how desperately necessary it 
is to tie up every possible loose end in a masturbatory orgy of wasted 
energy. 


"What about the gas?" asks the Doctor, off Dickens's shocked look. Dude, 
I've been telling you to shut up the whole episode! Just because he's the 
Doctor you're taking it seriously? Sneed says that the gas stuff is new, and 
the Doctor figures that the Rift is getting wider, allowing more stuff 
through. “What's the Rift?” Rose Companions. | wish every time they did 
this, the Doctor would say, "Excellent question, Rose,” and then 
everybody does a shot. Like, every single time. How fun would that be? 


How fast would you be dead? So fast. "A weak point in time and space," 
says the Doctor. “The connection between this place and another. That's 
the cause of ghost stories, most of the time.” Sneed realizes that this had 
bearing on his real estate steal long ago, but, like, he already knew it 
was haunted, so all the Doctor is saying is that it's haunted, basically. 
Effin’ Sneed. Dickens goes walkies, | guess because he doesn't like being 
told to shut up, but who does? Better question: what is Sneed talking 
about? "Stories going back generations. Echoes in the dark. Queer songs 
in the air and this feeling like a...shadow. Passing over your soul." Is he 
talking about Constantine Maroulis? | bet he's talking about Constantine 
Maroulis. The Doctor grins at Rose, who's staring at Sneed, who finishes 
up: “It's been good for business. Just what people expect from a gloomy 
old trade like mine." Because the loss of a loved one, already enjoyable, 
is just so enhanced by Sneed's creepy ass talking about how his one closet 
door always just pops open, like, from beyond. 


Dickens checks out the gas lamps in a corridor, and listens to them 
whispering. He goes to the viewing room to inspect Redpath's corpse, 
first waving his hands in front of the guy's face, and then feeling around 
him in the coffin. The Doctor does that thing he does where he watches 
you act like an idiot while leaning in a doorway, arms folded. “Checking 
for strings?” he asks. "Wires, perhaps? There must be some mechanism 
behind this fraud!” It's cool that Dickens just has the one thing going on. 
This would have been during the Spiritualism craze, correct? So he's being 
all Ayn Randy and better than the masses by going after all occurrences 
of the supernatural so that he can prove how great he is? How annoying. 
The Doctor apologizes for telling Dickens to shut up, and puts his hand on 
Dickens's shoulder: "I'm sorry. But you've got one of the best minds in the 
world. You saw those gas creatures." | love how he's like, “Where's your 
better now?" Like in high school when | figured out | was being a dicknail 
by drawing a line between Docs and Airwares, and that | didn't have to 
listen to Stone Temple Pilots or Janet Jackson in the closet with all the 
lights turned off and every blanket in the house over my head in order to 
keep my cool. Stupid, right? It's hard to get back into that headspace 
even for purposes of goal measurement. "I cannot accept that,” says 
Dickens, and there's an interesting moment where the Doctor's eyes crawl 
all over Dickens's face and body and eyes and mouth and | don't know 
what's going on there. He's making a point, and in a sexy way, but | don't 
know if the Dickens is really ready for that kind of interstellar jelly. “And 
what does the human body do when it decomposes?" See? Sexy. He 
explains that decomposition produces gasses, which the gaseous 
creatures can then use to "slip inside and use it as a vehicle, just like 
your driver and his coach." Dickens hits the anvil on the head: "Stop it! 


Can it be that | have the world entirely wrong?" And the Doctor, 
marvelously: "Not wrong. There's just more to learn.” | wish he would 
send out postcards with just that on them to everyone ever. It saves so 
much time. 


Then Dickens goes into confessional poetry mode with a quickness: "I've 
always railed against the fantasies. Oh, | loved an illusion as much as the 
next man, reveled in them,...that's what they were! Illusions! The real 
world is something else. | dedicated myself to that: Injustices, great 
social causes. | hoped that | was a force for good. Now you tell me that 
the real world is a realm of spectres and jack o' lanterns. In which case -- 
have | wasted my brief span here, Doctor? Has it all been for nothing?" 
Dickens makes a compelling point, but, like, | don't follow. Are ghosts 
and beasties automatically more important than health care and human 
rights? Because if the Dickens has devoted himself to those causes, 1869 
UK is a bad year and place to trumpet your successes in that arena. | 
think, though, that it's a basic all-or-nothing faith-based v. humanist 
argument: either worldly concerns are paramount, or they're not. And if 
you're deeply stupid (which the Dickens is not) or have intense blind 
spots (which he clearly does), you might be fooled into becoming a 
Ghostbuster when you could probably get more done at the local soup 
kitchen. Or, you know, reforming the feudal system or whatever. Taking 
child labor out of the equation. Writing interminable novels about 
wackily-named and whining poor people in a variety of countries and 
locales. 


In the kitchen, Gwyneth lights a gas lamp -- gas lamp! -- and Rose comes 
in and starts doing dishes. Gwyneth yells at her, just like Rose's last poor 
friend last week, and Rose tells her, "Don't be daft, Sneed works you to 
death." Which is funny, because if ever you could take that literally and 
it still wouldn't be a problem.... Gwyneth assents, and she and Rose work 
together. It pinged a little last week, this Rose-and-labor shortcut to 
proving she's a decent fellow, but, like, the poorest, most fucked-up kid 
in urban London is still better off in almost every way than a 
nineteenth-century nobleman, you know? So it's more a meeting of 
mindsets, but that falls apart too, because Rose has not even that in 
common with any of these people. Nothing makes you quite the snob 
that time travel does, by simple circumstances, because the future is 
always, always better. Anyhow, Rose kind of gets smacked for it here, 
but not enough to take the taste completely out. “Isn't she sweet? She 
really connects to the common man! Indoor plumbing means we're better 
people!" Not that I'm taking up the cause of premodern living, because 
we are better people, and we smell better, and we don't have a whole 


lot of ghostly issues happening all the time, but still, it's kind of cheap as 
a shortcut to making Rose more sympathetic, considering that she's 
pretty bad-ass without having to engage in meaningless conversations 
about sweet F.A. with whatever house servant they run across. 


“How much do you get paid?” asks our kind little Norma Rae, and 
Gwyneth says, “Eight pound a year," which comes out to...| don't even 
know. Weren't some of the annuities in E.F. Benson around that? Doesn't 
that equal like a billion dollars? Rose is like, "Excuse me?" And Gwyneth 
nods, gratefully: "Il know. | would've been happy with six.” Maybe this 
conversation would have more impact on me if | knew what those 
amounts mean. | mean, | get it, I'm not an idiot, but if they were in 
America and were talking about eight dollars a year, | would know that 
these are sub-Tremaine wages for the amount of shit Gwyneth gets done 
for the old goat. ["All | know is that people in Jane Austen novels -- set, 
like, fifty years earlier than this -- are always trying to land the girl who 
has ‘ten thousand pounds a year,’ and even though they're noblemen, 
eight pounds a year still doesn't sound like very much." -- Wing Chun] "So, 
did you go to school or what?" Rose asks. | like the parallels here, 
because to Rose, being poor and indentured is not unlike working at the 
butcher's or whatever, and she blames everything on her dropping out. 
And that makes me sad. “Of course | did," says Gwyneth. "What do you 
think | am? An urchin?" | would have winked at her: "Nope, just Welsh.” 
(I'm Welsh mostly, if you're wondering, which is why all the 
Welsh-mentioning.) Gwyneth says she went to school “every Sunday, nice 
and proper," and Rose's jaw drops for like the hundredth time. Rose! It’s 
140 years ago! With exponential technical advancement, that's like 
hundreds of years! School takes second place to stuff like eating! 
Gwyneth, again thinking Rose's amazement is downward instead of up, 
nods excitedly and confidingly: "We did sums and everything. To be 
honest, | hated every second." 


Rose and Gwyneth bond over hating math, because math is hard, and 
Gwyneth cops to cutting one Sunday and running “down the heath,” all on 
her own! Don't tell! Even Marianne from Sense & Sensibility is like, “Rebel 
yell, girlfriend,” but Rose doesn't bat an eye: "I did plenty of that. | used 
to go down the shops with my mate Shareen. And we used to go and look 
at boys!" Gwyneth slaps those lips together faster than shackles on 
Hester Prynne, but Rose has not a care for her provincial morals: "Come 
on, times haven't changed that much! | bet you've done the same." She 
bugs her and bugs her until Gwyneth admits that she is totally crushing 
on "the butcher's boy,” and his lovely smile, and Rose asks about his ass, 
and it's about now in the sleepover that | realize Gwyneth is going to die 


horribly. Rose advises her on asking him on a date or whatever, and 
Gwyneth says, "I swear, it is the strangest thing, miss. You've got all the 
clothes and the breeding but you talk like some sort of wild thing!" Which 
| love. She is! | love her! Rose thinks, “Maybe | am. Maybe that's a good 
fing. You need a bit more in your life than Mr. Sneed.” Gwyneth protests 
that Sneed’s not that bad, besides the twice-weekly rapes and working 
her to death all the time, because after all, her mum and dad died of the 
flu when she was twelve. Rose apologizes for their deaths, and Gwyneth 
looks at her face with gratitude (So dead!): “Thank you, miss. But I'll be 
with them again, one day. Sitting with them in paradise. | should be so 
blessed. They're waiting for me.” (So very, very dead.) “Maybe your dad's 
up there waiting for you too, miss.” Whoa. 


Rose is like, yeah maybe Dad's in heaven, but then wigs: “Who told you 
he was dead?" Then she discovers that Gwyneth's psychic, and we learn 
that Rose's dad died "years back." | wonder if Jackie had already 
progressed very far down the Jackie road by that time. Maybe it was a 
kindness. "You've been thinking about him lately, more than ever," says 
Gwyneth, and admits that she's magical. "Mr. Sneed says | think too 
much. I'm all alone down here. | bet you've got dozens of servants, 
haven't you miss." They laugh, for some reason, and Rose says there are 
not servants where she's from. Then Gwyneth and the score get spooky 
psychic some more: "And you've come such a long way...You're from 
London. I've seen London in drawings, but never like that...All those 
people rushing about, half naked. For shame! And the noise...and the 
metal boxes racing past...and the birds in the sky, they're metal as well. 
Metal birds with people in them. People are flying?" Rose gets creeped 
out. Gwyneth: “And you -- you've flown so far, further than anyone! The 
things you've seen...the darkness...the big bad wolf--" Gwyneth jumps 
back and apologizes, and Rose half-heartedly tells her it’s no big, and 
Gwyneth says that her mum told her that she had "the Sight,” and that 
she should hide it. Gwyneth! Beyond doing whatever effed-up thing 
Sneed tells you to, and constantly admitting to anyone who will listen 
that you are totally psychic and should probably be burnt at the stake, 
what do you do? Dishes? Icing the horse? Carrying bodies? So then, what 
does Sneed do? 


The Doctor appears: "But it's getting stronger. More powerful, is that 
right?" Certainly more talked-about, at least. Rose and Gwyneth jump; 
the Doctor is standing in the doorway, as ever. Gwyneth: "All the time, 
sir. Every night. Voices in my head." | like the movies and TV because in 
the movies and TV, voices in your head means you're very special, and 
not in need of a safe place to stay while the pros get to work. Or else 


you're Patricia Arquette, and what could be worse than that? Gwyneth's 
hair is fucked up, but at least it's in a cool way. "You grew up on top of 
the Rift,” says the Doctor. "You're part of it. You're the key." Gwyneth 
explains that she's seen all the experts: “Consulted with spiritualists, 
table rappers, all sorts." Nice. You know Tom Cruise would be like, “And? 
What did they say?” The Doctor says it's a good deal, because she will 
know what to do. "What to do where, sir?” (Excellent question, Gwyneth.) 
"We're going to have a séance," says the Doctor. Dickens is going to shit. 


Horses freak out, outside, because they don't hold with Spiritualism, the 
occult, or Harry Potter, while inside, everyone has gathered around a 
table. | love séances because | can't believe people ever actually did this. 
How gay would you feel doing this? | love that. "This is how Madam 
Mortlock summons those from the Land of Mists, down in Midtown. Come. 
We must all join hands.” Dickens, predictably, tells them to turn blue, 
and the Doctor calls him “humbug” and tells him to keep an open mind. 
He's off on the usual: “This is precisely the sort of cheap mummery | try 
to unmask. Seances? Nothing but luminous tambourines and a 
squeeze-box concealed between the knees.” (a) Dirty! (b) I'm totally 
naming my band "The Luminous Tambourines.” He says that Gwyneth 
knows nothing, and the Doctor smirks, "Now, don't antagonize her. | love 
a happy medium." He woggles his brow at Rose, who cracks up and 
asides, “I can't believe you just said that." The Doctor tells Dickens that 
they might need him, | guess if they have to bore the dead people to 
whatever, death squared, and he sits down again. The Doctor can work 
him some Dickens, I'll give him that much. 


They get situated, and the Doctor tells Gwyneth to "reach out." Framed 
with a gas lamp over each shoulder,” she starts with the "Speak to us" 
stuff, and they don't get an immediate answer. Dickens rolls his eyes, but 
this time he's not alone. Gwyneth keeps going, and finally her eyes roll 
up to a whispering kind of moaning in the air. “Can you hear that?" asks 
Rose. Excellent question. Dickens keeps gritching and Rose calls his 
attention to Gwyneth, who is finally freaking out, shavening all over the 
place with her eyeballs rolled up: "I feel them!" Everybody wigs as the 
creatures fill the room. The Doctor fine-tunes the reception: "They can't 
get through the Rift. Gwyneth, it’s not controlling you, you're controlling 
it. Now look deep. Allow them through." Thus does he earn the Bad Idea 
Bear badge for the episode. Gwyneth continues to act weird and pained, 
and finally lowers her head and her eyes snap open: "Yes." Three 
creatures appear, scribbly blue outlines, to Dickens's shock. Sneed 
exclaims, "Great God. Sprits from the other side!" and the Doctor 
corrects him: "The other side of the universe." The creatures, which are 


the Gelth, speak through many tongues, including Gwyneth's: "Pity us. 
Pity the Gelth. There is so little time, help us." They ask the Doctor to 
“take the girl to the Rift" and “make the bridge," because they are "so 
very few": "The last of our kind -- we face extinction.” The Doctor 
presses, knowing better, and they explain: “Once we had a physical form 
like you...but then the War came." To Dickens's question, they clarify: 
“The Time War.” The Doctor and Rose glance at each other, his mouth a 
firm line. "The whole universe convulsed. The Time War raged, invisible 
to smaller species but devastating to higher forms. Our bodies wasted 
away. We're trapped in this gaseous state.” The Doctor presses on, 
figuring out that that is why they need the dead bodies. "We want to 
stand tall,” say the Gelth. "To feel the sunlight. To live again. We need a 
physical form, and your dead are abandoned. They're going to waste, 
give them to us!" Rose is totally grossed out and says they can't, but the 
Doctor's not hearing it: "[It’s] not decent? Not polite? It could save their 
lives." Rose and the Doctor stare at each other for a moment, and the 
Gelth continue whining: “Open the Rift. Let the Gelth through. We're 
dying. Help us. Pity the Gelth!" They disappear, and Gwyneth collapses 
forward onto the table. Rose immediately jumps up to comfort her. 
Dickens marvels. The Doctor is quite silent. 


Rose is still comforting Gwyneth some time later, but our little medium 
is not so happy: “But my angels, miss. They came, didn't they? They need 
me?" The Doctor, still leaning: "They do need you, Gwyneth. You're their 
only chance of survival." Rose starts some shit with him about how 
Gwyneth's not really up to this at the moment, and the Doctor just sighs 
about how small-minded it is not to allow the desecration of corpses 
when there are War casualties on the line. Sneed asks for a review -- 
excellent question, Sneed -- and the Doctor complies: “Aliens.” Sneed's 
not getting it, of course, and thinks the Doctor means they're from, like, 
Brecon. The Doctor: "Close. They've been trying to get through from 
Brecon to Cardiff, but the road's blocked. Only a few can get through, 
and even then they're weak. They can only test-drive the bodies for so 
long; then they have to revert to gas and hide in the pipes." The Doctor's 
cheekbones in the soft gaslight could cut diamond. Rose starts a bunch of 
shit with the Doctor about it, and tries to frame it in terms of protecting 
Gwyneth. “But she can help,” he tells her. “Living on the Rift, she's 
become part of it. She can open it up, make a bridge and let them 
through." Dickens recaps at halftime: “Incredible. Ghosts that are not 
ghosts, but beings from another world who can only exist in our world by 
inhabiting cadavers.” The Doctor seems to think it's a great idea, but 
Rose is icked out. 


The Doctor and Rose get madder and madder, as he compares the 
concept first to recycling, and then to Rose's own organ-donor card, but 
she's just grossed out by all of it too much to talk about it. “It is 
different," the Doctor finally snaps. “It's a different morality. Get used to 
it or go home." Ouch. Rose drops her gaze. “You heard what they said," 
he continues, softer. “Time's short. | can't worry about a few corpses 
when the last of the Gelth could be dying." Back to Gwyneth: Rose says, 
"| don't care, they're not using her." And Gwyneth finally speaks up: “Don't 
| get a say, miss?" Rose kindly and condescendingly tells her that she 
doesn't get it, but Gwyneth finally calls her on her whole 
man-of-the-people bullshit: "You would say that, miss, because that's 
very clear inside your head. That you think I'm stupid.” Rose says -- not 
that it's not true -- that it's not fair. Which | really like, as a script point. 
Not saying she's wrong, because it's a psychic deal and that would 
obviously be lying, but just that Gwyneth is winning the argument. “It's 
true, though," says Gwyneth. "Things might be very different where 
you're from. But here and now, | know my own mind. And the angels 
need me." "Angels"? Maybe Rose is right. What is up? Did she just not get 
the alien talk at all? | guess that would make sense. | don't know where | 
got the idea that Gwyneth was bright, she's not done a thing to prove it, 
but every time she gives in like this, I'm surprised. She asks what she has 
to do, and the Doctor reiterates that she doesn't have to do anything, but 
she clarifies: "They've been singing to me since | was a child, sent by my 
mum on a holy mission." Gwyneth is fucking creepy, dude. The Doctor 
smiles and says that they have to find the Rift, telling Dickens and Sneed, 
"This house is on a weak spot, so there must be a spot that's weaker than 
any other." Sneed says that the "weak spot" is likely to be the morgue. 
Rose, more faintly than usual, but still kind of pissed, says, "No chance 
you were gonna say ‘gazebo,’ was there?" Oh, a haunted gazebo. That 


In the morgue, the Doctor is dropping shit for no reason: "Talk about 
Bleak House." That's not even trying. Rose gets all time-paradox about 
how “there weren't corpses walking around in 1869,” but the Doctor 
explains the basics: “Time's in flux. It's changing every second. Your cozy 
little world could be rewritten like that," he says, snapping his fingers. 
"Nothing is safe. Remember that. Nothing.” Dickens notices the dropping 
temperature, and then the Gelth flood into the room. One positions itself 
under an archway and speaks like a child: "You have come to help! Praise 
the Doctor! Praise him!" Rose protests that they mustn't hurt Gwyneth, 
but the Gelth aren't hearing it: "Hurry! Please. So little time. Pity the 
Gelth." The Doctor clarifies that this isn't the permanent solution -- that 


he's going to take them somewhere proper after this is all done -- but 
they keep yelling, and Gwyneth's nattering on about how she can help 
her angels live. Gwyneth takes her place under the arch, and Rose asks 
her one more time to reconsider, but Gwyneth just puts her hands on 
Rose's face and murmurs, “My angels.” Horrible death in five, four, 
three... The Gelth flood through her with much fanfare and bright lights, 
and Dickens notices that there are a lot of them. "The bridge is open," 
they say,. “We descend..." 


...and then the main face becomes rather scary-looking. The gas lights 
turn from the blue we've seen to a bright red, and the face gains some 
nasty, scary teeth: “The Gelth will come through in force!" Dickens 
protests that they said there were only a few of them. The Gelth: "A few 
billion. And all of us in need of corpses!" Bodies start rising, and Sneed 
orders his housemistress to stop transmitting the disembodied souls of a 
dying race into corpses from her glowing mouth, like she's being willful. 
It's hilarious. Corpses grab for them, and one enters Sneed's body: “I have 
joined the legions of the Gelth. Come, march with us!" Dickens wigs 
about this, even though Sneed was never that cool, and the Gelth come 
closer and closer: "We need bodies. All of you. Dead. The human race. 
Dead!" Rose is so classy she doesn't even say, "I told you this was stupid.” 
The Doctor pointlessly also yells at Gwyneth to cut it out, even though 
clearly she hasn't been driving for awhile. "Three more bodies -- make 
them vessels for the Gelth!" yell the spirits. Dickens bounces, yelling 
apologies behind him, and the Doctor pulls Rose into a small room with a 
grate. But if they're made of gas...| guess they throttled Sneed before 
they entered him, so you have to be dead. | just got that. The Gelth 
screech and scratch at them. "Give yourself to glory. Sacrifice your lives 
for the Gelth." The Doctor is pissed and sad: "I trusted you. | pitied you!" 
The Gelth are not feeling that: "We don't want your pity! We want this 
world...and all its flesh.” The Gelth are getting pretty overdramatic at 
this point, frankly. | mean, zombies are scary, you know? Why with the 
bombast? The Doctor says that it won't happen while he's alive, and the 
Gelth assure him that they've got that covered. 


Dickens rests, panting and old, against a door, and the Gelth form a scary 
Jacob Marley face, so he keeps running around shouting and scared. 


The Doctor and Rose flatten back against the wall behind the grate, and 
Rose is...still processing two scenes ago: “But | can't die! Tell me | can't! | 
haven't even been born yet, it's impossible for me to die! Isn't it?!" No? 
The Doctor apologizes. No matter how right she was, no matter how well 


she's acclimating -- | mean, “acclimatizing” -- she's still in over her head. | 
like it when your escapist fantasies go south like this: “You mean it's not 
just the fun kind of mortal danger? Oh, snap." 


Dickens has run out of the house altogether, pursued by the Gelth: 
"Failing! Atmosphere hostile!" There's some vaguely sci-fi language at 
times in these scenes, which | find to be kind of even scarier, all 
“atmosphere hostile” this and “the bridge is made" that -- makes them 
more alien, which mixes nicely with the ghost stuff. The particulars of 
this complaint are made clear when the Gelth spirit is sucked into a gas 
lamp. An anachronistic electric lightbulb goes off over Dickens's head. 


The Doctor's still explaining Rose's impending death by time travel: "Time 
isn't a straight line. It can twist into any shape. You can be born in the 
twentieth century and die in the nineteenth and it's all my fault. | 
brought you here." Rose waves it off, all, “It's not your fault. | wanted to 
come,” but the Doctor's done apologizing to her: “What about me? | saw 
the fall of Troy! World War Five! | pushed boxes at the Boston Tea Party, 
now I'm going to die in a dungeon! ...In Cardiff!" As awful as that 
apparently is, Rose one-ups: “It's not just dying. We'll become one of 
them." 


Dickens rushes back into the house and, clearly either crazy or finally 
buying it, starts turning off all the thousand gas lamps in the house, so 
that the gas begins to fill the house; he runs around coughing and 
choking. 


Rose: "We'll go down fighting, yeah?" Yeah. “Together?” Yeah! They link 
hands, and the Doctor smiles wonderfully at her: “I'm so glad | met you." 
She smiles up at him, surprised: “Me too." They smile at each other. 
Aww. | love: the love. The love, | love it! 


Dickens comes running in and starts yelling at the Doctor that he needs 
to turn off the lights and fill the room with gas: “Turn it all on! Gas the 
place!" The Doctor thinks a minute and then smiles, getting it. "What, so 
we choke to death instead?” asks Rose. Heh. The Doctor congratulates 
Dickens -- at the latter's hysterical request -- on a very good plan: build 
the gas pressure in the environment higher than that of the corpses, and 
they'll get drawn out into the air, “like poison from a wound.” The Gelth 
immediately start going after Dickens, who hopes aloud that his "theory 
will be validated soon..." and they advance on him "--If not immediately.” 
The Doctor pulls a convenient gas pipe free from the wall in the little 
room, and all the creatures nearby are sucked out of their bodies at 
once, screaming horribly. The Doctor and Rose are at least able to get 


out of their cage. "Gwyneth! Send them back! They lied, they're not 
angels!" She says simply, "Liars." He begs Gwyneth to look at him: “If your 
mother and father could look down and see this, they'd tell you the 
same. They'd give you the strength. Now send them back!" Dickens grabs 
the choking Rose to get her out, but she refuses to leave Gwyneth, who 
is now wreathed in yellow flame. “They're too strong,” says Gwyneth. The 
Doctor recalls the vision of Rose's world that Gwyneth had over washing 
up after their tea: "All those people -- none of it will exist, unless you 
send them back through the Rift.” Gwyneth does a quick internal 
inventory, and admits that she can't send them back, but says she can 
hold them inside the house at least. “Get out,” she says firmly, reaching 
into her maid's apron from some matches. Rose freaks -- it's pretty 
intense -- and the Doctor grabs her, promising not to leave Gwyneth until 
she's out of danger. Alone with Gwyneth, the Doctor holds out his hand 
for the matches, but her lack of response clicks for him, and he stares at 
her, sad and surprised. 


As Dickens and Rose make their way out of the dark, choky house, the 
Doctor feels Gwyneth’'s neck for a pulse. His face falls and he apologizes 
again, kissing her forehead, thanking her. She stares, loose and slack. | 
really don't want to know how much he is to blame for this -- the Gelth, 
the War...there are a few things | don't know anything about, with this 
show, because | have a spoiler rule about shows | like, but my feeling is 
that | don't want to know these things. Something about the Doctor's face 
whenever the War and its dead come up -- | can't say for sure. | just 
know it hurts. Poor old Gwyneth. Poor old Doctor, if she’s paying his 
price. The Doctor takes off from the dead body of Gwyneth, who waits 
quietly a few moments, Gelth swirling around her, red and yellow and 
blue, faster and faster, before striking the match. 


The Doctor comes leaping from the door just as the whole house goes up. 
Rose looks at him, scared and a little angry that Gwyneth isn't with him. 
"She didn't make it," she murmurs questioningly. “I'm sorry,” says the 
Doctor. "She closed the Rift." Dickens hums, “At such a cost. The poor 
child." Rose continues to look at the Doctor, not taking her eyes off him. 
"| did try, Rose," he begins apologetically, "but Gwyneth was already 
dead. She had been for at least five minutes....1 think she was dead from 
the minute she stood in that arch.” Rose is weirded out by that: "She 
helped us -- she saved us. How could she have done that?” Instead of 
somebody pointing out that it’s just like the Sexton and his funeral, or 
Grandma and the Dickens performance, or Redpath and his...choking 
British pop stars, | guess, and that Gwyneth’'s last thought was to help set 
the Gelth aright, Dickens dickenses it up: “There are more things in 


Heaven and Earth than are dreamt of in your philosophy.” (Cheesy!) 
",..Even for you, Doctor." (Cheesier!) Rose: "She saved the world. A 
servant girl. No one will ever know.” The three of them stare up at the 
house, thinking about -- she would assume -- how this means that Rose is 
terribly important and just now realizing how simultaneously important 
and not-important she, and we, actually are. Well, the Doctor is actually 
doing that. Dickens is probably thinking about getting a drink. Rose is 
probably by this point thinking about how she'd like some chips. The 
Doctor watches Rose's face, lit by fire and hugeness and death and 
context and sorrow, for a moment. He looks up with them, witnesses to 
Gwyneth's kindness, her duty, her sacrifice. At least they'll know. 


The Doctor, Rose, and Dickens arrive back at the TARDIS, which of course 
Dickens doesn't get, so the Doctor keeps referring to it as his “shed,” and 
Rose asks what Dickens will be doing now. “I shall take the mail coach 
back to London," he says, and then the groaning in my house gets so loud 
| don't even know what this episode is about: “Quite literally post-haste." 
He vows to make amends with his family and spend Christmas with them. 
(Cheesiest!) “After all I've learned tonight, there can be nothing more 
vital." (Cheesiest times two! | hope he quotes Tiny Tim in the next five 
minutes!) The Doctor wonders that he's cheered up, and Dickens's 
laughter is like choking: “Exceedingly! This morning, | thought | knew 
everything in the world...and now | know I've just started. All these huge 
and wonderful notions, Doctor! I'm inspired. | must write about them!" 
Rose asks if that's wise, considering what they did to nutters back then, 
but he promises to be “subtle” at first. Because if Charles Dickens was 
good at any one thing, it was subtlety. "The Mystery of Edwin Drood still 
lacks an ending. Perhaps the killer was not the boy's uncle -- perhaps he 
was not of this Earth! The Mystery of Edwin Drood And The Blue 
Elementals. | can spread the word! Tell the truth!" The Doctor wishes 
him luck and dispatches him with an extra "Fantastic," and Rose kisses 
him goodbye. “Oh, my dear,” he wriggles, "how modern!" He gets all 
questiony about the "shed," and they wave him off, and he’s now gone 
from utter skepticism to chummy befuddlement: "Oh, my soul. Doctor, 
it's one riddle after another with you. But after all these revelations, 
there's one mystery you still haven't explained.” (Cheesier still! Is there 
no end?) “Answer me this -- who are you?” Is there some kind of rule 
where they have to do this every episode? | don't mind, but | like it when 
it's a bit more interwoven -- or when instead of asking, they tell instead. 
"Just a friend,” the Doctor smiles after a beat. “Passing through." The 
Dickens gets all “how do you know about the future" and "I hate to 
impose” and “how do my books do in the future." The Doctor tells him 


they last “forever,” and it’s touching. The Dickens is both overly pleased 
and vain, and heart-pluckingly modest, finally looking down bashfully. 
The Doctor and Rose enter the TARDIS, and | think Dickens is assuming 
that they're going to do it, because the Doctor and Rose giggle at him. 
That's some shed. "If the TARDIS is a-rockin’, don't come a knockin’." 


Inside, Rose asks whether this new tangent to Dickens's career won't 
change history, and the Doctor admits that he was fucking with him: “In a 
week's time, it's 1870, and that's the year he dies. Sorry. He'll never get 
to tell his story.” Aww. Still, he's excited again. It's a good Christmas. At 
least he won't be blubbering on with all that wind-up monkey drunken 
rambling whine stuff like before. New lease on life and all that -- just a 
very, very short lease. They watch Dickens, outside in the snow, ona 
screen. "Oh, no!" says Rose. "He was so nice.” The Doctor reminds her 
that, from Rose's POV, he's already dead, and now at least he's happy and 
excited and vital: “Let's give him one last surprise!" The Doctor revs up 
the TARDIS and they vanish. Outside, Dickens laughs expansively and 
wanders out into the high street, wishing everybody a Merry Christmas, 
and ending on the inevitable "God bless us! Every one!" 


So that’s a historical. | didn’t so much like the wordplay and simplistic 
Dickens stuff. | liked a lot of the rest, though. The shivery Gelth, and the 
honor of Gwyneth -- | feel like her death was pretty earned. | like that 
Rose got called on her "nice to the janitor" crap, and that the whole 
thing with the mystery of what happened to the Doctor is continuing to 
influence the stories. | like the attention painted to making Dickens a 
complete character, instead of just some old writer guy -- from now on, | 
think I'll probably think of this Dickens when | think of Dickens at all: 
bloated, no more egotistic than he deserves, alone and addictive and 
prickly and smart and kind. | like that Rose was right but wrong, and that 
the Doctor was wrong but right, and that the conflict seemed to hinge on 
Rose's bourgeois taboos but actually ended up hinging on the Doctor's 
secret guilt or whatever; that was cool. | like how they were able to fight 
each other about it without either of them playing the big cards, like, he 
told her he could drop her home if she didn't straighten up, but he didn't 
say, "I'm nine hundred years old and you've no A-levels" or whatever, 
because the love is real. It makes me want to watch earlier seasons of 
the show, which the other episodes pointedly did not make me do, and 
that's pretty profound. So yeah, | liked it altogether, but | can see getting 
bored with historical episodes if there are going to be a lot of them. 
(Where's Jackie? | miss Jackie.) Ultimately, | think it's a good balance to 
the last episode, in terms of future and past, but also in terms of Rose 
continuing to find her footing. She wouldn't have disagreed with the 


Doctor on Platform One to this degree -- just ribbed him for being a 
show-off and then demanded to know what the plan of action was. So 
that's a good development. All in all, a good early episode. Looking 
forward to next week. 


DID GYRE AND GIMBLE IN THE SUCK 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 4 | Aired on 03.30.2006 


Aliens Of London (1) - Aliens use a fake UFO to distract the public and lead the world's 
most famous alien experts -- including the Doctor and Rose -- into slaughter. Nothing 
much actually happens, but Part II should be good. 


Because this two-parter takes place in the present day, we begin at the 
end of “Rose,” that slow-mo run, as we enter the story proper. The 
TARDIS fades in at the crook of the street where Rose's mum lives, in the 
Crap Estates. We'll see them here a lot, because that's the set they have. 
The piano is worried, but Rose and the Doctor are giddy as they hop out 
of the big blue box. The Doctor leans back against her doors and folds his 
arms, as Rose fairly hops about asking for clarification on just how long 
she's been gone, subjective to the folks she left behind. (“Excellent 
question, Rose.") He confirms that it's only been twelve hours, and they 
giggle at each other, and she sets off to see Jackie. He asks what she 
plans to say, and she nearly makes him snort trying to choose between 
"the year five billion” and "sleepover at Shareen's.” She turns and says 
once, “Don't you disappear!" He smiles at her and wiggles his eyebrows, 
because the idea is so unspeakably weird, and she takes off for the flat. 
He settles back against the TARDIS to wait. We cut back and forth 
between Rose taking the (many, many) stairs up to the flat, and the 
Doctor loitering around in the courtyard. The music goes nuts, 
downshifting like in the original When A Stranger Calls or the scary THX 
sound from the movie theater, as the Doctor spots a poster ona 
lamppost opposite. Coming closer, we see a picture of Rose, with the 
caption, “Can You Help?" 


Upstairs, the Tylers' apartment is not looking so very livable. Rose comes 
in yelling and -- | guess not for the first time -- blaming Shareen's 
emotional issues. Jackie Tyler walks in with a cup of tea, and is shocked 
to find Rose grinning at her: "So, what's been going on? How've you been?" 
Rose sequential-processes that her mum's freaking out, and jokes that it's 
“not the first time" she’s been out all night, and Jackie drops her teacup, 
shattering it. The Doctor, downstairs, looks like he’s been punched in the 
box, and he takes off towards Rose's flat. Jackie starts freaking out and 
getting snot all over Rose, who's confused by all the drama and sobbing 
until she spots, over her mother's shaking shoulder, a bunch of piles of 
different versions of the poster the Doctor found downstairs. The Doctor 
comes running in trying to explain that it's been twelve months, not 
hours, and Rose takes her time understanding this concept before the 
Doctor laughs nervously: "You've been gone a whole year. ...Sorry?" 


Jackie looks back to her daughter and strokes her hair, as Rose looks 
down, concerned and sad. 


Credits. This one's a Davies creation. 


Down in the yard, a small boy sprays the words BAD WOLF onto the side 
of the TARDIS and then rides off on his bike, while upstairs, Jackie is 
hitting the five stages of grief in reverse and has just arrived at Anger: 
“The hours I've sat here. Days and weeks and months all on my own -- | 
thought you were dead! And where were you? Travelling. What the hell 
does that mean, ‘travelling’? That's no sort of answer!" Rose draws in on 
herself in an armchair as a policeman watches this freakout go down. 
The policemen apparently wear crossing-guard vests sometimes, in that 
attractive glowing nuclear fluorescent green that screams "Safety! Is A 
Priority! Over Aesthetics!" Jackie yells at the policeman to get more and 
better info out of Rose, but Rose is just like, “That's the whole answer.” | 
think Jackie deserves a better answer, but | think she should have gotten 
it before the cops showed up, because now it's fucked. Although after a 
year of crying "murder," | guess you can't just say you found her under 
the carseat and everybody can just go home. 


Jackie screams that Rose is clearly lying about her travels, because her 
passport's still where she left it, and Rose lamely tells her she "meant to 
phone," but just forgot. For someone so skilled in the art of 
self-deception (See "| love my boyfriend Mickey” or "This too is an 
elaborate joke"), Rose is certainly a shit liar. Jackie and her 
mind-blowing cameltoe reiterate that they still don't believe Rose about 
any of this, and she demands to know why Rose won't come clean about 
what really happened. The Doctor, helpfully, tries to “explain” that it's 
his fault, because he's “employed” Rose as his “Companion.” Policeman 
thinks he means the Firefly kind, and Rose and the Doctor both kind of 
loudly exclaim at that, which is cute. Jackie, however, is not so easily 
distracted. Her hands ball up into fists: “Then what is it? Because you, 
you waltz in here all charms and smiles, and the next thing | know, she 
vanishes off the face of the Earth! How old are you then, forty? 
Forty-five? What, you find her on the internet? Did you go online and 
pretend you're a doctor?” | like how when the chips are down and there's 
a easy answer, the Doctor can be relied upon to say the most useless 
possible thing, and with a cute giant grin on it: "| am a Doctor!" Jackie 
dares him to prove it: “Stitch this, mate," she yells, all hooligan, and 
smacks him in the face. He groans, and Rose rolls her eyes and bites her 
lip, because either Jackie or the Doctor is tough to manage, but both of 
them being pointless and obstructionist at the same time? Fantastic. 


Jackie holds Rose in the kitchen, asking if Rose even thought about her at 
all. They're both crying. Rose steps back and protests that she did, the 
whole time, but Jackie's still bitching: “One phone call. Just to know that 
you were alive!" | get that Jackie's giving her shit about it, and | get that 
Jackie was freaked out, and | get that it was a year, and those things are 
the point of the scene, but...Jackie doesn't really seem to be so stupid 
that she'd keep going there so repetitively. | mean, she's not that stupid 
in that way. Like it just feels like the beat sheet was like, “Living Room: 
Jackie bitches, Rose apologizes but explains nothing. Kitchen: Jackie 
bitches, Rose apologizes but explains nothing. Exterior: Jackie bitches, 
Rose apologizes but explains nothing,” and there wasn't a whole lot 
sketched in after the fact. Rose apologizes but explains nothing. Jackie is 
wearing pink metal heart hearings and a pink scrunchie, and she's 
very...pink: "Do you know what terrifies me, is that you still can't say. 
What happened to you, Rose? What could be so bad that you can't tell 
me, sweetheart? Where were you?" Rose apologizes, but explains nothing. 
Why. 


Commercial Break #1. Rose and the Doctor are now hanging out on the 
roof of the flats, looking very cheap and fakely green-screened in. Which 
will make sense momentarily, but was really distracting on the first 
run-through. Rose is sitting on a low wall, the Doctor leaning against it, 
and their body language is very intimate and best-friendy. Rose 
reiterates that, for some reason, she can't tell Jackie the truth, and for 
that she will never be forgiven. She then asks if the year of her life that 
the Doctor seems to have misplaced was a good one. “Middling,” says he. 
So maybe she skipped 2004 and we're just coming current-to-broadcast 
now? Because from where I'm standing, 2005 was bullshit. ["Yeah. It was 
no 1999." -- Wing Chun] Rose says that the Doctor's useless, and he 
basically implies that if it's such a fucking hassle, she may be threatening 
to stay there permanently. “I can't do that to her again," Rose breathes, 
but like: get a better driver, and you won't. Is the TARDIS just faulty, 
history buffs? Is this just something we've all come to expect? "Well, she's 
not coming with us," the Doctor blurts, and they laugh. The Doctor says 
he doesn't "do" families, and Rose is mind-blown that Jackie smacked 
him. "Nine hundred years of time and space, and I've never been slapped 
by someone's mother," the Doctor whuffs, and she calls him a fag (the 
good kind). She sequential-processes the 900-Year Old Virgin part of the 
conversation they just had, and breathes, “My mum was right -- that is 
one hell of an age gap.” So she's at least thought about it. | feel you, girl. 
The Doctor looks away, all "Whoa" to the implication, and Rose pops 
down off the wall: "Every conversation with you just goes mental! There's 


no one else | can talk to!" See, | told you she hated Mickey. (P.S. She 
doesn't hate Mickey.) "I've seen all that stuff up there, the size of it, and 
| can't say a word! Aliens, and spaceships and fings, and I'm the only 
person on planet Earth who knows they exist." So of course, that's all it 
takes for a giant spaceship to come out of nowhere, cutting low over 
London and smashing into Big Ben (Boooong!) before splashdown in the 
Thames. 


(Cut: the Doctor and Rose run up the street and Rose calls back to the 
last scene: "Oh, that's just not fair." The Doctor laughs ina 
clicking-his-heels kind of way, grabs Rose's hand, and takes off toward 
the mess. I'm not sure if that counts toward the Intimacy Bowdlerization 
Quotient, but | have another theory I'm working on, which is that it’s not 
so much about making or erasing that one point as it is about...well, that 
there is a person or committee of persons whose job it is to make the 
decisions about whatever two or three minutes or whatever gets cut from 
the episodes for U.S. broadcast. And maybe this person or collection of 
persons don't have an agenda so much as a set of priorities, in the 
schema of which the lovely relationship between Doctor and Companion 
rates below other stuff, like farting fat heads of state or pigs in people 
clothes running around squealing. Not that it's a conscious choice, or 
there's anything to read into them about it, but just: "What shall we lose? 
Oh, this bit is pretty boring and pointless, let's just cut that.” Every show 
has a pee break, whether it’s, in my case, Buffy fighting vampires or 
Dawson kissing people, or anything having to do with Sheridan or Luis on 
Passions, obviously excepting those scenes which also include Beth 
Wallace, but the point is that the pee break moment is always different 
for every person, and that is beautiful. ) 


The Doctor and Rose come running up against a barricade, still miles 
from ground zero, and converse at length about how amazing it is and 
how this is First Contact and the doctor is so lucky to...be there, or 
something. | don't know -- he's got a time machine. | don't understand 
how...so the TARDIS just runs all roughshod and 1d20 over him all the 
time? That's how it goes? No wonder he acts like a kid all the time. 
What's going on? "I literally have no idea.” Why aren't you on time? "l 
literally have no concept of time or space.” Just like my last boyfriend. 
“Only | mean ‘literally’ in the literal sense." The Doctor: “This is what | 
travel for, Rose! To see history happening right in front of us!" He's pretty 
awesome at this point. Rose says that they should just TARDIS right 
through the traffic and gridlock, and he explains that -- instead of just 
saying that apparently the TARDIS listens to no man -- he doesn't want to 
freak anybody out with his spaceship, since the whole town is already 


freaked out about spaceships. Rose explains to him that the TARDIS does 
not look like a spaceship, and the Doctor says that, even still, “all kinds 
of people” will be watching, due to the emergency. "So, history's 
happening and we're stuck here," Rose grumps, and then suggests that 
they do “what everybody else does," and watch it on TV. The Doctor 
cocks his crotchety old hippie head with the Boy George grudges, 
because he didn't even think of that, because all we are today is fat 
cattle to the slaughter with one hand on the remote and the other ina 
super-sized bucket of crisps, and we don't "engage" with “history” the way 
they did back in Russell T Davies's day. (Russell T Davies's day? When he 
was twenty, which is the last year that kind of shit is cute? Was 1983. 
The same year the UK made seatbelts mandatory, Donna Griffiths 
stopped sneezing, Maurice Bishop was murdered, and fucking Thatcher 
won by a landslide. So yes, the grudges make sense, but | kind of thought 
we all agreed the "Kill Your TV" stuff was played.) 


The Doctor and Rose are watching the TV intently as the on-the-scene 
reporter I've decided should be named Tom HOTchinson relays the 
following info regarding police instructions on the UFO situation: don't 
panic, and call this number if you're freaking out. An American channel 
says that “the military are on the lookout for more spaceships” and that 
"all flights in North American air space have been grounded" for the time 
being. The UK news says that they're sending divers into the wreck, and 
the American news says that the President will be addressing the nation 
shortly, and that viewers should watch the skies. The UK anchor is so, so 
intense. | love how the UK news is like, “Here's what happened, don't 
freak out,” while the U.S. news is all, “Obviously America is the central 
focus of this attack, because America is always the point of whatever's 
happening, even on the other side of the globe. Also, please be totally 
afraid, and wait in silence for your glorious leader to transmit more 
commands.” | wish it were more satirical and less depressing. Jackie and 
her stupid friend Marianna babble and bring tea into the living room, and 
the Doctor "oi"s at them to shut up, and they say they found a body now, 
in the wreckage, and then the camera gets jostly as they bring the 
non-terrestrial body ashore. 


Later, Jackie hands around glasses of wine and talks about how a "Billy 
Crewe" has asked her out, and still the Doctor is weirded out by the 
complacency going on here, with the first contact and still just drinking 
tea and being boring, and then the phone is ringing and the channel is 
changing, finally alighting on Blue Peter, where the up-to-the-minute 
presenter is teaching us how to make UFO pastries. We cut back to the 
Doctor, who's wrestling a young child in his lap for the remote. Back on 


News 24, we learn that the body, which is in a Schrodinger place w/r/t 
the fourth estate, has been brought to Albion Hospital. The little boy 
jumps between the Doctor and the screen, and the Doctor tells him to 
move his ass, and we learn that a "General Asquith" has entered the 
evacuated hospital to investigate the subject. Points for innovation in 
getting this whole transition underway through the device of the Doctor 
watching it on television, but the episode's so light on actual plot that it 
just seems it could have been accomplished much more easily. It does 
lend a gravity to the hugeness of the UFO event, though, so that lends 
the story a lot more weight than doing it any other way. You're right in 
there with the Doctor, in terms of impatience and wanting to see what 
you're being denied, which does earn the twists and turns of the rest of 
the episode. 


Asquith leads a military group into the hospital lab where a Dr. Ru has 
the body covered in a cloth. Dr. Ru is very pretty, with a lovely voice, 
and apparently only goes for acting jobs a couple of times a decade. At 
Asquith's command, she pulls back the cloth, and we don't see whatever 
it is that they're looking at. Asquith is freaked: "Good God. That's real? 
It's not a hoax or a dummy, or a...?2" Dr. Ru shakes her head, saying she's 
x-rayed the skull and that the beast makes no sense inside. Asquith tells 
her to get the horrid thing out of sight until the experts arrive, and they 
load it into a coldroom. Out in the corridor, Ru stops Asquith, and asks 
him if the rumors about the PM are true. Interesting. He doesn't answer 
her -- just turns and leads his men out again -- and she fusses back into 
the lab. 


Commercial break #2, including a spot for some hideous abortion called 
SS Doomtrooper that seems to ask, "What if Grant Morrison had a 
lobotomy and then took over writing The Incredible Hulk, surrounded by 
piles of crystal meth and mainlining Aaron Sorkin's stem cells?" 


The reporter goes into more detail about the disappeared prime 

minister, who hasn't been reachable since this whole thing started. The 
Opposition (you mean, the Shadow Cabinet? Shadow Cabinet! | love saying 
"Shadow Cabinet"!) is criticizing his lack of leadership, which I'm guessing 
means his ass is dead. 


We get a report on a man entering the PM's offices (10 Downing Street), 
who it turns out is a Joseph Green, who is the MP for “Hartleydale” and 
chairman of “the parliamentary commission on the monitoring of sugar 
standards in exported confectionery. With respect, hardly the most 
important person right now." Word. How boring is that? Joseph Green 


enters the building and is greeted by a person my notes describe as “the 
Junior Hottie Secretary," a fellow named Indra Ganesh. Indra puts off 
Green's bloviating about the PM's 20 and begs that he wait to discuss it in 
private, and they are interrupted by a woman approaching from behind: 
“Excuse me! Harriet Jones, MP for Flydale North.” Indra asks her to wait, 
and Harriet responds matter-of-factly that she has a 3:15. Indra’'s like, 
"Cool, but also there's a UFO in the middle of London, so could you back 
off?" They turn away and up the stairs, and Indra tries to get started, 
asking if Green's heard about the ET yet, but Green just keeps asking 
where the PM is. Indra finally gives it up: "No one knows, sir. He's 
disappeared. | have to inform you [that], with the city grid locked and 
the Cabinet stranded, that makes you acting Prime Minister. With 
immediate effect." Green makes a worried face, and then passes some 
gas. He's already a pretty broad actor -- and | say that in the context of a 
show which last week included Charles Dickens With Boots Made For 
Kicking and a Crazy Glowing Shrieking Kung-Fu Grandma, and the week 
before had a cast composed of a stretched-out face, a giant head ina 
bottle, rat people, blue people, and talking trees -- and of course, | don't 
know if you can do farting in a Lipton-certified way regardless, but it’s a 
lot to take. At least Indra has the grace to be icked out. Green apologizes 
for his “nervous stomach,” and they run into a large blonde woman, a 
Margaret Blaine, who's with MI-5. She tells them, and us, that she 
“personally escorted the Prime Minister from the Cabinet Room to his 
car,” and introduces us to a third new person, Oliver Charles, the 
“transport liaison.” Oliver tells us that the PM's car -- to which Margaret 
personally conducted the PM -- has since “literally vanished.” It’s all very 
West Wing with the fast talking and no way of knowing what will be 
important later. 


Green ushers everyone into the Cabinet Room and asks for the full story. 
Indra hands him a red attaché case, describing the contents as "the 
emergency protocols. Detailing the actions to be taken by the 
government of Great Britain in the event of an alien incursion." Green 
does more of his commedia dell'arte farting craft, and sends Indra out. 
Alone with Blaine from MI-5 and Oliver the transport liaison, Green 
laughs at their sinister smiles, and they all three start laughing 
frighteningly and creepily, edging toward hysteria. 


It is now night, dogs barking in the dark. The Doctor slips out Rose's flat's 
back door, and she comes yelling after him, again -- this is twice -- 
worried he's going to take off without her. The Doctor: “It's just a bit 
human in there for me. History just happened and they're talking about 
where you can buy dodgy top-up cards for half price. I'm off on a wander, 


that’s all." | don't know what "top-up cards" are, but I'm sure they're 
tacky. Rose, in a shot that shows there are still "Find Rose" posters all 
over the place, isn't buying it: "Right, there's a spaceship on the Thames 
and you're just ‘wandering. The Doctor protests that it's nothing to do 
with him, and waxes poetic once more about how it's First Contact time. 
But...wouldn't he know when that happened? Him being an Earth 
historian and all? Is there something obvious I'm not getting here? The 
Doctor: "I'm not interfering because you've got to handle this on your 
own. That's when the human race finally grows up. Just this morning you 
were all tiny and small and made of clay! Now you can expand!" He 
laughs in delight, and it's very cute. You can feel the bigness. Rose 
smiles, and the Doctor tells her to go in and "celebrate history” with her 
mum. For a third time, Rose asks the Doctor to promise he won't 
“disappear,” and he starts patting his pockets, finally producing a key to 
the TARDIS. “About time you had one," he grins. Awww. He takes off, and 
she looks at her key a bit, and then returns to the flat, smiling sweetly. 


The Doctor walks down the street, looking at all the wacky banners and 
stuff ("THE ALIENS HAVE LANDED"; "WELCOME TO OUR WORLD"), and one 
of the revelers calls down to him to join them. Higher up, Mickey 
emerges onto a balcony, smells a show, and then notices the Doctor 
looking at the signs ("ELLO ET!") and nearing the TARDIS. Mickey tears off 
down to the street, smelly shoes in hand. The very excited Doctor enters 
the TARDIS and runs around, smacking buttons, the whole routine, huge 
grin on his face. Mickey comes tearing out of the flats, screaming "Oi, 
Doctor!,” eventually running directly into a corrugated iron wall as the 
TARDIS disappears. He brushes himself off, looking around to see if 
anybody noticed -- the embarrassing bounce off the wall? Not the 
magically disappearing phone booth? -- and it occurs to me that Mickey 
might not even know that Rose is back. How sad! Inside the 
now-vortexing TARDIS, the Doctor smacks his console with a mallet and 
then, so overjoyed by the excitement he's out of his mind, kisses the 
mallet and stares up like a boy. 


Inside the very-defended 10 Downing Street, Harriet brings Indra a cup of 
coffee. She giggles at him and they talk about how this is just another 
way for her to curry favor. "Damn, you've seen through my cunning plan,” 
she smiles. | like her a lot. Indra apologizes for busting her, and once 
again underscores the impossibility of her getting any work done in the 
middle of a UFO incursion. Harriet: “| don’t get many chance to walk 
these corridors. I'm hardly one of the babes, just a faithful backbencher. 
And | know we've had a brave new world land right on our doorstep, and 
that's wonderful. | think that's..." She breathes a beat, just long enough 


to demonstrate she's quite right, and concludes, "Probably wonderful. 
Nevertheless, ordinary life keeps ticking away.” She brings out a folder 
and tells Indra that she needs to enter it on the docket. The three fat, 
farting alien officials come out of the Cabinet Room, and Harriet asks 
acting-PM Green if he can put her paper (on “cottage hospitals” being 
included in “centers of excellence,” due to her mother being in the 
Flydale infirmary) on the agenda, but Green (and your humble recapper) 
only understands about every fifth word. He tells her to "get some 
perspective," and rushes off with his alien friends. All three of them pull 
ugly faces as they leave, and Indra follows them out. Left alone outside 
the Cabinet Room, Harriet does what any wise politician would do, and 
sneaks inside. She drops the folder on a stack of papers, and then 
decides to put it inside the attaché case instead. Curious, she pulls out 
the Emergency Protocols brief, and begins to read. Her eyebrows go, “Oh 
dear," but her eyes are too freaked out to talk much. 


Commercial break #3. 


Dr. Ru, in the lab at Albion hospital, is totally wearing heels. That's so 
dumb. Clop-clop-clop she goes, so you can't miss them. She's in almost 
complete darkness, lit only by a creepy blue Gattaca glow. There's a 
thumping noise, which she ignores for a bit before realizing that it's 
coming from the locker where they stored the ET. She's not feeling that. 


Elsewhere in the hospital, the Doctor emerges from the parked TARDIS in 
a small storage area. He gets his bearings and then pulls out his sonic 
screwdriver, which immediately begins buzzing strangely. He turns it off 
and shushes it, cutely. 


Ru clop-clops gingerly to the freezer as the thumping gets more intense 
-- like something running around inside, bouncing off the walls. 


The Doctor sonically unlocks a door and finds himself in a room chock-full 
of military chatting in full kit, who go silent when he enters, and then 
after a beat, they all pull on him. He grins, again, in the light. 


Ru opens the alien's locker, and screams. 


The Doctor immediately drops the smile and runs for Ru, shouting to the 
men, "Defense part delta! Come on, move, move!" They all fall behind 
him -- and either this is nuts, or has to do with the Doctor's UNIT history 
we'll be hearing about in a bit, but either way, at this point it's 
distracting, if kind of cool -- and they take off down the corridor. The 
Doctor spots Ru cowering against a wall and whimpering that “it's alive." 


He directs the squad to lock down the perimeter, and comforts Dr. Ru. 
There's a cut on her forehead, | guess from when she freaked out and 
fell. "| swear it was dead," she stutters, and the Doctor hypothesizes that 
it could have been anything: "Coma, shock, hibernation..." The Doctor 
asks what it looks like, and then hears a scurrying sound. “It's still here,” 
he says, turning. He beckons a soldier to accompany him into the lab, 
crawling around to find the beast. Around the corner of a desk, he sees 
the face of...a pig. Sus scrofa scrofa. A sub-Babe kind of animatronic pig, 
wearing clothes and trotting on two legs like Napoleon. He says hello, 
startling the pig into running off, and he yells at the soldier not to shoot. 
The pig escapes out into the corridor and gets shot, pissing off the 
Doctor. As he comforts it there on the floor, dying, the Doctor complains 
to the soldiers that it was scared. | don't know what all this is about, but 
| do know that now you've got pigs and fat farting aliens, and three 
points is a plane and not a line. 


In the Cabinet Room, Harriet hears the alien officials approaching, 
Asquith yelling at them for falling down on the job: “I've got the White 
House phoning me direct because Downing Street won't answer their 
calls! This is outrageous! We haven't even started the vaccination 
program. This is appalling. The nations of the world are watching the 
United Kingdom!” Green whines that the incursion has been “a bit of a 
shock,” and Asquith corrects him: “This is the greatest crisis in modern 
history, and you've done nothing! Your behavior has been shameful, sir! 
You're supposed to be in charge! And we need positive leadership, the 
capital's ground to a halt!" They enter, as Harriet finally finds a cupboard 
to duck inside. Asquith concludes that "we can only assume that the 
Prime Minister's disappearance is the direct result of hostile alien action," 
and that they've done nothing about it. Green weirdly ahems that he was 
under the impression that he was now PM, and Asquith reminds him that 
it's only by default. Green pooh-poohs that, given that he's been having 
such a droll time, and then all three aliens start to laugh scarily. 
Transportation Oliver farts and they laugh and giggle, and Asquith begins 
to wonder where the hell the rest of the Cabinet is -- shouldn't they have 
been flown in or something by now? Green admits to having cancelled 
that -- "They'd only get in the way” -- and then fucking farts some more. 
MI-5 Margaret joins in, stupidly: “I'm shaking my booty!" This is like a 
Bette Midler movie written by Pauly Shore for horrible children. 
Somebody offer their asses some amber Tokay or I'm turning this shit off. 
Asquith realizes that between the erratic decisionmaking and now 
near-constant flatulence, he'd probably best relieve Green of his duty. At 
that, the laughter stops, and Green stares at Asquith. "...And by God, I'll 
put this country under martial law if | have to." Green makes fun of him 


-- "Oh, I'm scared...that’s hair-raising! | mean literally!" -- because the 
only thing more hysterically funny to adults than farts is bad puns. He 
then unzips his forehead, emitting a bright blue light from inside. Asquith 
begins to wig out, and the other two, still hooting frighteningly, unzip 
their heads, too. Inside the cupboard, Harriet freaks out, watching as 
something unspecified but very squishy happens to Asquith. 


In the lab, Dr. Ru and the Doctor examine the pig. “I just assumed that's 
what aliens look like. But you're saying it’s an ordinary pig? From Earth?" 
The Doctor compares it to a mermaid, basically reading directly off the 
index card in Russell T Davies's "Cool Stuff To Shove Awkwardly Into Some 
TV Show Episode Verbatim” file: "Victorian showmen used to draw the 
crowds by taking the skull of a cat and gluing it to a fish, and calling ita 
mermaid." He says that somebody has fucked up the body and brain of a 
pig and then strapped it into a spaceship. "It must've been terrified,” the 
Doctor mentions for at least the fifth time. Poor guy. Poor pig. The only 
one of its kind, terrified and shot in its terror, futile and at the mercy of 
the cruel. Poor Doctor. "They've taken this animal and turned it into a 
joke.” Ru says that, either way, cat's skull mermaid or no, the tech in its 
brain is still alien. Dr. Ru: “Aliens are faking aliens. But why would they 
do that?" ("Excellent question, Dr. Ru.") But the Doctor has vanished. She 
clop-clops out into the corridor, but he's really gone. Her skirts blow in 
the exhaust as the TARDIS takes off, looking bemused at the sound of her 
engines. 


Rose tries to nap in Jackie's crowded living room, where her mum is now 
toasting “the Martians." Everybody yells and screams, and then Mickey 
appears in the doorway, shutting the party down with a swiftness. He 
stares at Rose, and she finally processes the silence, looking around. She 
sits up quickly on seeing him, and mumbles, "I was gonna come and see 
you.” Ouch. He just stares. A woman says that Mickey is owed an apology, 
and Rose says she's sorry, but that the woman doesn't mean Rose. She 
looks pointedly at Jackie, who gets defensive: “It's not my fault. Be fair. 
What was | supposed to think?" Jackie gives Mickey a look and stalks into 
the kitchen. Oh, Jackie. What did you do? 


Mickey and Rose confront Jackie in the kitchen: "You disappear, who do 
they turn to? Your boyfriend. Five times, | was taken in for questioning. 
Five times. No evidence -- of course there couldn't be, could there -- and 
then | get her, your mother...” He points at Jackie, who rolls her eyes. 
"Whispering ‘round the estate, pointing the finger...stuff through my 
letterbox...and all ‘cause of you.” Man, that sucks. Feeling sorry for 
Mickey is not the same as accepting him as a viable character, but that's 


a really good plot point. Jackie can cry all day and all night, but you 
know all she's really thinking about is Clooney, or pashminas or 
whatever's trashy. But Mickey getting harassed by the estate as a 
murderer...that’s rough. (Also, it doesn't do to think too long about the 
race semiotics here v. in America, but it might do you a good bit to think 
for a sec about how uncool this storyline would be in America, assuming 
that we ever got to see a biracial couple on TV for more than a few 
seconds.) Rose mumbles again that she didn't think she'd be gone so long, 
and Mickey just yells: “Twelve months, waiting for you and the Doctor to 
come back!" Jackie -- like this is the time for her to pull anything -- bugs 
Mickey about why he didn't tell her about the Doctor part. Like, when 
would he? Mickey shuts the kitchen's windows and doors against prying 
eyes, and they almost explain to Jackie about the Doctor, and maybe 
why she couldn't know about the Doctor, but then instead of satisfying 
my curiosity, Mickey gets all selfish and jealous: "I might as well, because 
you're stuck here. The Doctor's gone. Just now, that box thing just faded 
away." Rose, stricken -- three times, she made him promise! -- and 
Mickey's pretty satisfied: "Some boyfriend he turned out to be." Rose 
takes off, grabbing a jacket on her way out, pursued by Mickey. Jackie 
stays behind in a chair in the kitchen, looking frustrated and left out and 
confused and a little champagned up. 


Rose and Mickey stand in that one claustrophobic corner the TARDIS 
tends to park, and Rose is in denial that the Doctor would ditch her like 
that. "Oh, he's dumped you, Rose. Sailed off into space. How does it feel, 
huh? Now you are left behind with the rest of us Earthlings. Get used to 
it." Mickey -- either for thematic convenience, or because he's better at 
pushing buttons other than mine than we thought -- gets right on the 
nose, eh? Jackie, having finally cowboyed up, appears and asks what "this 
Doctor" has done now. Mickey chortles at her and crows that he's 
“vamoosed.” Rose begs to differ again, showing them the TARDIS key. 
Mickey shrugs, and Rose processes the "boyfriend" thing from earlier: 
"He's not my boyfriend, Mickey, he's better than that. He's much more 
important than --" Interesting. She breaks off at that key point, because 
the TARDIS engines are coming, and the key is starting to glow, pulsing in 
time with them. For some reason, Rose begs her mum to go inside -- 
maybe it's a Peter Pan Freud thing, this obsession of the show's with 
keeping Jackie out of it? Like you just naturally don't want your mom and 
your Doctor interacting? | like that -- but it's too late. Jackie spots the 
TARDIS appearing and gets weirded out. Mickey gestures toward it at 
Jackie, vindicated for a year of bullshit. "How'd you do that, then?" asks 
Jackie, and Rose -- wonderfully -- looks at her warily, smiles a tiny, 


secret smile, and bites her finger. Here we go. 


Rose enters the TARDIS, where the Doctor is looking at the computer 
screen and making all manner of shouting excuses. “All right, so | lied! | 
went and had a look, but the whole crash landing's a fake. | thought so! 
It's just too perfect! | mean, ‘hitting Big Ben’? Come on! So | thought, let's 
go and have a look..." | love that. | love that he has to cover in front of 
Rose. She interrupts him -- "My mum's here" -- just as Jackie and Mickey 
enter. The Doctor: "Oh, that’s just what | need. Don't you dare make this 
place domestic!" Mickey gets all cold with him immediately: "You ruined 
my life, Doctor," he says, because the Doctor's the only one he can 
blame. The Doctor turns stylishly to face Mickey as he continues: "They 
thought she was dead. | was a murder suspect because of you." The 
Doctor gives the only response he really can, shrugging to Rose, "See 
what | mean? Domestic.” He turns back to the screens, and Mickey steps 
closer: "| bet you don't even remember my name!" The Doctor, clearly 
fucking with him -- or doing another Peter Pan move -- calls him “Rickey,” 
and when corrected, he shakes his head: "No, it’s Rickey." Mickey protests 
that he knows his own name, and the Doctor looks at him quizzically: 
"You think you know your own name?" Mickey asks if he's stupid, but it's 
kind of a complex moment, because the Doctor is pulling a whole 
North/South thing with him here, about how Mickey is laddish and from 
the estate, and the Doctor is moderately suave and 900 years old and 
owns a time machine, so no matter what: who's the stupid one, again? 


Jackie, having had her fill of the TARDIS indoors, cuts and runs back out 
again, hilariously. Rose orders the Doctor (that's four) not to go 
anywhere, and orders Mickey not to start a fight, and follows her mother 
back to the building, but stops after a moment, having yet again 
processed important info from a scene ago. Is it actually a character 
point that she has Memento disease? "Mum, it's not like that! He's 
not...I'll be up in a minute, hold on!" She runs back to the Doctor's side, 
inside the TARDIS: "That was a real spaceship!" Yep. "So, it’s all a pack of 
lies? What is it then, are they invading?” ("Two excellent questions, 
Rose.") Mickey joins in the exposition, craning up to look at the monitors: 
“Funny way to invade, putting the world on red alert." The Doctor nods, 
giving Mickey credit for his excellent observation, and wonders aloud 
what they are up to. 


Commercial break #4. 


In a deleted scene, we see Jackie sitting on her bed, looking freaked-out 
and tired, rubbing her forehead with stress as the news remarks on the 


government's "remarkable lack of leadership" and the country's growing 
paranoia. The News 24 reporter mentions “at least three reports of public 
assaults on people publicly identified as aliens,” which is interesting but 
goes nowhere and is kind of a stretch anyway, thematically. Jackie falls 
back on the bed, hands over her face, as the anchor turns it back over to 
Tom Kitchenson. “Are there more ships to come?" he asks, and Jackie sits 
up, because it’s Tom Kitchenson. Back to the regular broadcast, in which 
he mentions that "the authorities are now asking if anyone knows 
anything” and giving a tip number. Jackie, of course, reaches for the 
telephone like any annoying TV character would, and calls the number 
immediately. Without the added point of the xenophobia and hate crimes 
she just heard about, this seems much more innocuous -- just annoying, 
really -- because we already know the real deal, but with that extra 
thing, it gives Jackie a certain edge that America misses out on. She gets 
through on the third try, and then the word vomit: "Yes! I've seen one, | 
really have! An alien! And she's with him! My daughter, she's with him. 
And she's not safe. Oh, my God, she's not safe. I've seen an alien. And | 
know his name, he's called The Doctor." We see the words "The Doctor" 
typed into a computer. "It's a box. A blue box.” Again, the hands typing 
the words. “She called it a TARDIS.” At the entry of this last, an alarm 
goes off, and the music is very effectively suspenseful. Indra comes 
running into a computer lab at 10 Downing Street, where the screens are 
flashing: "RED ALERT -- THE DOCTOR." 


Downstairs, Mickey is watching curiously as the Doctor -- wedged under 
the console -- putters around with his screwdriver. The Doctor calls him 
Rickey, is again corrected, and again calls him Rickey, just like a scene 
ago: "If | was to tell you what | was doing to the controls of my frankly 
magnificent time ship, would you even begin to understand?" Mickey 
allows as how he probably wouldn't, and the Doctor tells him to shut it, 
then. Mickey gives him the evils and wanders back around to Rose. "He's 
winding you up," she explains, but Mickey's still peeved. She apologizes 
again, and he tells her it's okay. She earnestly repeats herself, and he 
gazes at her: “Every day, | looked. On every street corner, wherever | 
went, looking for a blue box. For a whole year.” Rose gives the 
non-answer that it's only been a few days for her. Like, how would she 
know, really? She's given this speech three times in her last three scenes. 
Maybe it's TARDIS throwing off her short-term memory centers: “It's hard 
to tell inside this fing, but | swear it's just a few days since | left you.” He 
leads the witness to tell him she missed him, and they get romantic. She 
asks if he’s been seeing anybody else, and he says no, and she's pleased, 
but of course he mentions that it’s “mainly” because everyone thinks he 


killed Rose, and that stings her a bit. He asks if she'll stay, and they lean 
for a kiss, and just then there's a small burst of sparks inside the console: 
"Got it! Haha!" Like it's surprising that this production would turn the 
Companion/ Doctor relationship into the Straight Girl/Gay Boy Alliance, 
but it's still hilarious. Sucks for Mickey, though. 


Rose trots on over to the Doctor's side, and the Doctor explains that he's 
somehow been able to use radar to watch the crash-landing in slow 
motion: "Hold on...see, the spaceship did a slingshot round the Earth 
before it landed.” Rose: “What does that mean?” ("Excellent question, 
Rose.") Of course, the answer is: WORMHOLE! -- and yeah, thanks, | had 
actually noticed how hypocritical it was of me to talk advance shit about 
this episode and its farting aliens. “It means it came from Earth in the 
first place -- it went up and came back down. Whoever those aliens are, 
they haven't just arrived. They've been here for a while. The question is, 
what have they been doing?" ("Excellent question, the Doctor. Thanks for 
reminding us there's a mystery going on. Again.") 


In the Cabinet Room, the alien who was previously inside Transportation 
Oliver is now wearing the skin suit of Asquith: "What do you think? How's 
the compression? | think I've got too much ballast round the middle..." He 
farts, and the aliens attempt to BS/technobabble about how there's a 
"gas exchange” issue that causes the farting and...| don't want to say that 
this attempt somehow cheapens the farting, because that would be 
ridiculous, but | do think it somehow compounds the problem. Not that 
explanation-free flatulence would be better, really, but just that it 
seems to be a cake-and-eat-it-too kind of proposition. Also, this is the 
second episode in which specifically the gas of the human body has been 
a major plot point. As Harriet watches, grossed out, Green grabs the 
discarded Oliver skin. Asquith sighs. “Shame! | quite enjoyed being 
Oliver. He had a wife, a mistress, and a young farmer.” The way he says 
this, it's clear he either ate all three of them, or...you know, all that 
stuff about MPs and the British government is true. Expensive lashings 
while dressed as milkmaids and all that. Asquith né Oliver comes close to 
Harriet's cupboard, and she squeezes back, but he just chucks the skin 
inside and considers MI-5 Margaret and PM Joseph: "...God, | was busy." 
They way they're all laughing, | think maybe it was an Option A/Option B 
combo. Aliens are gross. "Back to work!" shouts the acting PM, and “I have 
an army to command!" shouts the General, but MI-5 Margaret cautions 
them: "Careful now..." They leave the room, and Harriet examines 
Oliver's leftover skin. 


Indra grabs them (Military, Civilian, Intelligence) outside the Cabinet 


Room, yelling about “a priority alarm...Code Nine. Confirmed Code Nine!" 
It would be, | guess. That's funny. 


Inside, Harriet finally leaves her cupboard. 


Asquith has no idea what Indra is talking about, and the other two aliens 
do their blustery best to cover for him. Indra explains that they've got 
“software” that “automatically searches all communications for 
keywords,” which is funny, because what | saw was “typists” that 
“Google,” which is way less high-tech than Inda's making it sound: "One of 
those words is ‘Doctor’ -- | think we've found him, sir.” MI-5 Margaret gets 
intense: "What sort of Doctor? Who is he?" All Indra knows is that he's 
“some sort of expert in extra-terrestrial affairs” -- perhaps "the ultimate 
expert” -- and that he's necessary right now. Harriet listens in, pulling a 
face. What about the cottage hospitals, bitches? What about the 
standards of excellence? 


There's a TV inside the TARDIS, and the Doctor is channel-hopping. He 
and Mickey have some kind of “this is what boys are like" conversation 
about whether it gets “the football,” and then the Doctor recognizes 
someone onscreen. Mickey realizes what they're looking at: “UNIT! United 
Nations Intelligence Task force -- good people,” and explains that, in the 
last year, he's done a lot of reading up on the Doctor, and has discovered 
that the Doctor has worked with them in the past: "You look deep enough 
on the internet, and in the history books, and there's his name. Followed 
by a list of the dead." The Doctor's like, Cheers. Rose asks why the Doctor 
hasn't offered to help them already, and the Doctor evades the question: 
“They wouldn't recognize me. I've changed a lot since the old days." And 
besides, there's a lot going on, alien-wise: real farting ones, fake pig 
ones -- he doesn't want to be another alien into the mix. He says he's 
going undercover, and then tells “Rickey” he can drive, now that the 
roads are clearing. 


They step out of the graffitied TARDIS and are immediately pinned by a 
searchlight. There are cop cars and soldiers everywhere -- some in SWAT 
gear -- and guns just everywhere. Mickey, of course, makes a run for it. 
Jackie comes running out of the apartment building, but is nabbed by 
two soldiers. Mickey peers out from behind some garbage bins, and the 
Doctor and Rose stand in the center of the lights, staring up. You can't 
hear the bullhorn for anything, but they're telling Rose and the Doctor to 
get their hands up, because they're under arrest. They do, and the 
Doctor shouts, “Take me to your leader!" 


But since this is Doctor Who, the show that tries not to suck and 


generally succeeds, this isn't the plot-twist obstruction you might think. 
Rose and the Doctor get into the police car, and Rose grins: "This is a bit 
posh. If | Knew it was gonna be like this -- being arrested -- I'd have done 
it years ago." The Doctor tells her they're not being arrested; they're 
going to Downing Street. They laugh, the Doctor because he's crazy and 
Rose because, as usual, she thinks it’s a joke. It finally processes, and she 
gets giddy. The Doctor's quite proud. Rose: “How come?" The Doctor 
grudgingly admits that "Mickey" was right, and that he's been noticed 
with all the coming and going: “They're gathering experts in alien 
knowledge. And who's the biggest expert of the lot?” He grins, 
expectantly, and Rose answers off-hand, “Patrick Moore?" The Doctor 
doesn't even argue: “Apart from him!" Rose laughs at his weird sense of 
pride, and the Doctor mentions drinking with David Lloyd George (who 
was a favorite of Prime Minister Asquith’s throughout his career, until he 
forced him out in 1916 and took over, finally resigning as PM in 1922 
after solving pension reform for good), and | imagine they enjoyed being 
obsessed with poor people together. The Doctor asks who the current PM 
is, and Rose reminds him that she missed a year, but also: if either of 
them was capable of paying attention to anything whatsoever for more 
than ten seconds at a go, they would have heard at least one of the ten 
times we've been told there isn't one, because he vanished. They pull up, 
the paparazzi and policemen swarm, and the Doctor grins and waves 
crazily. Rose spares the people a nervous smile, more intimidated by 10 
Downing Street. 


Back at the flat, three policemen are explaining this newest twist to 
Jackie: "...All | can say is, your daughter and her ‘companion’ might be in 
a position to help the country. We'll need to know how she made contact 
with this man...if he is a man." One of the policemen is rather fat, and 
his belly rumbles. He sends the other cops out and asks to be left there 
with Mrs. Tyler. Great. 


In the confusion, Harriet slips back down the stairs and into the room 
where the “alien experts” are gathering to meet with Asquith. She flashes 
her ID at the cop outside ("Harriet Jones, MP Flydale North") and then 
tries to mingle. Indra comes in and gets very official, conducting the 
group into another room and reminding them to keep their IDs visible. He 
gives the Doctor an ID card, but apologizes that the Doctor's “Companion” 
doesn't have clearance. | wonder if that's how totally Indra read up on 
this particular alert, or if it's just a coincidence. The Doctor complains 
that he goes nowhere without Rose, and Indra shakes his head: "You're 
the Code Nine, not her." Harriet appears, to Indra’s renewed annoyance, 
as he and the Doctor continue to fight about it. For somebody named 


"Ganesh," he's really not helping much. Rose tells the Doctor not to worry 
about it, and he tells her not to get into any trouble. Not likely. Harriet 
bugs Indra once more -- this time, though, it’s about the farting aliens 
and the skin suits, but she acts exactly as urgent-slash-British about it -- 
and then she takes Rose from him with a "Let me be of some use.” Under 
her breath, Harriet gets awesome: “Walk with me. Just keep 
walking...Don't look ‘round! Harriet Jones, MP Flydale North.” She shows 
even Rose her ID. 


Commercial break #5! For stuff we just saw commercials for! That 
Stargate Atlantis and SS Doomtrooper! Again! 


So the experts are sitting down for their brief, and the Doctor enters 
last, sitting in the back of the room as Green and Asquith take the 
podium. He picks up a booklet from his chair and reads it incredibly 
quickly. 


Harriet wigs out on Rose in a corridor: “This friend of yours...he's an 
expert, is that right? He knows about...aliens?” Harriet’s having a time. 
Rose asks why she wants to know, and Harriet finally just breaks down. 
Rose comforts her awkwardly. 


Asquith begins the presentation all about the “porcine occupant" of the 
UFO, and the Doctor interrupts, crazily pacing around the room, and 
takes over immediately: "Now, the really interesting bit happened three 
days ago, see, filed away under every other business." Everybody stares, 
but nobody really responds or reacts, because | guess it's the Doctor and 
he can do stuff like that. "The North Sea: the satellite detected a signal, 
a little blip of radiation at one hundred fathoms like there was something 
down there, you were just about to investigate -- and the next thing you 
know, this happens: spaceships, pigs. Massive diversion. From what?" 


Harriet takes Rose to the Cabinet Room to show her the Transportation 
Liaison skin suit. She immediately starts to cry. Rose assures her that she 
believes her, and then starts looking about the Cabinet Room for alien 
technology that they can somehow use against the farting aliens. 
Instead, she finds the corpse of the PM. Of course, right then Indra 
enters, wearing a lovely purple-striped tie, and starts bitching Harriet 
out for sneaking into the Cabinet Room uninvited...until he spots the 
body of the Prime Minister. 


The Doctor is still lecturing the experts, Asquith and Green -- whirling 
about and talking crazily: “If aliens fake an alien crash and an alien pilot, 
what do they get?" He stands stock still, lightbulb over the head, framed 


by Asquith and Green over each shoulder like farting devils: "Us. They get 
us. It's not a diversion, it's a trap." 


MI-5 Margaret Blaine walks in on Indra, Rose, and Harriet, and moans 
stupidly: "Has someone been naughty?" She's so freaking creepy. She shuts 
the door behind her, and they all look around at each other warily. 


Jackie goes to her kitchen, still yell-talking with the cop: “It was bigger 
on the inside, | don't know! What do | know about spaceships?” The cop 
watches Jackie through the kitchen hatch we saw earlier, that Mickey 
closed, and is creepier and creepier: “That's what worries me. You see, 
this man is classified as ‘trouble,’ which means that anyone associated 
with him is trouble. And that’s my job." He removes his hat to reveal a 
zipper across his forehead. An actual zipper, | didn't notice that so 
clearly at the beginning because | was too busy not turning off my TV due 
to the farting. "Eliminating trouble.” He slowly unzips, lighting up the 
room. 


Indra is in the "Denial" stage of being eaten by farting aliens: "That's 
impossible. He left this afternoon. The Prime Minister left Downing 
Street, he was driven away!" MI-5 Margaret -- who is clearly an alien -- 
spells it out for him all scary: “And who told you that? Hmm?" She 
approaches the terrified and confused Indra, stroking the bangs off her 
forehead. 


The Doctor explains to the alien experts that they've all been herded 
together by fake government so that they can be killed to continue the 
cover-up. This is quite an inventive story, for all the details | dislike. It's 
clever altogether, and does a good job of tying the emotional stuff to the 
plot stuff to the overall themes of the episode and the season, but 
then...why take something lovely and dip it in farts? | don't understand. 
Speaking of, Green farts, and the Doctor fixes him with an eyebrow: 
“Excuse me, do you mind not farting while I'm saving the world?" The 
reply ("Would you rather silent but deadly?2") makes Asquith and Green -- 
and possibly Russell T Davies -- snigger like schooboys. The Doctor stares 
as Asquith takes off his hat and unzips his forehead, Green laughing 
maniacally all the way. Asquith pulls the skin suit all the way down, as 
the Doctor stares. 


MI-5 Margaret strips her skin suit, freaking out Indra and Rose and 
Harriet, and we finally start to see what they really look like: fat green 
Paris Hilton. Big alien eyes, roly-poly fat everywhere like a baby, Wet 
Seal belt around the neck, tiny little nose. Sideways-blinking, clicking 
eyes. Thanks to the eyes, they're like the usual aliens, but if you saw 


them in a squished down fatty Funhouse mirror. 


Jackie stops making tea due to the unearthly blue light pouring out of 
the overweight policeman in the other room. Standing in the doorway of 
her kitchen, she commences freaking out at what she sees. 


The Asquith alien, now fully stripped off, stands and addresses himself to 
the room of alien experts: "We are the Slitheen.” 


The MI-5 alien roars and snatches Indra, strangling him against the wall... 
...as the cop one rears back to strike a screaming Jackie... 


...and Green produces a small weapon in the briefing room: “Thank you 
all for wearing your ID cards. They'll help to identify the bodies." He 
depresses a switch, and the room fills with light. The Doctor drops to his 
knees, screaming. 


Harriet and Rose watch Indra die, downstairs. 
Jackie shrieks in her kitchen. 


The Doctor's whole body is shaking. PM Green smiles disgustingly, and 
Asquith, completely slithery, laughs into the camera. And yet | feel like 
everybody's going to be okay, except for Indra. Just a hunch. See you 
next week. 


WORLD WAR THREE (2) 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 5 | Aired on 04.06.2006 


World War Three (2) - Fewer farting aliens, more amateurish commentary on the U.S. 
political situation, and a slice of real-life emotional processing back home attend the 
second start of Rose's life with the Doctor. 


The Doctor shakes off last week's electrical attack by the Slitheen. 
(Remember that he is being held by them at 10 Downing Street while, 
upstairs, Rose and Harriet are also trapped. Rose's mum Jackie is with 
another one in her kitchen, and Rose's boyfriend Mickey is tearing around 
London very worriedly.) While the Doctor is sweating and clearly 
traumatized, he is not dead. He holds up the device with which the 
aliens are killing everybody, points out intensely that he’s not human -- 
maybe it's the two hearts? -- and shoves it into the Slitheen's chest. PM 
Joseph Green -- still in human form -- and the Slitheen formerly known as 
Asquith scream in pain. 


Credits. Elsewhere, we see that former MI-5 Margaret, still busily killing 
Indra the Undersecretary, is also affected. The cop Slitheen in Jackie's 
kitchen goes down as well. The Doctor jumps the bodies in the Briefing 
Room and heads out, just as Rose and Harriet, hands clasped, whimper 
and slide past Margaret and out of the room. Jackie watches her alien 
freaking out, and stays crouched on the floor. Mickey appears, and 
smacks the overwrought alien with a chair. He snatches Jackie, and then 
snaps a photo of the Slitheen with his phone, grinning. Well done, 
Mickey. They bounce. 


The Doctor yells at the security officers in the corridor that the aliens 
they were looking for are indubitably present inside Downing Street, and 
then impatiently claps his hands to get their attention. | love that. He 
leads them back to the Briefing Room, guns at the ready, while inside, 
Joseph Green has managed to deactivate the electricity weapon. He 
picks up the General Asquith skin suit and helps his whining brother back 
into it. 


Rose and Harriet are running around upstairs, still, kind of hysterically. 
Harriet finally stops her, remembering the Emergency Protocols that are 
still in the Cabinet Room. With MI-5 Margaret, who is no longer being 
electrocuted. Harriet screams in this very funny Brit TV Lady way, like 
this “Whoawaaah!" Harriet runs back, Rose behind her, but they see 
Margaret coming, and are forced to jump down the hallway and into 
another room. 


The Doctor and security guys come back into the meeting room, where 
Green is just finishing up with Asquith's human look. Green asks where 
the security's been, considering that they've almost all been murdered in 
there...by the Doctor. He still thinks he’s so very much in the movie Clue, 
and it bugs me, but to be fair, all the Slitheen are like that, very broad 
and panto -- I've been alerted that “commedia dell'arte" is not as precise 
a reference, and | don't use the term “camp” unless I'm having 
pretentious tea with Susan Sontag, who is dead, so: panto -- so maybe it's 
me. “I think you will find the Prime Minister is an alien in disguise," says 
the Doctor, and | wonder if maybe leaving the title out of that sentence 
wouldn't make it seem just a tad less unlikely. Green stares, arms folded, 
and the Doctor asks the security officer next to him if this is maybe the 
best strategy. The cop tells him matter-of-factly that it really isn't going 
to work, and the Doctor nods and takes off down the hallway. They catch 
him up pretty quickly, and he smiles with his hands in the air. Asquith 
cites the Emergency Protocols and authorizes the Doctor's execution. The 
officers all pull on him, and he stalls: "Uh, well, now, yes. You see, 
eh...the thing is...if | was [sic] you, if | was [sic] going to execute 
someone by backing them against the wall, between you and me, little 
word of advice --" The elevator bings open behind him. “Don't stand them 
against the lift!" He steps backwards, shutting the door with his sonic 
screwdriver, flashing the requisite cheeky grin. 


MI-5 Margaret, still unveiled, chases Rose and Harriet some more. | 
wasn't kidding about the Scooby-Doo factor. You almost think there's 
going to be repeating vases on the wall. They come up against a locked 
door, but just then the lift opens, and the Doctor says hello quite 
pleasantly. The doors shut again, and Margaret's officially distracted, so 
Rose and Harriet run away, some more, and end up in a dead-end room 
with all locked doors. They then hide really badly. 


In the hall outside the elevator, Asquith hands out his orders, which 
amount to staying away from the “quarantined” upper floors and to 
disregard any orders other than his. 


A Sergeant asks PM Green to evacuate, and Green, ascertaining that he 
hasn't read the Emergency Protocols, bitches him out for questioning the 
Prime Minister. He orders them to seal off the whole building, including 
the ground floor, and to shoot the Doctor if he should make it 
downstairs. | was really wrong about the layout here -- | thought Rose 
and Harriet were on the first/ground floor, and the Doctor was upstairs -- 
| guess because I'm not and have not yet been Prime Minister, so why 
would |...well, as far as | know. 


In the elevator, Asquith and Green fart around, both literally and 
figuratively. Green once again mentions the "gas exchange," which seems 
to be toxic to them. “I need to be naked!" he yells, and Asquith, 
regarding his Slitheen look, even though they are related, creepily says, 
"Rejoice in it! Your body is...magnificent!" | don't think you should say 
shit like that to the PM. The lady's not for turning, if you know what | 
mean. They strip off. 


Margaret enters Rose and Harriet's hiding place, and her dialogue is both 
laughable and very, very creepy. The actor in question does a great job 
with the dialogue: “Oh, such fun! Little human children, where are you? 
Sweet little humankins, come to me! Let me kiss you better..." Oh, so 
scary. And funny, too: "...kiss you with my big, green lips..." she shouts, 
as Rose jumps from a cabinet to a curtain. Who knew old MI-5 Margaret 
had it in her to be the coolest one? 


The Doctor runs down some stairs, to the tune of the Sergeant barking 
his orders. Hearing the bing of an elevator, he jumps back into a small 
spot next to the door, overhearing Asquith and Green's very creepy plan 
to keep the floor “quarantined, as [their] last hunting ground,’ before the 
“final phase.” Even though this, like all but one of the storylines so far, 
resolves to an incensed and regretful indictment of capitalism -- and I've 
thought about it, and it's fair and not weird, because 99% of evil in the 
real world comes from greed (the other 1%? Gilmore Girls spoilers) -- this 
part is really effectively creepy, even with all the running around from 
room to room. The idea of all of them being stuck in 10 Downing Street 
and being hunted, as more and more aliens arrive, is scary and just a 
little subversive. 


Green and Asquith join Margaret -- still in Rose and Harriet's room -- and 
she greets them as "brothers." They talk about how the hunting is so 
great because, as MI-5 Margaret puts it, "the more you prolong it, the 
more they stink." "Sweat and fear," agrees Asquith, causing the very 
classy, if not especially posh, Harriet to gross out a little bit. And, | 
guess, sweat and fear some more: "I can smell an old girl. Stale bird, 
brittle bones." More of this kind of talking -- and way less farting -- and 
the Slitheen would be the coolest. | guess it’s a pretty good balance. 
",..And a ripe youngster,” Margaret joins in. “All hormones and 
adrenaline. Fresh enough to bend before she snaps.” Yikes! | like the 
comparison, though: older Harriet and younger Rose. Given a lot of 
what's to come, | like putting them side by side like this. Margaret pulls 
Rose's curtain aside, and she screams, causing Harriet to jump out all 
willy-nilly: "No! Take me first! Take me!" Which...| don't know if she was 


trying to distract them or what, but that’s the kind of person I'd want in 
charge, frankly. She has no way of knowing that Rose, as the one who 
signed on specifically for this kind of crap, is way less a bystander than 
she is. She just wants to help. Harriet is so, so interesting. So having 
been distracted by how bird-boned Harriet just threw herself on the 
farting grenade for Rose, the Slitheen aren't prepared for the Doctor, 
who comes crashing in and shoots them all with a fire extinguisher. Rose 
pulls the curtains down and over Margaret, and both women head over to 
the Doctor. “Who the hell are you?" he asks Harriet, and she gives the 
answer we already know: “Harriet Jones, MP for Flydale North." They 
exchange pleasantries, and the Doctor gives the Slitheen another shot of 
fire extinguisher before they all three take off. 


In the hallway, the Doctor's all, "To the Cabinet Room!,” and Harriet 
mentions, very hurried-businesslike, that the Emergency Protocols are in 
there, and that they “give instructions on aliens!" Hee. The Doctor says, 
"Harriet Jones, | like you." She likes him too. It's a beautiful little 
moment, two skilled and competent people sparing a moment. Kind of 
makes you hope they never disagree, because that would make this part 
kind of sad. | love in movies when people just "zing!" know they've met 
their match, or a kindred spirit. They're both so kind. Dude, what if she 
was a Companion? She could be all like the Theodore and could fight 
about "pick up your dirty laundry because the TARDIS is not an alien 
pigsty” and the Doctor would be like, “Stop bugging me, I'm watching 
C-SPAN from 1982 for no reason.” The Doctor sonics them through a 
locked door, and they reach the Cabinet Room with the Slitheen in hot 
pursuit -- where are the security guys that were meant to be shooting the 
Doctor on the ground floor? Without the time to close the door, the 
Doctor grabs a decanter of brandy and holds his screwdriver up. “One 
more move and my sonic device will triplicate the flammability of this 
alcohol. Whoof! We all go up. So back off." | love how that's either 
bullshit, or the kind of bullshit that is true on a show like this. The 
Slitheen are like, "Sci-fi cliché? Or joke about sci-fi clichés? Or both? 
What is a ‘tricorder’ actually for?" 


The Doctor having bought some time, everybody relaxes a titch. "Right 
then. Question time. Who exactly are the Slitheen?” Harriet helpfully 
points out that they're aliens, and Green asks who the hell the Doctor is, 
since he said before that he wasn't human. “Who's not human?" asks 
Harriet, and she and Rose have a tiny "Who's on first" moment about that. 
Considering that the only aliens she's met are E.T.’s hyperthyroid farting 
buddies -- and that was just today -- Harriet seems to be slightly 
rethinking the whole "I like you too" deal. The Doctor: "Can | have a bit of 


hush?" Harriet apologizes, and the Doctor turns back to the Slitheen and 
demands to know their plans. “But he's got a Northern accent!" Harriet 
protests, and Rose is cheeky: "Lots of planets have a North." Cute. 


The Doctor tells them again to hush, and has to re-intimidate the aliens 
with his bottle of brandy and screwdriver. If | had my wish, every 
paragraph of every recap would contain at least one sentence like that. 
This show makes it much more likely. The Doctor: "You've got a spaceship 
hidden in the North Sea. It's transmitting a signal. You've murdered your 
way to the top of government. What for? Invasion?" Asquith asks why they 
would want to invade "this Godforsaken rock," and the Doctor keeps 
pushing: then what could have possibly brought the Slitheen race here 
otherwise? (Is it the gas? Because they should call the Gelth back in 1869 
and work out some kind of timeshare.) Asquith and Green explain that 
"Slitheen" isn't a race, but a surname. Green introduces himself as 
“Jocrassa Fel Fotch Pasameer Day Slitheen"” -- even their names are gross! 
-- and says that they're a family business. Like the Partridge Family, but 
with more farting. The Doctor asks how they can be making a profit on a 
"Godforsaken rock,” but Asquith takes a moment to clarify the whole 
“triplicate the flammability” issue. Since the Doctor is doing his favorite 
part of these adventures -- the really intense conversation with the 
aliens who are about to kill him about their motives and customs -- he's 
like, “Who said anything about flammability?” Asquith realizes that the 
Doctor made the whole thing up, and the Doctor passes the brandy to 
Harriet: "Have a drink. | think you're gonna need it." She corrects him, 
"Pass it to the left first,” and the Doctor apologizes and hands it to Rose. 
You might scoff at etiquette’s place in this tableau, but I'm telling you -- 
it's when you're about to have your innards scooped out by aliens so that 
they can live inside your skin that you'll find etiquette is most important. 
Dignity'’s funny that way. 


Asquith says -- now that the disposition of the brandy is through with, 
thank you very much -- the Slitheen will now “end this hunt with a 
slaughter,” and flexes his creepy claws. The Doctor folds his arms, so you 
know he's still ahead of the game and Rose asks if maybe they shouldn't 
run away quickly, as the Slitheen move forward. The Doctor talks about 
the "fascinating history" of Downing Street: “Two thousand years ago, this 
was marshland. 1730, it was occupied by a Mr. Chicken. He was a nice 
man. 1796, this was the cabinet room -- if the cabinet's in session and in 
danger, these are about the four most safest walls in the whole of Great 
Britain.” He presses a switch near the door: “End of lesson.” And blast 
doors immediately seal every entrance of the room. Which is admittedly 
bad-ass, but now my worst nightmare is to be stuck on an historical tour 


with his ass, because you know he can't help himself. Is there anything 
more awkward than when even the docent wants to smack that guy? With 
her bony little hand? The Doctor turns to his compatriots: “Installed in 
1991. Three inches of steel lining every single wall. They'll never get in." 
His satisfied smile doesn't fade even as Rose asks how the hell they're 
supposed to get out, but he does spare a somewhat disappointed "Ah." 


Outside, Green makes his orders: cut off all communications from the 
lockdown room, summon the rest of the Slitheens, and finish with "this 
insane planet" for good. Everybody takes off. 


Jackie and Mickey escape through a side door and take off, evading the 
cops still placed around the building. Stealthy! 


A TV reporter tells us that "there's still no word from inside Downing 
Street,” and various middle-ranked officials -- some of whom are funny, 
all of whom are overweight and, one can assume, farting -- are arriving 
all the time, and nobody can figure out why. “Group Captain Tennant 
James of the RAF," “Ewan McAllister, Deputy Secretary for the Scottish 
Parliament,” “Sylvia Dillane, chairman of the North Sea Boating Club.” 
Firstly: "Chairman"? Awesome. And secondly: didn't the Sugar Czar 
showing up last week tip you off? Somewhat totally unnecessary is his 
last word: "Quite what connects these people, we have no idea!" 


MI-5 Margaret greets Tennant James, in high spirits: “Group Captain! 
Delighted you could make it!" He passes gas, and her delivery is such that 
| don't really mind it: “That's the spirit, off you go!" There's such a "well 
done, Tennant" in her voice that it’s pretty funny. She greets McAllister 
and Dillane, and they all begin to gather. Asquith stops the Sergeant and 
says that -- now the Doctor's been neutralized -- they're cutting off the 
upper levels for everyone. The Sergeant, cute in a Full Monty kind of 
way, asks about the three new guys, and Asquith changes the subject, 
asking the guy to “liaise with Communications," because “the acting Prime 
Minister," Joseph Green, “will be making a public address...to the nations 
of the world.” | like the writing here, as the aliens begin leaving more 
and more of the subterfuge out, since it doesn't matter, because they're 
about to go public anyway. The Sergeant stands there, confused as all 
get out, as the aliens retire upstairs. 


MI-5 Margaret makes everybody welcome, ushering them into a changing 
room and hanging up their suits -- skin and regular type -- efficiently as 
they one by one “get changed," and directing them down the hall. This 
kind of absurdity | don't mind, for some reason. The “I'm the hostess” 
attitude is so hilarious. They're all very cordial with her and with each 


other, even as they're disposing of their various skins stripped from 
government officials. 


Mickey, who has taken Jackie to his house, starts to make her some tea. 
"Have you got anything stronger?” she asks, because: word? He tells her 
no way: “I've seen you when you've had a few -- this ain't time for a 
conga.” She sits down, too wigged to argue: "We've gotta tell someone.” 
Mickey points out that, from this point on, anybody could have "big bog 
monsters inside” them, and then flourishes some mugs around in the air. 
"This is what he does, Jacks! Everywhere he goes, death and destruction 
-- and he's got Rose in the middle of it!" Jackie wonders if the Doctor's 
got "a great big green thing inside him," and Mickey's like, "That would be 
so him." His accent is so "Fix Up Look Sharp," especially in this episode. 
It's like getting flicked in the knuckles over and over and over again. Not 
hard, but firmly. “But,” he reckons, “he's the only person who knows how 
to fight these things.” Jackie bursts into tears, now, suddenly in shock 
from the attack, and Mickey gives her a quick hug. "I thought | was gonna 
die," she says. He brusquely calms her down and reminds her that 
nobody's going to be looking for her at Mickey's -- "especially" since she 
spent the last year trying to get him into jail for killing Rose. “You saved 
my life," she says. "God, that's embarrassing.” That's...almost the 
opposite of an apology, but thanks for playing. They kind of laugh, and 
Jackie gets scared again, because the alien policemen are still out there, 
wanting her dead. Outside, the Slitheen in question sniffs, and then 
sends the others off: "Il haven't quite finished with Mrs. Tyler yet..." 


Joseph approaches Margaret, where she's adjusting all the hung-up skin 
suits -- she reassures him that's everyone, except for "Sitt Fel Fotch," 
who's “found a hunt of his own" in Jackie Tyler. They grin at each other 
about that. Phones are still ringing at 10 Downing Street. | don't know 
why that detail sticks out -- it's like, something about how the whole 
world doesn't know it's ending yet, just suspects. Little details. | know 
there were hella issues with the directing, particularly -- allegedly, this 
bit -- that Eccleston's love of writers and their craft was at odds with the 
liberties taken with the script, which...shall | imagine a script with no 
farting? | like Russell Davies all right, but I'm not going that far. In any 
case, there are little details all through that ground it considerably, and | 
appreciate that. Even if | don't really understand a person who wouldn't 
lay down their life, guts, nards, and powers of speech to make Eccleston 
happy, because to me that means you might be broken irreparably. Like, 
within. Was this the last episode this director did? Not a bad sendoff, all 
things considered. He certainly hits the full-season arc stuff, what little | 
know about. 


The Doctor pulls Indra's body out of the way in the Cabinet Room, asking 
Harriet his name. "I don't know! | talked to him. | brought him a cup of 
coffee. | never asked his name..." The Doctor crosses the 
Under-Secretary's hands over his chest, and sees him off: “Sorry.” Back in 
the main room, the Doctor asks Rose if there are any computer terminals 
or things they can use to communicate. Rose asks for and receives 
exposition regarding how the original PM -- whose dead body is still in 
there as well -- wasn't used as a skin suit because he was too skinny. “The 
Slitheen are about eight feet; how do they squeeze inside?" Excellent 
question, Rose. It's the belt-buckle-looking thing around their necks that 
creates a “compression field,” which shrinks them down to the size of an 
average American and causes the farting somehow. "Wish | had a 
compression field; | could fit a size smaller,” mumbles Rose, and it's not 
so much this particular line as the jocular, chatty way in which Rose and 
the Doctor are knocking about the room disregarding the corpses that 
upsets Harriet so. Rose apologizes, and points to the Doctor: "You get 
used to this stuff when you're friends with him." Harriet calls this a 
“strange friendship." Indeed. 


The Doctor, sonic-screwdrivering around on a far wall, says the MP's 
name a few times, as though he's got something on the tip of his tongue: 
"Harriet Jones...you're not famous for anything, are you?” She laughs 
grimly, and he keeps trying to remember. Harriet: “Lifelong back bencher 
I'm afraid, and a fat lot of use I'm being now. The protocols are 
redundant, they list the people who can help -- and they're all dead 
downstairs.” See, Harriet? Your jokes are even funnier than Rose's. Don't 
knock the gallows shit ‘til you try it. Rose asks if the Protocols maybe 
contain, "like, defense codes and things?” She hopes to launch a nuclear 
bomb. Harriet stares at her: “You're a very violent young woman." But 
Rose protests, "I'm serious! We could!" Harriet says that "there's nothing 
like that in here,” and for a second | thought she was referring to 10 
Downing Street and not the Protocols, like she was saying, “No launching 
H-Bombs at the dinner table. Show some breeding.” She explains the 
dubious concept that the UK nuke codes are “kept secret by the United 
Nations." The Doctor gets very interested and starts grilling her. Harriet: 
"Well, the British Isles can't gain access to atomic weapons without a 
special resolution from the UN." | don't know what she's talking about. 
Rose: “Like that’s ever stopped them." | don't know what she's talking 
about either. Harriet says that she voted against whatever Rose is 
referring to, and says that “the codes have been taken out of the 
governments’ hands and given to the UN.” | don't know if it's show history 


or what. Harriet asks whether that's important, and the Doctor 
meaningfully says, “Everything's important.” 


Harriet complains that it would be easier if they knew the Slitheen's 
plans, and then cracks a joke about how she's just throwing around terms 
like "Slitheen” all of a sudden. The Doctor summarizes: it's just one 
family, so it's not really an “invasion.” They're not looking to create 
"Slitheen World." They're out to make money. Harriet figures that means 
assets: gold, oil, water. The Doctor compliments her: "You're very good 
at this." She blushes, and he wonders again why her name is so familiar. 
Rose's cell goes off, and Harriet asks a very excellent question, to which 
Rose responds about how the Doctor zapped it. “Super-phone!” Harriet 
says that they must be able to use it to call out for help, since he's got all 
these contacts, and he reminds her that, while his Rolodex is quite full, 
all his contacts are now dead downstairs, as she said. Rose sees it's a 
message from Mickey, and the Doctor orders her to tell her “stupid 
boyfriend” that they're busy. She shows him the phone -- "Yeah, he's not 
so stupid after all" -- and we see that Mickey's sent her the picture of the 
Slitheen in Jackie's kitchen. 


Mickey and Jackie enter Mickey's bedroom, Mickey acting all stealth and 
checking corners, and he tries to explain to Rose, "No, not just alien, but 
like, proper alien, all stinking and wet and disgusting. And more to the 
point, it wanted to kill us!" Jackie, again: "| could've died!" Can't blame 
her for being stuck on that, | guess. Mickey waves her away. “Is she all 
right, though?" Rose asks. "Don't put her on, just tell me." | love Rose. 
The Doctor grabs the phone from her: "Is that Rickey? Don't talk, just shut 
up and go to your computer." Mickey reminds him, again, of his actual 
name, and asks why he should. “Mickey the Idiot." He says that he'll 
choke before finishing the sentence, but admits that he needs Mickey. 
Rose just smiles. 


Mickey and the Doctor talk while Mickey navigates the UNIT site. Things 
are about to get kind of dumb, but it's okay. The Doctor tells him to 
enter the password “Buffalo,” and Jackie knocks around with some tea 
and confusion about what's going on. “All the secret information known to 
mankind,” Mickey tells her. "See, they've known about aliens for years, 
they just kept us in the dark.” The Doctor, who's got Mickey on 
speakerphone, thus has his hands free for a little middle finger: "Mickey, 
you were born in the dark." Rose is like, "Give it a rest already," and 
Mickey thanks her sweetly. Some fun, intense 24 music plays here. 


Oh! Fucking Hex is coming to BBC America! Watch it! It's a trainwreck! 


Trust me, you'll thank me. Everybody | know is now obsessed with it. | 
love it so, so much. I've seen every episode of both series, like, ten 
times. | could quote entire scenes. It's like Buffy, crossed with 24/7, 
crossed with any two volumes of the Diaries Of Anais Nin, all picked off 
the shelf while blindfolded and cut into pieces at random and tossed into 
the air. All the various main characters throughout are amazing; Jemima 
Rooper's a fucking revelation, Amber Sainsbury is what Charisma 
Carpenter isn't smart enough to wish she was, and Katrine De Candole 
from Casanova -- which cast includes someone we might be meeting a bit 
later -- is my TV girlfriend. That show is my crack. It makes this show 
look like the plots were factory-tested waterproof, and I'm not joking 
that | love it -- it's just not that kind of show, the kind that makes a 
whole lot of sense, or that you'd bother explaining to anybody who came 
in in the middle, or that you would recommend to your most bookish 
friends, or anything like that. But it is the kind of show that is AWESOME. 


Anyway. Harriet wonders if they didn't hit Big Ben to get the experts 
together for slaughter, but the Doctor says “that lot" would have 
gathered “for a weather balloon,” and | guess so. How much fun can a 
bunch of experts in something that doesn't exist actually have, most of 
the time? Rose offers a line of reasoning: "The Slitheen were hiding. And 
then they put the entire planet on red alert.” And Jackie, 
ever-supportive, makes fun of her for trying. Rose tells her to go to hell, 
but Jackie brings up something of an interesting point: "Since that man 
walked into our lives, | have been attacked in the streets, | have had 
creatures from the pits of hell in my own living room, and my daughter's 
disappeared off the face of the Earth." And Rose has to remind her that 
the last one, at least, got “explained” last week, but Jackie's not having 
it: "I'm talking to him.” She goes off on the same stuff Mickey was saying 
before, as Mickey and the Doctor are feeling more and more anxious and 
awkward on either end of this conversation. Jackie rants: "Because I've 
seen this life of yours, Doctor. And maybe you get off on it, and maybe 
you think it's all clever and smart, but you tell me...is my daughter safe?" 
Rose protests that she's fine, and Jackie asks if the Doctor can promise 
that she really will stay that way. Rose and the Doctor look at each other 
for a while, and Jackie repeats the question. 


Thank goodness for Mickey. He grabs the phone from Jackie, shouting, 
“We're in!" The Doctor runs around the table and starts giving him 
instructions: "On the left, there's a tab, an icon with little concentric 
circles." Mickey clicks, and the Doctor explains that it's listening in on the 
transmitter from the North Sea ship. "...Now hush, let me work out what 
it's saying." Jackie's still preoccupied -- “He'll have to answer me one 


day," like she doesn't already know the answer -- and Mickey shushes her. 
The Doctor realizes that the message is on a loop, just as the aliens 
arrive at Mickey's apartment and ring the bell. Mickey tells Jackie to 
answer, and she points out it's 3 in the morning. "Well, go and tell them 
that," says Mickey, sensibly enough. She gives him a look, but heads out, 
and Mickey shakes his head, all, “Blimey!” 


Jackie answers the door to her policeman -- "Mrs. Tyler" -- and 
immediately slams it shut again. | love when that happens! She runs in 
screaming about “the Slickeen!,” and Mickey tells the Doctor that they've 
been nicked. "Mickey, | need that signal,” says the Doctor, and Rose 
indicates that the signal should go fuck itself and Mickey needs to get her 
mum out of there. Mickey picks up a baseball bat and tells the phone 
how they can't leave, because it's at the front door and he lives on the 
third floor in shitty council housing. Outside, the Slitheen unzips, and 
Jackie and Mickey see the light coming through around the door, and 
Mickey starts yelling that “it’s unmasking” and about to kill them. Harriet 
worries vocally as the Doctor thinks. He and Rose -- and helpful Harriet -- 
slowly narrow down the possible points of origin for the Slitheen family, 
even as the policeman gets nearer and nearer to Jackie and Mickey. 
"They're green.” "Narrows it down." "Good sense of smell,” “can smell 
adrenaline," use "compression techonology” and “slipstream” engines and 
hunt “like it’s a ritual." Harriet points out that “when they fart, if you'll 
pardon the word," it doesn't “smell like a fart, if you'll pardon the word," 
and Rose supplies that it’s closer to halitosis. Which somehow causes the 
Doctor to realize that they are involved with “calcium decay,” which 
makes them made of "living calcium” or "hyphenated sodium," and this 
whole thing is really just embarrassing at this point, and he finally 
narrows it down to one planet: “Raxacorricofallapatorius!" 


Mickey's not feeling too open about congratulating them, as the Slitheen 
begins coming through the door, and the Doctor tells them to get into 
the kitchen. They try to bar the door shut with random kitchen stuff, and 
the Slitheen...continues to be menacing but not actually do anything. 
Again. Just like in the halls of 10 Downing Street, when they were 
running back and forth like a Benny Hill sketch for ten years. While the 
Doctor blathers on and on about nothing in particular except the 
MacGuffin whatever that resolves this particular plot point. Which isn't 
all that irritating as a viewer, but is fucking lazy for a writer: “They run 
and run and run. That's an entire act. Then they talk about how they can 
defeat the Slitheen that's in Mickey's flat, but I'll fill that bit in later. 
Something about calcium or something, whatever. | remember in tenth 
grade something about Hannibal and vinegar, so there you go. Then the 


Slitheen knocks on the door, repeatedly, for a half hour, but still stays 
scary. That's the director's problem. But don't worry, I'll add some glitter 
and sparkle and some sassy, wacky discussions, a bunch of meaningful 
looks between the Doctor and Rose after every line of dialogue, Jackie 
whining sixteen times in a row about her daughter being “safe” to the 
point where she's repeating herself verbatim, and it'll all be very 
touching and squee-worthy, and that way nobody will notice that this is 
barely an episode's worth of material, much less two." Which, to be fair, 
was mostly successful here, and it's not a bad episode, but on paper it's 
bullshit. Plus, y'know. Farting. 


So the Doctor and Harriet are so very much in sync that it almost sells 
this whole crappy bit, and if you “recombine” calcium with a 
“compression field,” you can use “acetic acid," or "vinegar," just like 
Hannibal. There's a lot of “Of course!" and "You got it!" between Harriet 
and the Doctor, a bad trick on the best of days, but one that Davies uses 
overmuch anyhow. It gives the illusion of cohesion, like you'd feel stupid 
if you didn't “get it" the way the Doctor and Harriet do, like whenever 
somebody writes something, a poem or something, on a TV show, and the 
characters talk about how well-written it was. And then you remember 
that it was written in reality by the same person making the characters 
say that, and it's gross. So whatever, Jackie and Mickey go through 
Mickey's kitchen looking for stuff with vinegar in it. There's a cute point 
where Rose knows from memory where Mickey's vinegar is, even though 
he doesn't, that rings very true and sweet. And the Slitheen is still 
coming. "Gherkins! Yeah! Pickled onions! Picked eggs!" And in the Cabinet 
Room, the Doctor's like, "You kiss this man?" The Slitheen FINALLY kicks 
the door down -- now that they've got all their ingredients together -- 
and they throw vinegar at it, and it explodes, covering Mickey and Jackie 
with green stuff. On the other end, they sigh with relief and drink some 
brandy, and Rose asks an Excellent Question which Harriet answers: 
“Hannibal crossed the Alps by dissolving boulders with vinegar." So you 
can see how that was a good shorthand between Harriet and the Doctor 
for what happened next: you say “Hannibal,” | think “exploding living 
calcium by throwing brine and gherkins." "You got it!" "Of course! it's 
brilliant!" Fuck off. 


Asquith and Green can feel Sip Fel Fotch Pasameer-Day Slitheen die, and 
Asquith shrugs that someone must've gotten lucky. "That's the last piece 
of luck anyone on this rock will ever have,” says PM Green, and they head 
out to face the nation. “Ladies and Gentlemen...Nations of the 
World...Humankind. The greatest experts in extra-terrestrial events 
came here tonight. They gathered in the common cause. But the news | 


bring you now is grave indeed.” 


Mickey, toweling off bits of Sip Fel Fotch, comes into the room to watch 
the acting PM. "The experts are dead. Murdered, right in front of me, by 
alien hands. Peoples of the Earth, heed my words. These visitors do not 
come in peace.” Mickey takes the phone from Jackie and holds it toward 
the television, telling the Doctor to listen. “Our inspectors have searched 
the sky above our heads and they have found massive weapons of 
destruction, capable of being deployed within forty-five seconds. Our 
technicians can baffle the alien probes, but not for long. We are facing 
extinction -- unless we strike first. The United Kingdom stands directly 
beneath the belly of the mothership. | beg the United Nations -- pass an 
emergency resolution. Give us the access codes! A nuclear strike at the 
heart of the ship is our only chance of survival. Because -- from this 
moment on -- it is my solemn duty to inform you. Planet Earth is at war." 
Sigh. Got it. It's sweet, really, and it's quite earnest, but there's a 
difference between relevance and weak parallels to current events. 
You're not lending yourself any gravity with this kind of thing, show. The 
Doctor is simply flabbergasted that the people would honestly believe 
the PM telling them about this imaginary threat ("They did last time,” 
says Rose, which: valid), and the Doctor realizes that the Big Ben piece 
of the mystery -- they went for the huge scary invasion spectacle 
because when humans are scared, they lash out. Harriet asks an 
Excellent Question, but the Doctor goes to the metal blast doors and 
opens them -- and the Slitheen are still standing there. WHY? 


"You get the codes, release the missiles. But not into space, because 
there's nothing there. You attack every other country on Earth, they 
retaliate, fight back. World War Three -- whole planet gets nuked." 
Margaret's like, “What of it?" She says that they'll wait it out in the 
Thames ship, which isn't “crashed, just parked." Harriet supplies another 
Excellent Question, and Margaret and the Doctor exposit that the 
transmission from the North Sea is an advertisement for “the sale of the 
century.” The Slitheen want to bomb Earth to hell, then sell the 
irradiated parts as nuclear fuel for cargo ships. That's very clever, 
actually. Cool idea. “There's a recession out there, Doctor. People are 
buying cheap. This rock becomes raw fuel." Margaret calls the Doctor's 
"cost of five billion lives" a bargain, and the Doctor gives them all the 
choice of leaving, or having him be...really angry at them, or something. 
I'm sure he'll pull it out at the last second, but | don't blame them for 
laughing at him. He intensely closes the blast doors again, and the 
laughter trails off. He can be kind of scary. 


Tom HOTchinson stands on a bridge in the middle of a very empty 
London: "Yesterday saw the start of a brave new world; today might see 
it end. The streets are deserted. Everyone's home, just waiting, as the 
future is decided in New York.” Quick shot of the UN building, and then 
that intense U.S. anchor again, in New York, where it's midnight, talking 
about how England has provided the UN with “absolute proof" about the 
WMDs. And honestly, | don't exactly know when this script was written -- 
could have been in the drawer for years, and | can believe it wouldn't be 
quite this irritating four years ago. Three. Maybe two. But my good Lord. 
“And once the codes are released, humanity's first interplanetary war 
begins.” Mickey and Jackie are quite nervous. 


Back at 10 Downing Street, Margaret and Asquith precede Green upstairs. 
He's telling the Sergeant that they're "taking the call" upstairs. Margaret, 
in the offices, completely crosses the acting line, moaning and shrieking 
that the phone is “actually red." Which is kind of funny, but only really 
exciting if you're planning a worldwide holocaust. She makes out with the 
phone, and Green sits down all excited, tongue hanging out, farting 
impatiently, waiting for the call. 


Jackie instructs the Doctor that she's not entirely in his court yet, but 
that there's got to be something he can do. Harriet suggests that they 
“ferment the porch" and create acetic acid that way, but | don't know 
what she means by “porch.” Mickey checks in with the news that all the 
emergency UNIT numbers are on voicemail, which modern convenience 
Harriet feels “dooms us all." | bet half her assistant’s job is programming 
her VCR and Sidekick and stuff. Rose wishes for a way out of the room, 
and the Doctor -- deep in dark thought -- says that there's a way out; 
there's always been a way out. Rose asks him why they don't use it, and 
the Doctor strides to the phone, speaking to Jackie now: "Because | can't 
guarantee your daughter will be safe." Jackie tells him to shove that egg 
back up the chicken, of course, and he levels: "That's the thing: if | don't 
dare, everyone dies.” Compelling. Rose is like, "Do it." They look at each 
other a moment. The Doctor: “You don't even know what it is, you'd just 
let me?" And her answer is simple: “Yeah.” | know | said it was trickery, 
this, to distract from the lack of density in the plot, but that doesn't 
mean it isn't awesome. They look at each other, and the Doctor weighs 
his love against hers, as Jackie screams into the phone. "This is my life, 
Jackie. It's not fun, it’s not smart, it's just standing up and making a 
decision because nobody else will." And Rose, of course, gets that 
completely, because she's already done this work. Softly, now: “Then 
what're you waiting for?" He's already made up his mind, and this with 
breathless worry: "I could save the world but lose you." Wow. That's not 


very many words for a very large speech. | could learn a thing or two 
from the Doctor. Rose breaks the long, long stare with a shy smile, and 
Harriet steps forward: “Except it’s not your decision, Doctor. It's mine." 
Jackie wonders who the hell she is, to even go there. In every episode, 
somebody asks "who the hell” somebody else is. | wonder if that signifies. 
Seems unlikely. “Harriet Jones, MP for Flydale North. The only elected 
representative in this room, chosen by the people, for the people, and on 
behalf of the people, | command you: Do it.” The Doctor looks at Rose, 
and grins. The conversations they have, that we'll never get to hear. 


Joseph, Margaret, and Asquith stare at the phone. Green finally declares 
that victory "should be naked,” and they all three strip off. Everybody's 
getting naked. | wish there were a third person in Mickey's apartment; 
then we'd see some parallel fucking structure. Harriet Jones arrives, 
finally: strong, the future hope of Cool Britannia. The Doctor admits how 
much he needs Rose. Rose becomes who she is. And the aliens stop 
farting. Three is the number for changing, the element that breaks up 
the binary and creates synthesis. Maybe that's why Jackie and Mickey still 
kind of suck. 


Rose jumps onto the table; it’s Go time: “How do we get out?" The Doctor 
opens up the Protocols and explains that they won't be leaving the 
Cabinet Room. In New York, the anchor updates us that the Council is 
finishing up their vote. Inside the PM's office, the Slitheen finish up 
taking their skin suits off. 


The Doctor orders Mickey to keep entering “Buffalo,” overriding 
everything as he hits the various gates. He explains over his shoulder that 
he's hacking into the Royal Navy, kind of mind-blown at the turn today's 
taken: "We're in. Here it is, uh...H.M.S. Taurean, Trafalgar Class 
Submarine, ten miles off the coast of Plymouth." Jackie starts to wig. 
The Doctor tells Mickey to “select a missile," and Mickey reminds him that 
they still don't have the football codes: “All we need is an ordinary 
missile.” They pick out their missile, and Jackie -- having rallied -- 
realizes that she can stop Mickey from doing this. "Do it, then," he says. | 
do have to say that | love how complex they still get to be with each 
other. After all the running around and screaming and farting and so 
forth, it wouldn't have been out of place to have them all snuggles 
suddenly, and the story resists that. It gives them both more weight. 
Jackie finally backs down, and the Doctor says, “Mickey the Idiot. The 
world is in your hands. Fire.” And...he does. 


Harriet wonders about the blast doors they're behind, tapping on 


them."Not solid enough," the Doctor admits. “Built for short-range attack; 
nothing this big." Rose gets her shit together with a swiftness: “All right. 
Now I'm making the decision. I'm not gonna die; we're gonna ride this one 
out." She opens up a large cupboard and tells them to use their 
earthquake readiness skills. "...You can survive them by standing under a 
doorframe. Now, this cupboard's small, so it's strong.” She and Harriet 
empty the cupboard. 


The New York anchor says that the Council has released the codes, and 
the Slitheen scream at the telephone. Mickey hacks into the 
missile-interception grid before the Doctor even tells him to. Downstairs, 
the Sergeant is alerted to the incoming missile, which is on radar 
everywhere, and soaring over London. He sets off the fire alarms all over 
10 Downing Street and begins to evacuate the building. Bursting in on the 
Slitheen, the Sergeant immediately turns around and leaves, because 
everybody knows you don't bother naked people in government offices. 
Too weird. Even if they're eight feet tall and green. Jackie runs out onto 
Mickey's balcony to watch the missile fly across the sky toward her 
daughter. It's quite a moment: so believable and understandable, and so 
touching. It's her best goodbye: awkward, goggling, helpless, desperate. 
Again. 


The Slitheen fight over their skin suits, hurriedly, as the people 
evacuate. The Sergeant fires into the air, and everybody starts running. 
He looks up at the sky, and the missile heading toward them. 


Rose, the Doctor, and Harriet bundle into the cupboard. The crouch in a 
corner, the women on either side of him. "Nice knowing you both,” says 
Harriet, and they all clasp hands. As they brace themselves, Harriet 
shouts, "Hannibal!" It's so cute and weird and off-the-cuff -- don't think 
for a second you'd come up with a better final shout -- that it kind of 
redeems the whole stupid “calcium” thing entirely. The Slitheen look up 
-- "Oh, bollo..." -- and the missile hits 10 Downing Street. 


The building explodes in flames. | can't believe they just blew up the 
Prime Minister's residence. The heroes in the cupboard jostle about, and 
when it settles, the three of them step out into the smoking ruins. 
“Maiden Britain,” breathes Harriet, who's proving to have quite a gift with 
the non-sequitur sentence fragments that somehow fit perfectly. The 
Sergeant hurries over to them, and Harriet -- duh -- flashes her ID at him: 
“Harriet Jones. MP, Flydale North. | want you to contact the UN 
immediately, tell the ambassadors the crisis is over and they can step 
down." She waves him off like a kid, adorably, and he gives in, just as 


adorably, with a simple "Yes, ma'am.” Harriet grouses at the Doctor and 
Rose about how somebody's got to sort it all out, and remembers that 
they don't even have a PM anymore. The Doctor suggests that she herself 
have a go, and she laughs at him, once again calling herself a 
“back-bencher."” Rose says she'd certainly vote for Harriet, who tells them 
to stop with this foolishness. They beam at her. 


Harriet climbs across the wreckage toward a crowd, and the Doctor 
smiles at her, having finally placed the name. Harriet: "The Earth is safe! 
Sergeant!" She heads for the cameras and ambulances, and the Doctor 
spills: “Harriet Jones -- future Prime Minister. Elected for three 
successive terms: the architect of Britain's Golden Age." “The crisis has 
passed!" Harriet reports to the cameras. “Ladies and gentlemen! | have 
something to say to you all! Mankind stands tall, proud, and undefeated. 
God bless the human race!" The Doctor and Rose fondly watch Harriet 
taking flight, and turn and walk off quietly. 


Jackie devours Rose, of course, and it's very sweet. They both close their 
eyes, back together again. The Doctor, chuffed indeed, starts up the 
TARDIS. 


Rose watches Harriet's speech, still in replay on TV. Jackie comes in and 
is affronted: "Who does she think she is? Look at her! Taking all the 
credit. Should be you on there!" Oh, Jackie. She yells at Harriet on the 
screen, “My daughter saved the world!" Rose laughs: “I think the Doctor 
helped a bit." Jackie sits and agrees, and says they should both be 
knighted. Rose: "That's not the way he does things. No fuss, he 
just...moves on. He's not that bad if you gave him a chance." Jackie 
grudgingly says that he's "good in a crisis,” and Rose pokes fun: "Oh! Now 
the world has changed; you're saying nice things about him!" It has. 
Jackie says that she’s got no choice, now that Rose is “infatuated,” and 
Rose is...not convincing in her protest. Why even try? "What does he eat?" 
asks Jackie, and Rose is like, “Bwuh?" Jackie says that she's planning on 
making a shepherd's pie, and Rose giggles at her. “All of us! A proper 
sitdown. Because...l'm ready to listen. | wanna learn about you, and him, 
and that life you lead. Only, | dunno, he's an alien. For all | know, he eats 
grass and safety pins and things." Best line of the episode? | think so, 
personally. | love this scene so much, it's very Queer As Folk. “The Doctor 
doesn't do boyfriends.” Rose rolls her eyes and says that he can handle 
shepherd's pie. She loves Jackie so, so much: "You're gonna cook for him? 
He's met his match." Jackie offers to slap her, and heads off to the 
kitchen, calling back that Rose needs to visit her Gran tomorrow, and to 
fake up some French because she's been lying that the last year was 


spent in France. That's so Jackie: lying to relatives while turning out 
sixteen different versions of a WANTED poster and framing Mickey for 
murder. Her concept of appearances is really vastly fucked up. 


Rose's phone rings, and the screen, cutely, says, “TARDIS." "Right, I'll be a 
couple of hours, then we can go,” says the Doctor. She's amazed that he 
has a phone, and he Excellent Questions her right back: “You think | can 
travel through space and time and | haven't got a phone?" He laughs, and 
the phone he's got is so, so '90s Cube Farm, it's hilarious. He does 
something to disrupt the Slitheen advertising transmission, and Rose 
interrupts: "My mother's cooking." He gets very far away all of a sudden, 
in his face. "Good!" he chuckles. "Put her on a slow heat and let her 
simmer." Second best line of the episode. Rose clarifies needlessly that 
she's cooking tea, for them. “I don't do that," says the Doctor. Told ya! 
Rose says that Jackie wants to get to know him, which is fair dinkum in 
my opinion, even though this is a story about leaving home. The Doctor 
protests, she kinda whines, he pulls out the big guns of her ass staying 
there. Beat. "...But right now there's this plasma storm brewing in the 
Horsehead Nebula.” Rose listens, as the Doctor gets more and more into 
it. "Fires burning ten million miles wide. | could fly the TARDIS right into 
the heart of it, then ride the shock wave all the way out -- hurtle right 
across the sky and end up anywhere!" Rose stares out at the room around 
her. "Your choice,” says the Doctor, and hangs up. Whoa. She thinks 
really hard, and on the TARDIS, he pauses a moment like he's going to 
reconsider the shepherd's pie, but shakes it off. | guess the whole "wild 
and pure” thing is very attractive, but he's also got such a large heart (a 
pair of them!) that it seems like a strange way of going there. 


Jackie brings some tea into the living room, speaking to Rose, and 
notices that she's gone. Jackie heads up to her bedroom, where Rose is 
packing, talking -- this is actually the part that got to me, for some 
reason -- about how she's got a "bottle of Amaretto from New Years Eve.” 
Something about her wanting to impress the Doctor, or making the best 
of what she's got, and wanting everything to be perfect, so that she can 
keep a piece of her daughter there, or annex the Doctor and make him 
hers too, so that Rose won't really be gone, and a little bit of shame at 
her circumstances, because she's a widow in the council estates who 
worries constantly about money, and this is just like Rose leaving Jackie 
for Hollywood, to make a life for herself, because what Jackie can 
provide is not enough. And the best she can do is fucking Amaretto. But 
parenting is first draft, and Jackie has no way of knowing that every 
single child worth her salt has to make this jump, so to Jackie it's just an 
indictment, and she wants to dress it up so pretty, like a pretty Sunday 


dress from the Filene's sale rack, to be at least the equal of this 
wonderful separate life she'll never get for herself, or really be a part of, 
and that makes me incredibly sad. And it makes me love her very, very 
much. 


"| was wondering whether he drinks or not,” says Jackie, watching Rose 
pack, already knowing she's lost. "Yeah, he does,” says Rose, still 
packing, upper lip stiff indeed, like she's angry at the clothes. Fora 
scene they've done in like every episode, this is really quite touching. | 
wish the whole story were one episode, because the interpersonals are 
really good in this story, and the only reason they're overbalanced is 
because of the needless complications of the plot arising from making it 
a two-parter, so it seems like it's coming out of nowhere, when really -- 
if you're into this kind of thing -- it's the heart of both episodes. Jackie 
watches Rose, and begs, “Don't go, sweetheart.” Rose turns and looks at 
her. "Please don't go," says Jackie. ...And Rose keeps packing. Just 
because this is the way the story goes doesn't mean she's not being a 
dick: it's part of the process. | don't think I've ever been more appalled 
than by the behavior, for example, of Angela Chase, but that is how this 
story goes. 


Mickey sits on a garbage can near the TARDIS with a newspaper. It's 
getting late. The little boy who spray-painted the TARDIS is cleaning it 
off again. Weird. | guess it's just so we'd remember that it was there. The 
Doctor comes out of the TARDIS and thanks the kid, and says that if he 
does it again, he'll get it. The Doctor approaches Mickey, who says, "I just 
went down the shop. And | was thinking, you know, like the whole world's 
changed. Aliens and spaceships all in public. And here it is.” He shows the 
Doctor the newspaper he's reading: “Alien Hoax?" Both Mickey and Rose 
have said that: "The whole world's changed.” And | guess that's why we 
came back to the estates for this story -- because it has. Mickey's 
exasperated that people are calling it all a "hoax" when they saw what 
happened. "They're just not ready. You're happy to believe in something 
that's invisible --" Oh, snap! America, you just got served! "--but if it's 
staring you in the face -- nope! Can't see it! There's a scientific 
explanation for that: you're thick.” | think really a healthy mix of both is 
called for. Mickey laughs and says, half-questioning: “We're just idiots.” 
Doctor gives him a shock: “Well, not all of you.” Mickey's posture 
improves a bit. The Doctor gives him a "present": a virus Mickey can use 
online to destroy every mention of the Doctor: "I'll cease to exist.” Red 
flag, but I'm not sure how. The Doctor loves history, knows it's the 
measure of existence. Remove his impact on this world, and he won't 
only cease to exist, he'll never have existed, in the record. Seems like 


that would look even more final to somebody in his circumstance: Earth 
itself is a largish blip anyway. Sounds, though, like it suits him just fine. 


The Doctor: "You're right. | am dangerous. | don't want anybody following 
me." Jackie and Rose come out of the flat and toward the TARDIS, black 
flies a-floating in their Chardonnay, and Mickey asks the most Excellent 
and Apposite Question: "How can you say that and then take her with 
you?” The Doctor looks him in the eye: "You could look after her. Come 
with us.” Mickey starts to stutter: "I can't. This life of yours...it’s just too 
much, |...| couldn't do it. Don't tell her | said that." Bad. Worse: Jackie 
says, “I'll get a proper job. I'll work weekends, I'll pass my test, and if Jim 
comes ‘round again, I'll say no. | really will.” That's not how parenting 
works. It's so sad! She's such a fucking fuckup! Rose tries to explain that 
it's nothing to do with Jackie: "I'm traveling, that's all. And then I'll come 
back!" Jackie reminds her of the safety issue, and Rose tries it simply: 
"Mum, if you saw it out there... You'd never stay home." Girl, she knows. 
That's the worst part of all. If Rose did something crazy like...become 
the British Britney Spears, say, or marry a ninety-year-old redhead TV 
presenter, Jackie could go along, like all the pop-star parents there are. 
But this...it's a wonderful brilliant life that by definition cannot include 
her. And the really bad part is, there's no bad guy. It's not like Rose is 
telling Jackie to fuck off; she's just choosing something better, and her 
mom can't come. | wonder how parents v. non-parents react to this line 
of inquiry. It's kind of killing me. The Doctor rips on Rose's luggage's 
quantity and size. Rose: "Last time | stepped in there, it was spur of the 
moment. Now I'm signing up. You're stuck with me." She smiles and 
laughs, but it's true. The moment she and Mickey and Harriet and the 
Doctor agreed to fire on Downing Street, she stopped being a tourist. And 
the neat thing there is that they both realized it, at the time, and that's 
really rare. The whole world is changing. 


As Jackie looks the Doctor up and down -- wouldn't you? Especially if he 
was leaving? I'd take some Polaroids -- Rose asks Mickey to come with 
them. Mickey gestures to the Doctor, who jumps in, all bluster: "No 
chance. He's a liability, I'm not having him on board." Wow. It's funny 
that he's proving how much he loves her -- and Mickey -- by openly lying 
to her and being a dick about this. Rose protests that they'd be dead 
without Mickey this week, and the Doctor puts on his resolved face: "My 
decision is final.” It's just because the character is underwritten and 
bluntish that | don't key in as strongly on this -- | imagine, reading the 
script, you'd picture him as the hottie football hooligan next door, 
six-eight with a buzzcut. Does that make sense? The baseball bat, and 
the weirdo sexist shit at the beginning of the series, and the whole “my 


boyfriend is made of plastic” thing plays into a stereotype that is 
completely different from Mickey's actual energy. Laddish, White 
Vannish. Scottish. And that's not Mickey, because the Mickey we see is 
lithe and cheeky and smart and jumpy, not bulky and well-meaning. But 
given a chance, I'd say that you could lay his relationship down next to 
Jackie's and see some parallels: Rose is leaving him behind, only instead 
of leaving for a new life, she's leaving for a new man. Mickey, on the 
page and on the screen, gets their relationship better than anybody else, 
| wager, at this point, because he kind of loves the Doctor too, and for 
the same reasons -- which would make him a good Companion! -- so his 
journey here has been no simpler. Rose is reaching for a life they both 
deserve, but he's still too scared to do so as well. Rose apologizes to him 
for the Doctor's brusque refusal, and they kiss. 


Jackie rounds on the Doctor: “You still can't promise me. What if she gets 
lost? What if something happens to you, Doctor, and she's left all alone 
standing on some moon a million light years away -- how long do | wait 
then?" | don't want to find out. But this show doesn't seem to shy away 
from doing awful things to lovable people, so | wouldn't be surprised if 
this actual scenario plays out at some point. The plottiness is tight 
enough already for that to be a possibility. Rose comforts her mum, 
reminding her that it's a time machine: "| could go traveling around suns 
and planets and all the way out to the edge of the universe and by the 
time | get back, yeah? Ten seconds would have passed. Just ten seconds." 
But the privilege of children is not realizing the problem there: she won't 
be just ten seconds older. She puts her arms around Jackie and smiles 
sweetly: "So stop worrying. See you in ten seconds’ time. Hmm?" No 
goodbyes this time, note. | love that. 


Rose and Jackie embrace, and Rose and the Doctor board the trusty 
TARDIS. Mickey gives a small wave, and Rose shuts the door. Mickey and 
Jackie stand very still, as the TARDIS fades away. Jackie looks at her 
watch. "Ten seconds." Jackie turns back to the flats, I'm sure with 
Amaretto on her mind, and Mickey settles back in on top of his dustbin, 
with his newspaper. | wish Jackie would invite him up. 


EXPLICATE! ELUCIDATE! EXPOSIT...ATE! 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 6 | Aired on 04.13.2006 


Dalek - One of the best stories so far strains under the weight of its own anvils, but as 
usual, the acting sells the story better than the plot can. The eponymous monster 
meets the Doctor in Utah 2012, and hardly anybody survives. 


So the Future Architect of Britain's Golden Age called me Thursday. It 
was on my red phone, which is only for threats from fictional characters. 
And the first thing she said was, "Harriet Jones, Prime Minister. Why do 
your translator microbes hate me?" And | didn't want to give offense, so | 
just said: “I don't know my dessert wines, brandy, and port, and sherry, 
and the rest. And you're weird! | can see you fermenting a porch. And 
‘Made In Britain’? Everybody knows that 10 Downing Street was 
transported from Wichita Kansas, a brick at a time. What can | say?” And 
she was all, "I'm Prime Minister, you know?" With that tone they get. And 
| wished her well, and backtracked, and ate shit, but she wasn't having 
it. She threatened to send somebody after me, and | didn't quite catch it, 
but | wasn't about to admit that. Something about sending...it was an 
anagram, | know that much. The Doc Who Rot, maybe, or the Dow 
Cohort. Or was it the "Crowd Hoot"? That sounds scary. Anyhow, | don't 
remember, and I'm scared to find out, but the point is, I'm a dumb-ass, 
and you always quote politicians carefully, because they're quite pissy 
when you don't. I'm still learning! Thanks to every single one of you who 
wanted to be the one to let me know | screwed up, and thanks to Craig 
C., for being the one thousandth person to do so. Your special prize is in 
the mail! Far be it from me to interrupt anybody's fun, though, which is 
why | have riddled this recap with inconsistencies and falsehoods, and 
have committed to doing so from now on. Have fun finding them all! 


The Doctor and Rose step out of the TARDIS, talking about how they've 
been “drawn off course" by some kind of a signal. | think it’s rather 
optimistic to think of themselves as being "on a course” to begin with, 
but I'm sure they were headed somewhere. The Doctor looks around, and 
ascertains that they've hit Utah, "North America," in 2012, half a mile 
underground. The date’s not by accident. At least it's not Rose's world 
that's ending this time. They're standing in a museum space, which the 
Doctor illuminates: "An alien museum. Someone's got a hobby. They 
must've spent a fortune on this: chunks of meteorite, moon dust...that's 
the milometer from the Roswell Spaceship..." Rose sees a "bit of Slitheen” 
in one of the cases, a stuffed Raxacoricofallapatorian arm, with those 
claws. The Doctor exclaims loudly, and shows Rose the head of a 
Cyberman. This episode does a lot to put the fear back into Daleks, but | 


do like that it makes a point of highlighting the only villains 
sillier-looking than Daleks. The Doctor: "An old friend of mine. ...Well, 
enemy.” The Doctor stares, lost in thought. You can be both. It's about 
intimacy. "The stuff of nightmares, reduced to an exhibit.” Like it's a bad 
thing. I'm no kind of adventurer, but | can see that being some kind of a 
bummer. Like Snoopy at the Red Baron Museum. "I'm getting old," says 
the Doctor. Because if all his enemies are gone, or archaic, and if his 
people are gone, then isn't he obsolete too? Isn't that part of extinction? 
Rose asks whether the Cyberman is sending the signal, and the Doctor 
calls it “stone dead," adding, “The signal's alive. Something's reaching 
out." He stares into the glass: "Calling for help.” And he reaches out to 
touch it, this enemy, now stone dead. Like mirror glass. And the alarms 
go off, and the soldiers flood in, guns drawn, and Rose remarks on the 
Doctor being in an alien museum: "If someone's collecting aliens, that 
makes you Exhibit A." They hold still, and the Doctor smiles brightly at 
the men. You'd have to know him to catch the “oh fuck" sprinkled on top. 


Credits, episode by Robert Shearman. 


Chopper Bad Wolf One comes in for a landing at the base. Inside, men 
with guns line the walls, and a detachment accompanies Henry van 
Statten -- a silly mishmash of incompatible American stereotypes with a 
crap accent and stupid moustache and a soul patch -- into the base. 
Some ass-kisser approaches, and wishes van Statten a happy birthday, 
mentioning that the President has called to convey his best wishes. Van 
Statten replies that the President is ten points down and needs replacing, 
and, upon being questioned, fires the guy: "Wipe his memory, put him on 
the road someplace -- Memphis, Minneapolis, somewhere beginning with 
‘M,” he orders Security, without slowing at all. A lovely redhead, Diana 
Goddard, hurries up behind him. "Next President, what do you think? 
Republican or Democrat?" he asks her. She says Democrat: "... They're just 
so funny, sir?” That's funny. Her accent's kind of crappy too. | don't know 
why that's a problem. It's not. It's a British show, they're allowed to have 
cruddy accents. "What is your name?" van Statten asks, taken by that 
joke. She pronounces her name "GOD-ard.” "I like you, Diana Goddard," 
he says, like an evil American bookend to the Doctor and Harriet. Van 
Statten summons “the English kid,” who comes running up. His name is 
Adam Mitchell. He's not really that cute, but at least he’s not annoying, 
yet. In an early version of the script, Adam was actually van Statten's 
son. Adam shouts that he got ten new alien artifacts at an auction, and 
van Staten gets excited. Goddard respectfully tells him about the 
intruders discovered “fifty-four floors down," and how nobody can figure 
out how they got in. Van Statten makes a joke | don't understand; 


everybody laughs, because he tells him to, because that's the actual 
joke. Van Statten tells her to bring the visitors up -- and to notify 
"Simmons" that he wants to "visit [his] little den” -- and goes into an 
office. 


Goddard walkies to Simmons, and tells him he'd better give her good 
news: "Is it talking?" We see Simmons through the alien's POV. Now, 
there's not really a way to film this little scene without doing that -- or 
letting on what kind of alien it is, which is the kind named in the title of 
the episode -- but still, given what follows, it's interesting. The Doctor 
has admitted love of Cybermen, and now we're looking through the eyes 
of a Dalek. So weird, so fresh, so 2012. Simmons is attacking us/the 
Dalek with some horrible instrument of torture, like a chainsaw or 
something. He isn't nice: "Not exactlytalking, no. Screaming, is that any 
good?" He takes the chainsaw to us/the Dalek/the Doctor/a people again. 


(Deleted: Van Statten and Adam geek out about the artifacts, as Goddard 
brings in the Doctor and Rose. Indicating one of the expensive items, 
they discuss how and what they could possible be used or intended for. "I 
really wouldn't hold it like that," says the Doctor, to a terse "Shut it" from 
Goddard; the Doctor just repeats that it's wrong. Adam asks him whether 
it's dangerous, and the Doctor replies that it just looks silly. He reaches 
for it, and Security cock their guns, and van Statten tells them to chill. 
The Doctor tells them to be more delicate, running his fingers gently 
over the artifact and producing a clear note of music. He continues 
playing it, beaming at them all, and van Statten says, “It’s a musical 
instrument.” Like he can't believe there are things without purpose 
beyond beauty. And one of them, the Doctor, replies that it's "a long way 
from home.” And that's the point of van Statten, and most of the point of 
the episode, but whatever, it got cut for time. Van Statten reaches for 
the instrument, and the Doctor gets eyebrows with him: "I did say 
‘delicate. He talks van Statten through it, as van Statten gets more of a 
feel for the "precision" it requires, and they bond for a moment about the 
Doctor's expertise, and van Statten’'s ability to mimic human behavior to 
produce beauty, working in concert with the Doctor. Then, van Statten 
tosses it aside, dropping it on the floor, scaring the Doctor and Adam, 
showing where he stands on beauty and utility, foreshadowing 
everything. So of course it's gotta come off.) 


"Who exactly are you?" asks van Statten, and the Doctor -- not feeling so 
friendly now that he's seen the way van Statten rolls -- answers 
simply:"I'm the Doctor. And who are you?" Van Statten scoffs: “We're 
hidden away with the most valuable collection of extra-terrestrial 


artifacts in the world, and you just stumbled in by mistake?” The Doctor's 
like, "Pretty much." Van Statten wonders how they got in -- "with your 
little cat burglar accomplice" -- and compliments the Doctor on 
collecting such a lovely specimen. Yuck. | would also like to state for the 
record that Billie Piper, a lovely girl on her worst possible day, looks as 
close to a homeless person in this episode as it's possible for her to look. 
No idea why that's the case, but from the moment they step out of the 
TARDIS it's like she woke up in a garbage bin. Rose threatens to smack 
van Statten if he keeps talking about her like she’s not there, so he keeps 
doing it, still staring at the Doctor: “She's English, too! Hey, Little Lord 
Fauntleroy, got you a girlfriend!" Yuck. Adam introduces them to Mr. 
Henry van Statten, and Rose gets all Powell Estates: “And ‘oo's 'e when ‘e's 
at ‘ome?" Adam tells them that van Statten owns the internet. Absurd, 
but funny. Rose scoffs, and van Statten’s like, "Exactly, and let's keep 
everybody thinking that | don't.” The Doctor gets a little anvilicious, all of 
a sudden, even though things were going fine: “So you're an expert on 
just about everything -- except the things in your museum. Anything you 
don't understand, you lock up." Van Statten, instead of calling him a 
fucking wanker, asks whether the Doctor's claiming superiority. “I don't 
need to make claims,” says the Doctor. "| know how good | am.” But, van 
Statten points out, he got captured: "Right next to the Cage." And by the 
way, what were they doing down there? The Doctor's like, "Whatever. 
You tell me." They are kind of getting gay with each other like this during 
the entire episode. The Doctor's all, “Show me your specimen,” and van 
Statten's like, "You wanna see it?,” and Rose is like, "Enough already with 
the boys kissing business," and van Statten wants to bring them down to 
the Cage to see the specimen. Only Rose isn't invited, because this is 
actually a boys-only make-out party. Van Stratten: "You, English: look 
after the girl. Canoodle, or spoon, or whatever it is you British do. And 
you, Doctor with no name...come and see my pet.” 


Van Statten leads the Doctor to the cage, and taps in codes to let them 
in: "We've tried everything. The creature has shielded itself, but there's 
[sic] definite signs of life inside.” The Doctor's like, “Inside what?” but too 
late, they're dealing with Simmons now, who says, “Welcome back, sir. 
I've had to take the power down -- the Metaltron is resting.” Van Statten's 
very proud of having come up with the "“Metaltron" name for the 
specimen, although this is a man who calls his company "Geocomtex," so 
I'm kind of proud of “Metaltron,” too. Van Statten wants to know the 
creature's "real" name, and Simmons gives the Doctor some gloves: "The 
last guy that touched it...burst into flames." The Doctor's like, “Um, | 
won't touch it, then?” Goddard kind of giggles, like we're supposed to be 
ambivalent about her, but I'm not ambivalent about her. She's an asshole. 


She is in league with assholes. The end. Van Statten and Goddard watch 
the Doctor calmly (and a little bit smirkily) enter the Cage, and wait to 
be impressed. "Don't open that door until we get a result,” says van 
Statten. The door shuts behind the Doctor. 


Some of the “world-gripping" products offered at the Geocomtex website 
are “ether beam sensing technology," “telebiogenesis," "bonded 
polycarbon," and "reduced stature nebulalloy." Which are interesting in a 
retro-engineered kind of way, but not as interesting as the “argentum 
ordnance” or the node stabilized in two variants: "lupus" and “nocens." 


Inside the Cage,the Doctor checks out Simmons's torture devices. In the 
darkness and scary music, he spots a dim blue light and says, “Look, I'm 
sorry about this. Mr. van Statten might think he's clever, but never mind 
him. I've come to help. I'm the Doctor.” And, out of the darkness, there's 
a tiny, high voice: "Doc-tor?"” And the Doctor recognizes the voice, but 
you can't say he really believes: “Impossible.” The hidden creature gets 
more excited: "The Doctor?" The Doctor’s mouth hangs open. The lights 
come up, revealing the alien to be a Dalek. Which is screaming in that 
hysterical way they do: "Exterminate! Exterminate! Exterminate!" The 
Doctor goes apeshit, screaming and beating on the door of the Cage, 
begging to be let out. That's a new thing to see the Doctor doing. It's kind 
of pathetic. It certainly helps make the case for the Dalek being scary, 
considering that the Doctor laughs at, like, actual apocalypses and stuff. 
Close on the Doctor's face, terrified. 


(Van Statten. "Of the States," perhaps? Just a theory.) The Dalek waves 
its arm helplessly, like an insect, blustering and screeching: "You are an 
enemy of the Daleks! You must be destroyed!" And like a kid with an 
insect, the Doctor breaks into a grin: “It's not working!" The Dalek's 
eyestalk swivels down to its arm, as the Doctor laughs cruelly: "Fantastic! 
Oh, fantastic!" There's relief in the joy. It turns into something else: 
"Powerless! Look at you. The Great Space Dustbin. How does it feel?" The 
Doctor lunges, and the Dalek begs him to stay back, but he leans in tight, 
and there's no Doctor here; he's unrecognizable: “What're you going to do 
to me? If you can't kill, then what are you good for, Dalek? What's the 
point of you?" The Doctor circles it, angry and dark, and it watches him, 
afraid, as he goes: "You're nothing.” | could almost believe it's trying to 
get him to touch it, goading him and using his fears and guilt against him, 
but the weakness of dialogue in this and other scenes makes me think 
that's multiplying entities. Better to think that. “What did you hear, 
Clarice?" 


Van Statten, Goddard, and Simmons watch the proceedings. "What the 
hell are you here for?” the Doctor asks the Dalek. It replies that it’s 
“waiting for orders,” and that it is a soldier, bred "to receive orders." 
Anything, anybody else, that would be the saddest thing the Doctor ever 
heard. But there's no pity in him for this thing: "Well, you're never gonna 
get any. Not ever." The Dalek's voice rises: "| demand orders!" Half of 
what makes Daleks scary is the voice: that combination of nearly-insane 
hysteria and obsessively logical repetition. Saying terribly sane things in a 
terribly insane way. “They're never gonna come!" screams the Doctor. 
There's a little bit of Method spit dribbling. It's really hard to watch. 
"Your race is dead! You all burnt, all of you. Ten million ships on fire!" 
He's talking about the Daleks, sure. "The entire Dalek race wiped out in 
one second." The Dalek calls him a liar. "| watched it happen,” the Dcotor 
says, and leans in. "| made it happen." The Dalek is a creature well 
acquainted with destruction. It still can't comprehend: "You destroyed 
us?" And that's the thing that snaps the Doctor out of it. Just a little -- 
he's still scary as hell -- but enough that he can turn his back and answer 
honestly, in a dead voice, "I had no choice." 


Van Statten, Goddard, and Simmons watch as the Dalek asks after the 
Time Lords. This could all be Greek to the humans, | suppose. | still feel 
like we don't have the whole story, and what story we do have is pretty 
yucky. 


",..Dead. They burnt with you. The end of the last great Time War. 
Everyone lost,” the Doctor tells the Dalek. He's not looking at anything, 
now. He's there. “And the coward survived," says the Dalek. The Doctor 
makes fun of the Dalek's distress signal -- mocks him frighteningly, 
madly. They have an embarrassing conversation, saved only by Chris 
Eccleston, about how the Dalek and Doctor are “alone in the Universe," 
and that they're just "the same,” and everything you should have already 
been thinking about. Pretend this scene didn't happen. “We're not the 
same, I'm not..." A smile, from the Doctor. Not a happy one. "No, wait. 
Maybe we are, you're right. Yeah, okay, you've got a point, because | 
know what to do. | know what should happen. | know what you deserve: 
Exterminate." (Which is, again, the prototype for the rest of the episode. 
| guess assuming that we're stupid is suddenly in vogue again. This is why 
| liked “The End Of The World" so much: because it didn't draw you a 
fucking map every other second. Every scene is like a hologram for the 
main story.) The Doctor pulls a lever on the control board, and the Dalek 
starts getting all electrocuted and screamy. The Dalek asks for pity, and 
the Doctor refuses it: “Why should I? You never did." He turns up the level 
of the electricity. Heavy. 


Van Statten tells Security to get the Doctor the hell out of there, as the 
Dalek continues to scream for help. Security burst in, and grab the 
Doctor, and van Statten begs the Dalek to speak to him. As the Doctor is 
dragged away, he screams that the Dalek must be destroyed 
immediately, but van Statten just stares at its lines and attachments: 
“The last in the Universe. And now | know your name. Dalek. Speak to 
me, Dalek.” At its silence, van Statten grows in ridiculous impatience -- "I 
am Henry van Statten, now recognize me!" -- and finally hands it back 
over to Simmons: "Whatever it takes." 


Adam shows Rose around his workroom, clearly lonely, chatty, kind of 
crushing on her, showing her random bits of space crap: “The thing is, it's 
all true. Everything the United Nations tries to keep quiet -- spacecrafts, 
aliens, visitors to Earth -- they really exist." Rose is like, "That's 
amazing!" She's doing it in a way where it’s sweet and cute, not like she's 
fucking with him. “I know it sounds incredible, but | honestly believe that 
the whole Universe is teeming with life,” says Adam. Rose smiles to 
herself and admits to him that it's gobsmacking: "And you do what? Sit 
here and catalogue it?” Oooh, Tyler. Feeling a little competitive? Adam 
tells her that it's the best job in the world, and Rose smiles with the 
self-satisfaction of somebody who's got one that's maybe just a little bit 
better. Hey Rose, before you go all "my Doctor can beat up your Doctor" 
on this poor kid, you might want to check out the demonstration in 
cruelty currently going on down in the Cage. “Imagine if you could get 
out there. Travel amongst the stars, and see it for real," says Rose. 
Which Adam agrees would be nice, but is not going to happen. Rose asks 
about the people who say they've been abducted or visited or whatever, 
and they laugh and agree that they're all crazy. | love how Billie Piper is 
like the one singer-turned-actor in history that's ever turned out fucking 
brilliant at it. Adam admits that he was recruited by van Statten's genius 
hunters, and tells her that, when he was eight, he logged into the U.S. 
Defense System, and nearly caused World War Three. Rose somehow 
avoids telling him that her boyfriend did the same thing just last week, 
and that the password for the entire internet is apparently “buffalo.” 
Adam calls the chaos his little War Games stunt caused “fantastic,” and 
Rose says he sounds like the Doctor. There's a whole "we're just friends” 
conversation that's lame, because, like, I'm so sure, Adam. It’s totally 
Rose Tyler you're talking to. She's liking the flirty, but he's just a boy, so 
she pulls back and changes course: "Wouldn't you rather be downstairs? | 
mean, you've got these bits of metal and stuff, but Mr. van Statten's got 
a living creature down there." He's got two. Adam admits that van 
Statten's been keeping the Metaltron to himself, but that Adam's patched 
all genius-like into the comms system, so they take a look. "It doesn't do 


much, the alien. It's weird, it's kind of useless. It's just like this great big 
pepper pot." They watch Simmons torture the Dalek until it screams, and 
Rose's first thought is for the Doctor: "Take me down there. Now." 


The Doctor steps into the elevator with van Statten and Goddard, 
explaining that the trashcan is actually “battle armor" and that there's an 
actual creature inside. | didn’t know that. | bet it looks like Gollum in 
there. The Doctor describes it as "a nightmare" and "a mutation": "The 
Dalek race was genetically engineered; every single emotion was 
removed except hate." Van Statten’s impressed by that, and asks who did 
this. "A genius,” the Doctor tells him. “A man who was king of his own 
little world." Although, admittedly, he did have his own set of issues. 
"You'd like him,” the Doctor says. Get it? Goddard says that, since it's 
been on Earth getting auctioned from collection to collection for fifty 
years, the threat matrix the Doctor's on about seems kind of overblown: 
"Why would it be a threat now?" "Because I'm here,” the Doctor answers. 
They have a conversation about how the Dalek crash-landed onto Earth 
like a meteorite, and took three days to cool down: “And all that time it 
was screaming -- it must've gone insane." Goddard's not broken up about 
its trauma, much. The Doctor posits that the Dalek must have "fallen 
through time," and tells them about the Time War. “But you survived, 
too," says van Statten, not looking at him. "Not by choice," says the 
Doctor, not looking at anybody. Van Statten suddenly realizes that the 
Doctor is an alien, not to mention the last of his kind... 


...and, in a series of cuts, he’s got the Doctor stripped to the waist and 
crucified on some kind of device. Like somebody said, “You know, | like 
gay porn, but it's just not boring enough. Or gay enough!" Van Statten 
runs his scanners all over the Doctor's torso, and for some reason it's 
quite painful, and he wants to patent the Doctor's binary vascular 
system, and the Doctor finally twigs to how van Statten works: "You don't 
just collect this stuff, you scavenge it.” Van Statten is like, "Duh," and 
then says that "broadband" came from Roswell, and that the cure for the 
common cold has been discovered in “the Russian Crater," but that of 
course he's not releasing it: “Why sell one cure when | can sell a thousand 
palliatives?” You know Americans say that word all the time. He smirks, 
and the Doctor is still trying to help: "Do you know what a Dalek is, van 
Statten? A Dalek is honest. It does what it was born to do, for the survival 
of its species. That creature in your dungeon is better than you.” And van 
Statten replies in the best way he can, which is to say, "Fine, if you said 
it, it must be true, so | guess I'm a huge torturer, so here's a hot cup of 
torture.” The Doctor screams again that the Dalek is going to kill 
everybody in the whole Vault, but this is van Statten's world, van 


Statten's Cage, and nothing can escape the Cage. Zap! And oh, the 
Doctor screams: “But it's woken up! It knows I'm here! It's gonna get out! 
Van Statten, | swear no one on this base is safe! No one on this planet!” | 
like how this scene does quadruple duty: it's telling us about the reality 
of “Exterminate," to which we might not have completely caught on 
before: that it means “everybody for real." And it's making the point that 
just because the Doctor is an instrument of beauty doesn’t mean van 
Statten won't use him as a weapon, because he doesn't get it -- and 
continues to link the Doctor and the Dalek in ever more complex ways, 
including that one. And it’s making the point that even while getting 
zapped by homoerotic pain rays, the Doctor still wants to save van 
Statten’s innards. And it's making the point that as long as there's fan 
fiction, good guys are going to get zapped by homoerotic pain rays. 


Adam flashes ID to get himself and Rose into the Cage, but since this is 
Utah, he doesn't need to mention Flydale North. Rose ignores Adam's 
warnings, and gets right up in the Dalek's grill: “Hello?” Silence. “Are you 
in pain? My name's Rose Tyler. I've got a friend, he can help. He's called 
the Doctor. What's your name?" She just said the magic word and she 
doesn't even know it. And the Dalek says, “Yes.” It is in pain. “They 
tortured me. But still they fear me. Do you fear me?" She doesn't. It's 
ashamed: "I am dying.” Any time Rose is nice to anybody, he or she dies 
horribly. “| welcome death. But | am glad that before | die...] met a 
human who was not afraid." Rose is overwhelmed, with sadness and pain 
and disgust, at what they've done. This isn't the Rose who put anything 
“alien” on the same ugly shelf. Guess there's a lesson here about being a 
bit more discerning. No blanket statements. “Isn't there anything | can 
do?" she asks. The Dalek plays the trump card, the one it pulled out of 
the deck when she mentioned the Doctor: "My race is dead. | shall die 
alone." And since the Doctor says this every five minutes, Rose knows 
what to do: reach out, tears in her eyes, and touch, remind it that it’s 
not alone. Adam screams, too late, but something is happening. Rose's 
palmprint burns bright orange on its skin, she snatches away her hand, 
and the Dalek goes buckwild: "Genetic material extrapolated -- initiate 
cellular reconstruction!" Chains burst, sparks fly, Simmons shits himself. 
The Dalek points its sucker at him as he comes near. Simmons: “Whatcha 
gonna do? Sucker me to death?" Um, yes, dick. It CGls that sucker right 
over his face, and his skull cracks in, as Rose and Adam get the hell out 
of there. The alert goes up, "Condition Red," and van Statten stares at 
the very sweaty, very shaky, very tired Doctor, who tells him, “Release 
me if you want to live.” 


The Doctor, van Statten, Goddard, and Security head into Goddard's 


office, communicating with the kids and the gatekeeper Bywater down in 
the lobby. "You've got to keep it in that cell,” the Doctor yells, over 
Rose's self-accusation. Bywater says he's sealed the compartment, no 
worries, the “lock's got a billion combinations.” Again with the American 
overestimation. The Doctor's very comic-booky: "The Dalek's a genius! It 
can calculate a thousand billion combinations in one second flat!" So, the 
Dalek calculates the billion combinations with its sucker in well over one 
second flat, and the door opens, Security's guns at the ready. They shoot 
and shoot, as van Statten's screaming that he needs it unharmed, and the 
Doctor's sort of naively telling Rose to get out of there. No effect on the 
Dalek at all, as it comes closer. Bywater sends the kids off with a female 
guard name of DiMaggio. (Cute, right? "DiMaggio." That's how you can tell 
she'll die a hero.) The Dalek does a cool thing, smashing through the 
screen that shows the Doctor and van Statten, electrocuting itself, and 
bending itself back into perfection whilst screaming. Bywater’s like, "FYI, 
I'm out.” 


Goddard, with the Doctor and van Statten over her shoulder, watches the 
monitor, as the Dalek exterminates all the base's electricity. "Oh my God. 
It's raiding the entire power supply for the whole of Utah!" Rough. The 
Doctor says that it's "downloading," as the Dalek takes down the West 
Coast as well, and clarifies: “It's not just energy! That Dalek just 
absorbed the entire internet! It knows everything!" It helps to have your 
finger on the remote so that you can have yourself a nice giggle at this 
point. Or, alternately, so that you can replay that little speech over and 
over. "It's not just energy! That Dalek just absorbed the entire internet! 
It knows everything!" Why on earth would anyone think this show's 
ridiculous? | have no idea. Science fiction and | work on a five-point 
scale, so that every time something stupid happens, we lose a finger. To 
review: the Dalek is downloading not only all of America's electricity, but 
also the entire internet. Which entire internet is owned by one Henry van 
Statten. And suddenly there's just one finger left, and can you guess 
which one it is? 


The Dalek backs up off the computer, screaming that "The Daleks survive 
in me! Also loads of porn!,” and then fires a scary beam all over the 
place. Everybody screams about how the cameras are down, the power is 
down, the Dalek must be killed, and Goddard summons all available 
guards to “the Metaltron Cage." DiMaggio leads Rose and Adam running 
through a squad of Security, and Bywater shows up to direct them, 
shouting a bunch of orders, and then getting exterminated. The guard's 
bullets melt before they hit the Dalek, for some reason, but they don't 
turn into anything particularly cool. Maybe some argentum ordnance 


would come in handy right now. The surrounded Dalek busies itself with 
exterminating a shitload of everybody, as van Statten whines about 
saving the Dalek, because the guards are expendable, but the Dalek is 
unique, and he screams into the comms, "I don't want a scratch on its 
body work? Do you hear me? Do you hear me?" But they don't, because 
they're all dead. | wish somebody would exterminate Henry van Statten. 
He's a cartoon. The Dalek takes off down the hallway. 


Goddard shows the Doctor a map of the Vault and points out the blips: 
"That's us...that's the Cage...that's the Dalek.” The Doctor asks van 
Statten whether the museum contains any “alien weapons," and he says 
yes, but how would he know, but the Doctor's about to make the same 
joke | was about to make, so I'll be quiet. Goddard points out that the 
Dalek is between them and the museum, and van Statten continues to 
yell about needing to keep it alive, to the point of sealing the entire 
Vault and trapping it in there. That's an eloquent way of describing what 
he's all about, and | don't understand why we need the parallels drawn a 
hundred more times: he doesn't care if he sees it again, he just wants it 
acquired. The Doctor points out the more interesting part of that plan: 
how Rose is still down there, too. The Doctor and Goddard notice that 
the Dalek's gotta go through an area they notice is “weapons testing" 
before it can do more damage. The Doctor: "Give guns to the lawyers, 
technicians, anyone. Everyone. Only then have you got a chance of killing 
it." Goddard nods, and the Doctor takes her place at the screen. 


Rose and Adam and DiMaggio get to a flight of stairs, and take their 
leisurely time getting up the first flight. They stop on the landing to 
watch and make fun of the Dalek -- which has no legs -- which is cruel. It 
stays there at the bottom for a bit, while DiMaggio gives it a little 
speech: "Listen to me, | demand that you return to your cage. If you want 
to negotiate, then | guarantee that Mr. van Statten will be willing to talk. 
| accept that we imprisoned you, and maybe that was wrong. But people 
have died, and that stops. Right now. The killing stops, have you got 
that?" | like DiMaggio, even though she is being kind of dumb -- it’s good 
acting -- but no matter what, this is a robot you're talking to. It's not like 
it's going to be like, “Bring me pizza and unmarked bills." It wants to 
exterminate -- there's no measure of success in this negotiation. DiMaggio 
concludes, "| demand that you surrender, is that clear?” Crystal. The 
Dalek waits a sec, then says "Elevate," then does so, and Rose and Adam 
stand around for a while, all OMG, and DiMaggio sends them up. Rose 
tells DiMaggio to come with them, but because she's a cookie-cutter hero 
that redeems Americans, Utah, and the heroic military, she sets her 
spine and settles in to die. It's all very whatever. DiMaggio yells at them 


about "you have to go" this and “don't look back" that, and blah blah blah 
clichéd bullshit. DiMaggio gets exterminated, which is super-easy when 
you're paper-thin, and they run off. The price of dealing in cartoony 
characters is that their deaths are funny. It wouldn't be that hard to 
make me care. 


Van Statten tries to dick the Doctor around, all, "If you're this huge 
fucking expert then why can't you talk it down?" He shows his cartoony 
corporate colors: “It must be willing to negotiate! There must be 
something it needs; everything needs something.” The Doctor's kind of 
had it with this, since he's an actual person with, you know, layers: 
"What's the nearest town?" Salt Lake City. "Population?" One million. “All 
dead." And then all of Utah, all of America, et cetera. "Because it 
honestly believes they should die. Human beings are different, and 
anything different is wrong.” More tin-eared, on-the-nose dialogue about 
how it's "the ultimate in racial cleansing” and “you, Henry van Statten, 
you have let it loose!" 


The Doctor explains to the soldiers over the comm about the Dalek's 
forcefield, how the bullets are melting before they hit it: “If you 
concentrate your fire, you might get through. Aim for the dome, the 
head, the eyepiece. That's the weak spot.” The commander of the 
particular squad that Rose and Adam are nearing gets snotty: “Thank you, 
Doctor, but | think | know how to fight one single tin robot.” Looking 
forward to your awful death, sir. He talks like Pee-wee Herman at the 
end of Pee-wee's Big Adventure when he's being the desk clerk at the 
hotel. He talks like Keanu Reeves. Rose and Adam run in after a bit, the 
guy tells the squad to hold their fire and yells at Rose and Adam to scoot, 
and then the Dalek comes into view. Rose and the Dalek stop for a 
second and stare at each other, and in the Dalek's POV, we see her face, 
zoomed in. Adam grabs Rose's hand to keep running, but Rose is feeling 
the drama of their little moment: "...It's like there's something inside, 
looking at me. Like it knows me." I'm guessing she's got a scene before 
she sequential-processes "genetic material extrapolated.” Not that we 
could blame her if it took longer, because that whole thing is stupid. 


The Dalek keeps coming. It's pretty scary, because it's not anything but 
what it's about. The whole "we can't negotiate” thing is irritating, but 
only because it’s heavily wielded -- the basic issue is scary for sure. What 
it is, is what it does: exterminate. They shoot and shoot and shoot at it, 
and upstairs, Goddard's got visual on to see what's happening. The Doctor 
realizes what the Dalek's doing: “It wants us to see.” See? Scary. The 
Dalek elevates off the floor, fires at the sprinklers in the ceiling, and 


then exterminates a bunch of people by exterminating the water and 
electrocuting them. The commander of the squad and another guy stay 
back from the area, and they fall back, but the Dalek exterminates both 
of them, too. It stares around at all the bodies and the huge amount of 
pointless bullets. 


Up in van Statten's office, everybody's like, “Whoa.” Van Statten finally -- 
to his credit, he's not cringing, just speaking kind of robotically -- admits 
that it might be “time for a new strategy,” possibly including getting the 
fuck out of there. Goddard, who has lost hella respect for van Statten in 
the last few minutes, is like, “Except for the no electricity, idiot?" The 
Doctor asks about sealing the Vault, and van Statten goes to the 
computer: “It was designed to be a bunker in the event of a nuclear war 
-- steel bulkheads --" It's not exactly a triumph of 2012 feminism that 
Goddard immediately flips over to being the Doctor's assistant instead of 
van Statten's: "There's not enough power; those bulkheads are massive." 
The Doctor tells her to reroute the emergency power, and she's like, “But 
the security codes! It will take a computer genius!" (They call up the 
Dalek and it's like, “Sounds! Good!") Van Statten's like, "Thank God that | 
am a computer genius,” and he's such a mixed-up mishmash of weird 
American stereotypes (at one point the writer wanted him in a ten-gallon 
hat, okay) that we can be forgiven for forgetting that he's also Bill Gates. 
The Doctor can't believe that he wants to help! Like there's nothing in it 
for him! But van Statten sets him straight: "| don't want to die, Doctor, 
simple as that. [And] nobody knows this software better than me.” How 
weird, if you took the cowboy thing, and the Silicon Valley thing, and the 
corporate monster thing, and the Republican arrogance, and the 
moustache, and put them all together like this. All you're missing is the 
delightful world-conquering paternalistic cryptofascist imperialism! No 
wonder everyone's scared of America. And actually, van Statten's got 
military or quasi-military on his side too, for some reason, so... 


The Dalek turns on the basement screen again -- Goddard notices first, of 
course -- and prefaces that it's speaking only to the Doctor. “You're gonna 
get rusty," says the Doctor. "I fed off the DNA of Rose Tyler. 
Extrapolating the biomass of a time-traveler regenerated me." Dumb. | 
get that this show is about silly phlebotinum stuff like that, and I'm 
clearly willing to overlook it, but sometimes it seems like its own worst 
enemy. It almost makes a point -- Rose humanizes everyone around her, 
because she's that awesome -- but either explain the thing or don't. This 
explanation that doesn't even kind of make sense just confuses this issue. 
Plus, | don’t even wanna think about what else traveling in the TARDIS 
has done to Rose. So the Doctor and the Dalek chat about how it’s been 


looking all over for other Daleks, which it knows are gone, and the new 
problem there is that it's just, as the Doctor says, “a soldier without 
commands." The Dalek goes kind of nuts about how, in the absence of 
any real meaning, it'll go back to Directive One: "The Dalek instinct to 
destroy! To conquer!" Daleks are, like, 90% the voice. It's so creepy and 
angry and robotic and nutty at the same time. And the Doctor finds that 
boring and stupid, and tries to explain that there's no Dalek empire to 
destroy for, but instead of replying that "Exterminate" is fun all by itself, 
the Dalek just asks him what it should do. The Doctor: "If you want 
orders, follow this one: kill yourself.” But that's no good, because that's 
acting against the survival of the Daleks. So finally the Doctor just gets 
pissed: “The Daleks have failed. Why don't you finish the job and make 
the Daleks extinct?” There is Method spittle. “Rid the universe of your 
filth! Why don't you just die?” Which is very...oh, | see the Dalek agrees: 
“You would make a good Dalek." Again, thanks for cutting my entire steak 
for me. It makes me feel very grown up. The screen goes blank, and the 
Doctor okays them to seal the Vault. Van Statten happily does all the 
rerouting stuff, and the Doctor's irritated by this happiness, and Goddard 
points out that Rose is still behind the bulkheads. 


More stairs, more stairs, and Rose gets a call on her cell from the Doctor 
about how she needs to get from Level 49 to Level 46 super-fast due to 
the seal. She asks whether the Doctor can keep the doors from closing. 
"I'm the one who's closing them," he says. "I can't wait, and | can't help 
you.” They do. Very videogame for a second. Van Statten can't keep the 
power flowing forever, and he tells the Doctor -- as Rose and Adam 
mosey up the stairs -- that he's got to close the doors. Van Statten and 
Goddard watch him breathing, seeing if he can get there, and then he 
does. He says he's sorry, hits the "Enter" key, and the bulkheads start to 
drop. This, if anything, should tell you how scary the Daleks are. 


Rose and Adam run somewhat faster, and when they reach the door, 
Adam rolls underneath it, but Rose is not close enough. The Vault is 
sealed. Rose is inside. The Doctor jumps up and starts yelling for Rose, 
who takes a moment to breathe from the brisk walk she just completed, 
before saying -- this is rough -- “Sorry, | was a bit slow.” And the Dalek is 
coming. "See you then, Doctor,” she adds. He can't even talk. Rose's voice 
trembles, as she fills the silence: “It wasn't your fault. Remember that, 
okay? It wasn't your fault. And do you know what? | wouldn't have missed 
it for the world.” She turns around and faces the Dalek, who screams, 
“Exterminate!" 


The Doctor yanks out the earpiece on which he's been talking to Rose on 
the phone. And he stares. And he whispers, “I killed her." Van Statten 
shows a moment of compassion, and gets an earful for his trouble: "I said 
I'd protect her. She was only here because of me! And you're sorry? | 
could've killed that Dalek in its cell, but you stopped me.” You know that 
saying "Nothing ventured, nothing gained"? | liked this episode. It's 
probably the best one so far. But there's nothing ventured. Rose is fine, 
the Doctor's fine, van Statten has no compelling motivation, the Dalek is 
a robot with a beastie inside that feels sorry for itself, and then dies, and 
next week the only difference is that fucking Adam's around, being 
obnoxious. A script full of exclamation points and lovely ideas isn't that 
interesting when we've taken a holiday from believable emotion. We 
learn about the Time War, and that the Doctor isn't all sweetness and 
light, but we could've learned those anywhere. We learn how he hates 
the Daleks, and they hate him right back, and how he genocided them, 
but it didn't take this particular Dalek to spell that out in letters a mile 
wide. We learn that the Doctor promised to protect Rose, and then 
somehow failed because it's real life out here, but that happens in every 
single episode. We watch them say goodbye and cry and act crazy 
because they love each other, but there's no reason to think anything's 
actually going to happen, and it doesn't. And maybe this would be more 
satisfying if the script let us actually watch this episode instead of 
stopping every five seconds to explain what's going on, like it's its own 
DVD commentary, but as it is, it's hard to look forward to working out the 
rest of it, because it'll always be with the feeling of somebody looking 
over your shoulder, about to tell you shit you already know. It makes the 
script feel weak because it makes the script look less than brave, instead 
of standing by its statements and letting us do some of the work, which 
makes the script weak and makes the job -- to stay inside the story, to 
feel along with the story -- harder, not easier, for us. But when | say | 
like this, | want you to know what | mean: thank God for Piper and 
Eccleston, because they are the only ones trying to sell this episode. 
Everybody else gave up at the script stage. 


Van Statten is unsubtle: "It was the prize of my collection!” "Your 
collection?” The Doctor demands. “But was it worth it? Worth all those 
men's deaths? Worth Rose? Let me tell you something, van Statten. 
Mankind goes into space to explore. To be part of something greater.” 
Van Statten: "Exactly! | wanted to touch the stars!" "You just want to 
drag the stars down and stick them underground underneath tons of sand 
and dirt, and label them," says the Doctor. "You're about as far from the 
stars as you can get." Why bother recapping when the episode's doing my 


job for me? | get the irony of me saying anybody could use some red ink 
in his life, but jeez. All you do when you wield the dialogue like this is 
make it less meaningful, not more. No matter how perfect the acting of 
the Doctor is. And it is. A painting of the sunset is worth a thousand 
words about how pretty the sunset is. It's like a laugh track for your 
heart. The Doctor gets intensely sad, and things get back on track: “And 
you took her down with you.” He stares, at nothing. "She was nineteen 
years old." 


Rose closes her eyes, ready for death. The Dalek approaches, and it 
really wants to kill her, but it’s not doing anything but staring. She finally 
gets pissed about waiting around, and yells at it, but it’s still confused: “I 
am armed. | will kill. It is my purpose.” So what's the holdup? Rose 
screams, “They're all dead because of you!" And because the Dalek's going 
through some personal shit we'll figure out in a sec, it answers questions 
without regard to chronology or identity: "They are dead because of us." 
She chews on that: “And now what? What're you waiting for?" It says, “I 
feel your fear," and she's exasperated, but that's not what it means: 
"Daleks do not fear. Must not fear." It shoots at her, over and over, but 
misses every time, veering wildly from side to side. Rose stares it straight 
in the face, doesn't look away. Barely flinches. That's my girl. Dalek’s not 
doing so great. You can hear the fear: "You gave me life. What else have 
you given me? | am contaminated!" Daleks hate contamination. Daleks 
like Daleks. Is this hate? Or fear? 


Adam steps out of the lift and enters van Statten's office, where the 
Doctor quickly takes him to task for ditching Rose. To be fair, Adam has a 
point: “I'm not the one who sealed the vault!" The Dalek turns the screen 
on again, now featuring Rose standing before and to the side of the Dalek 
like every hostage ever. The Dalek wants the bulkhead open. The Doctor 
is really happy to see Rose, because he thought she was dead, just 
because he locked her behind a ton of steel with a laser-powered robot 
with one single “exterminate” directive. The Dalek doesn't so much have 
time for their reunion: “Open the bulkhead!" Rose says not to, and the 
Dalek -- who's getting a bit ahead of himself, in my estimation -- says 
some shit: “What use are emotions, if you will not save the woman you 
love?" The Doctor loves Rose, yeah. Clearly. Don't get your knickers in a 
twist. Van Statten and the Doctor are like, "Whoa." And nobody can really 
blame the Doctor for not wanting to kill her twice. He hits “Enter,” the 
bulkhead opens, and Dalek and Rose proceed through. 


What van Statten wants to know is, what now? What the Doctor tells him 
is, nothing. Because love is always stronger than war, even if you're him, 


and that's not something you can explain. Especially to somebody like van 
Statten, who can't tell the difference. Adam thinks they should kill it, 
you know, which is a good idea, but Goddard points out that all the alien 
weapons are, as mentioned, locked in the Vault. “Only the catalogued 
ones," says Adam, and van Statten gets the eyebrows on him, and Adam 
shrugs. Maybe Adam's not completely horrible. Well, except for why, if 
he's such a cute little fun nice guy who should come ride the TARDIS 
wave of adventure, is he currently in knowing league with assholes? How 
can anybody in the entire base really be redeemed? Is it the accent? 
Because Goddard's is clearly fake, so maybe she's okay, too. 


The Doctor goes through Adam's stash with him, picking up stuff one 
thing at a time, and being very funny: “Broken.” Toss. “Broken.” Toss. 
“Hairdryer.” Adam tells the Doctor about the mindwiping (“Somewhere 
beginning with M") and how he always figured he could fight his way out 
if he had to. Um, not with a hairdryer. But also: in league with assholes! 
The Doctor's like, "You in a fight is humorous," and Adam gets a little 
shirty about it, and the Doctor goes, "What're you gonna do, throw your 
A-levels at ‘em?" Note this for later, possibly: Adam = Knowledge. 
Information. Rose is the street-smart estate girl with the rack, Adam is 
the Nerdy Ned who'd rather catalog things. (In these kinds of stories, that 
means you end up an Irritating Tunai Fenta Hovalis, or a really scary 
Charles Wallace/Willow beastie, or some combination of the two.) The 
Doctor finds his weapon and says something embarrassing. 


Rose and the Dalek -- because who wants to take the stairs? -- are on the 
elevator to van Statten's office. She watches the exterminator arm 
twitching, and asks it not to kill anybody, since that's been working out 
with her so well. It spins its eyestalk around so fast that she has to duck 
out of the way, very natural and funny. Texture. Dalek: “But why not? 
Why are you alive? My function is to kill. What am I? What am I?" Oy. They 
get to van Statten's office, and he's standing there in the doorway, and 
Rose is like, “Hold still a moment, he's having his freshman crisis,” but the 
Dalek rolls up on Bossman like it hates Mondays: "Van Statten. You 
tortured me. Why?" Van Statten starts to back up and pussy out, and 
babbles a bit about a load of balls, and ends on the somewhat true but 
not very self-examining "| wanted you better! I'm sorry!" | believe him, | 
just think that the more expensive your car is, the more you like to see it 
shine, and it doesn’t mean you think of your car as a person, and I'm 
already known as this huge Cylon sympathizer and no worries here on 
that account, but just because the Dalek needed to be scrap metal a 
half-hour ago doesn't make van Statten any less of a dick. Dalek’s got van 
Statten against the wall, screaming and bitching out, all, “I just wanted 


you to talk!" and the Dalek's like, “Listen close, bitch: Exterminate! 
Exterminate!" Which is fairly awesome, but then Rose runs up and sticks 
her big meaty thumb up in their business, and the Dalek eyestalks at her, 
and she gives a speech: "You don't have to do this anymore. There must 
be something else, not just killing. What else is there? What do you 
want?" Everybody wants something. It looks over at van Statten, and 
Goddard, and the answer is not only incomprehensible but kind of 
annoying: "| want freedom." So it wants to kill, but it can't kill, but it can 
totally kill, but it wants something else, but it doesn't know what it is, 
but it wants to take orders, but it won't listen to anybody, but it’s all 
alone, but it keeps looking for other ones, but it hates the Doctor, but it 
somehow can see that they have some commonalities, but it is terrified 
of its freedom, but it's terrified of its terror, and that makes it...want 
"freedom," now. That's the score at halftime. | think that, since it's not 
really a character or a personality of any kind, what it really wants is to 
do whatever moves the plot along and lets the Doctor talk like John 
Wayne. That's what it really wants. 


The Doctor runs up the stairs with his weapon, as Rose and the Dalek 
reach Level 1. The Dalek exterminates a hole in the ceiling, and the sun 
beams down on it. "You're out,” Rose smiles. "You made it. Never thought 
I'd see the sunlight again.” Girl, get out of there! Jewish people driving 
German cars! You're not the best friend of the Dalek. You're the best 
friend of the person whose life it ruined. The Dalek looks at her face, 
feeling the sunlight, and asks how it feels. As she stands, amazed, the 
Dalek stretches its armor wide open, revealing the mutant pile of muck 
inside. It's gross and it doesn't look like Gollum in there. It looks like 
somebody had purple lunch that didn't agree with them, and an eyeball. 
Does it make me shallow that this is when | finally decided | hated it? 
Rose stares at the naked Dalek, and it points a nasty finger at her like 
they're going to ouch... 


...and then Rose jumps at someone suddenly behind her. "Get out of the 
way, grits the Doctor. He's holding a gun trained on Rose and the Dalek. 
She stares but doesn't move. "Rose, get out of the way, now!" the Doctor 
orders her. She says she won't let the Doctor do this, because things go 
so well when Rose starts giving orders, plus she totally just helped the 
thing actually escape. Not that she won't get the hang out of this 
eventually -- she’s saved the Doctor's cute bacon at least as many times 
as he's saved hers -- but generally | would just go along with the Doctor's 
suggestions. Not because he's a man, not because he's nine hundred years 
old, but because he's the Doctor. (Plus, note: Rose hasn't seen his crazy 
behavior. She doesn't know about the "dark side" stuff, or the "we're the 


same" bullshit, or any of it. He's just the Doctor. For all she knows, he 
was having tea with van Statten, and then tried to kill her. That's all she's 
seen of the episode.) “That thing killed hundreds of people,” the Doctor 
says, and Rose notes that the Dalek doesn't have the gun pointed at her. 
(Even though technically it does, because the thing doesn't have a 
holster, because it's pointed out of its face.) "I've got to do this,” the 
Doctor says evenly. "I've got to end it. The Daleks destroyed my home, 
my people. I've got nothing left." Rose shows him the sunbathing and 
grotesque Dalek, and the Doctor's like, “What's it doing?" “It's the sunlight, 
that's all it wants!" says Rose. Could be true. | don't get this Dalek. Maybe 
we missed that part, where it was like, “Actually when | said freedom, | 
meant a tan. Exfoliate! Exfoliate!" Rose tells the Doctor that the Dalek’s 
changing -- that it couldn't kill her, and it couldn't kill van Statten, and 
but maybe the Doctor's changing too: “What the hell are you changing 
into?" Which, see above re: she has no idea, but it's compelling, because 
he's acting like a nutsack. 


The Doctor lowers the gun, and fugues out big-time, staring at nothing, 
almost in tears: "I couldn't..." Pleading: "I wasn't..." He looks at the 
Dalek, and at Rose. Who's still accusatory but getting it; regardless of the 
fact that she doesn't actually get it, she's still getting it, because they 
love each other. The Doctor: “Oh, Rose! They're all dead." Compelling, I'll 
give him that. The Dalek asks why they survived, and the Doctor doesn't 
know. "I am the last of the Daleks,” it says, speech getting thick. “You're 
not even that,” says the Doctor. “Rose did more than regenerate you; 
you've absorbed her DNA. You're mutating.” Rose turns and quickly looks 
at the Doctor. It's mutating -- into what? "Something new," says the 
Doctor. Which isn't an answer for the Dalek, but | don't think he's talking 
about the Dalek anymore. "I'm sorry," the Doctor adds, and Rose asks 
whether becoming new and better isn't maybe a good thing, but the 
Doctor knows: not for a Dalek, at least. "| can feel so many ideas, so 
much darkness..." says the Dalek. Last time we heard this speech, last 
time somebody saw inside her, might be worth a bit of the old compare 
and contrast. The Dalek: “Rose, give me orders! Order me to die." It 
closes its eyeball, and the Doctor, shocked, looks back and forth between 
them. The only two people in the universe that mean anything. The only 
two people who are part of him. “I can't do that,” Rose says, shaking her 
head. "This is not life. This is sickness,” the Dalek complains, and Rose's 
face goes warped with pity, and only a jerk would cry here, and | am not 
a jerk, so | didn't cry here. The Dalek: “I shall not be like you. Order my 
destruction! Obey! Obey! Obey!" That's actually where | cried, to be 
exact. It's so small, and so weak, and that's the first word it learned. 


Rose whispers -- apparently that “obey” stuff got to her too -- to “do it," 
and the Dalek asks her whether she's frightened, and she forces it out: 
"Yeah." Being kind to bad guys is weird, because you've gotta answer the 
opposite of what nice people would want. It's also a nice loop back to the 
beginning, when Rose wasn't scared but should have been, up to now, 
when she's not scared but pretends to be. Innocence to experience, 
yeah? But you can't have compassion without taking the trip. Pity, yes, 
but not compassion. So Rose is frightened. "So am I," the Dalek sighs. 
“Exterminate.” Rose stumbles back, to the Doctor, as the armor closes, 
and the Dalek rises into the air, and those gold balls all over that they 
have detach, and spin around it in a sphere, and everything lights up, 
and inside the sphere the Dalek explodes, and then there's nothing. And 
the Doctor stares, because that's him too. And because there's a way in 
which he's more alone now than before, and he didn't even know it until 
it was too late. It's about intimacy. 


Goddard approaches van Statten calmly, and signals to the guards around 
him, who grab him roughly and haul him away. “What the hell are you 
doing?” he screams. "Two hundred personnel dead, and all because of 
you, sir. Take him away, wipe his memory, and leave him by the road 
someplace." Van Statten’s all, "You can't! I'm Henry van Statten!" And 
Goddard smirks: “And by tonight, Henry van Statten will be a homeless, 
brainless junkie living on the streets of San 
Diego...Seattle...Sacramento.” She turns away, grinning hugely: 
"Someplace beginning with ‘S." Which is satisfying to watch, and 
cathartic, but just because van Statten should have been scrap metal a 
half-hour ago doesn't make Goddard less of a dick for working there in 
the first place. And she's still kind of creepy. 


Rose and the Doctor stand in the museum, back at the TARDIS, the 
Doctor looking up at it: "Little piece of home. Better than nothing.” She 
asks if that's the end of the Time War, then, enemies finally vanquished 
or exterminated or whatever, and he's not exactly proud: "I'm the only 
one left. | win. How about that." Rose tries to console him, suggesting 
maybe if the one Dalek lived, maybe some TLs lived too, but he shakes 
his head. “I'd know, in here," he says, pointing to his temple, eyes drifting 
from her face. "Feels like there's no one.” Rose smiles, the comforting 
one: "Good thing I'm not going anywhere." And the Doctor smiles back. 
Rose keeps bringing him back. Adam comes joggin’ up, all, “They're filling 
the whole base in with cement and van Statten's gone,” and it all seems 
kind of short-sighted, because even if the Dalek got out of hand, there's 
all kinds of cool shit in there, but whatever, this is America. Rose is like, 
“About time.” Adam whines about having to go back home, and the 


Doctor brightly says, "Better hurry up then! Next flight to Heathrow 
leaves at 1500 hours.” | wonder if this "Go fuck yourself” thing is the 
Doctor's way of testing you every time he wants you to be a Companion. 
Rose hints around about how Adam's always wanted to see the stars, and 
the Doctor suggests that he take his ass outside. "He's all on his own, 
Doctor," says Rose. “And he did help." The Doctor protests that Adam left 
Rose down in the danger, but Rose points out that everybody did that, 
particularly the Doctor, who even locked her in. Adam's like, stop jawing 
and get in the lift, and the Doctor's like, “Rose, he's a bit pretty." Beg to 
differ. Rose gets quite innocent eyes: “I hadn't noticed.” The Doctor's 
skeptical, and tells her it's on her head, and turns to the TARDIS. Of 
course, they've been having this conversation in front of Adam, and of 
course he didn't understand it -- all those A-levels, | guess -- so he 
repeats the stuff about the cement and them all dying, and Rose and the 
Doctor just get into the TARDIS without bothering with his slow ass. 
Adam thinks they're crazy, standing outside all alone: "Doctor? What're 
you doing standing inside a box? Rose?” And he...yep, he steps inside. 
Fabulous. Next week: how Katie Couric really got her new gig. 


THE RE-ANIMATED CORPSE OF ANDERSON 
COOPER 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 7 | Aired on 04.20.2006 


The Long Game - Playing hide and seek with Shaun Of The Dead proves deadly for at 
least one adorable sleeper terrorist in the gigantic Murdochian FOX complex the day 
after tomorrow, and the Doctor and Rose destroy yet another faulty culture. 


This is where it starts. Next week's good, and last week was great. This is 
where it starts: TV screens on your TV screen, all of them broadcasting 
news, “solar flares” and “commercial flights." The TARDIS appears, and 
the Doctor and Rose step out. Perhaps Adam got sucked down the bog! 
The Doctor looks around, and starts giving Rose the information: it's 
200,000, it's a space station, there's a gate in the corner they should 
start with. He leans against the TARDIS, Rose double-checks the 
information, and they grin. She giggles and opens up the TARDIS door, 
and calls Adam out. He's agog. “Don't worry, you'll get used to it,” Rose 
says, and gives Adam the information she just got from the Doctor. On 
one level, it's funny: being teacher's pet, carrying on this idea that Rose 
belongs now, and Adam's just a tourist, being able to step back a few 
episodes and remember when Rose was so blown away by the fact of 
travel that she couldn't see the details of the terrain. But on another 
level, it's not so funny: if you're only repeating the information somebody 
else gives you, it’s not news, it's not legitimate, it's nothing but parroting 
back the last thing you heard. It's not the news: "Good question," says 
Rose. Drink. "Let's see. So, um...judging by the architecture, I'd say we're 
around the year 200,000." Adam is awestruck and impressed; Rose is 
chuffed at the joke of it. She's playing older sister with Adam, and 
practical-joking girlfriend with the Doctor, and always the information: 
"If you listen...engines. We're on some sort of space station. Yeah. 
Definitely a space station. It's a bit warm in here; they could turn the 
heating down." Rose indicates the gate, and they follow after, the Doctor 
delighted. 


Out into a gallery, overlooking the Earth. Adam holds onto a railing for 
support and joins Rose, as she passes the talking stick to the Doctor: "The 
Fourth Great And Bountiful Human Empire. And there it is, planet Earth 
at its height, covered with megacities, five moons, population ninety-six 
billion.” Rose -- who looks quite more than amazing enough to make up 
for last week -- kind of loses track, too, mouth agape. The Doctor: “The 
hub of a galactic domain, stretching across a million planets, a million 
species...with mankind right in the middle." Adam faints with a tiny sigh, 
and the Doctor doesn't even look. "He's your boyfriend,” the Doctor says, 


off-handedly and more than a bit accusing. "Not anymore,” Rose jokes, 
freshly. The quest has started again, and now she has enough time travel 
on her to be one of the mysterious ones. Adam's worth that at least: the 
chance for us to see Rose, after the adventures we've seen and the ones 
we haven't, being the kind of Companion that says vague "run for your 
life" stuff with that Doctor's grin. How could Adam ever be a part of that? 


Episode by Russell Davies, and it's quite good for all that. He's a good 
guy, and he loves the Doctor. And Rose. 


The Doctor begs Adam to “open his mind,” (okay?! Of course | love him) 
walking with his arms around the shoulders of his Companions. "You're 
gonna like this fantastic period of history. The human race at its most 
intelligent: culture, art, politics. This era has got fine food, good 
manners..." Just then, everything goes nuts. A man shouts at them to get 
out of the way, and all of a sudden Floor 139 comes alive. Food stalls 
everywhere, strange circus music, lines forming out of nowhere, people 
everywhere, a full-on bazaar, where there was silence a few seconds 
ago. A stall-keeper yells at a cute guy with spiky hair to get back, and 
Rose wonders at the “fine cuisine” the Doctor mentioned. He's thrown 
way off -- bad sign! -- and checks his funny little watch. Rose digs at him: 
“That's what comes of showing off: your history's not as good as you 
thought it was.” But the Doctor wasn't the one showing off; his 
information is fine. It's the world that's off. Noise in the signal. Adam 
wonders aloud about how there's supposed to be this million-planet 
federation and all these species, but everywhere they look, it's British 
people. The Doctor allows that it's a good question, and pauses. 
“Actually, that is a good question,” he repeats, and his face goes quiet a 
moment before he jumps on Adam, all friendly and Doctor-like: "Adam, 
me old mate, you must be starving!" Adam says that he's time-sick, and 
the Doctor says again he needs some grub. A stall-keeper tells the Doctor 
a cronk burger's “two credits twenty," and calls him “sweetheart,” and 
tells them to stop goggling and get in line. 


The Doctor takes Rose and Adam to an ATM and sonic screwdrives it. A 
long metal strip falls out, and the Doctor tells Adam it’s pocket money 
and takes off. Adam gets all questiony about it -- the information -- and 
the Doctor tells him to fuck off: "The thing is, Adam, time travel's like 
visiting Paris. You can't just read the guide book; you've got to throw 
yourself in. Eat the food, use the wrong verbs, get charged double, and 
end up kissing complete strangers.” No doubt a reference to some 
episode from 1937. Rose laughs and Adam stares, because can't you just 
give us the information? Do we really have to find out for ourselves? It's 


like the one thing the Doctor hates most: in a world of infinite possibility 
and no fear at all, what worse sin is there than sitting at his feet waiting 
for more? The Doctor: "Stop asking questions! Go on, do it!" There's a 
world of difference between asking the Doctor for the easy way out, and 
getting out onto Floor 139 and fucking it up himself. If Adam can figure 
that out, he'll have the Doctor in his court forever. And if he can't, he'll 
probably enjoy “Dalek” even more than the considerable amount | did, 
and send me a bunch of mean emails implying that | hated it, and that | 
am evil, and then I'd have to send him the "If my response was really that 
simplistic, the thing wouldn't have been a million pages long" email, and 
that always comes off snotty. Rose takes off after Adam, and the Doctor 
jokes that it's a first date. "You're going to get a smack, you are," Rose 
laughs, and the Doctor grins, but once he's gone, his smile fades quickly. 
To work. 


The Doctor stops two women -- a short adorable brunette named Suki 
(Esther from Bleak House) and a striking black woman named Cathica -- 
and asks them (admittedly sounding daft in the process) exactly where 
they are. Cathica points at the wall, where the numbers are tall: “Floor 
139. Could they write it any bigger?” The Doctor wonders what it's the 
139th floor of, and Cathica softens: “Must've been a hell of a party.” Suki 
gives him the sweetest, friendliest smile: "Oh, you're on Satellite Five." 
The Doctor, again, pushes for clarification -- no fear, no laziness here -- 
and Cathica's not buying it: "Come on, how could you get on board 
without knowing where you are?” The Doctor grins that outrageously wide 
grin that makes his ears stick out: “Look at me! I'm stupid!" Suki figures 
that the Doctor's probably a “management test,” or something like that. 
Cathica's assumption is that she knows best; Suki's assumption is that 
there's something going on. Cathica's in control; Suki assumes that 
management is dicking with her. "You've got me, well done," says the 
Doctor, showing them the slightly psychic paper. "We were warned about 
this in basic training,” says Suki. “All workers have to be versed in 
company promotion.” "Right, fire away," says Cathica: anything to get to 
"Floor 500." The Doctor asks Cathica what's so special about Floor 500. 
"The walls are made of gold," she scoffs, like that's the whole story. 
Cathica leads the Doctor to the screens that opened the episode, Suki 
smiling nervously: “Latest news: sandstorms on the new Venus 
archipelago, two hundred dead. Glasgow water riots into their third day, 
Space Lane 37 closed by sunspot activity. And over on the Bad Wolf 
channel, the Face of Boe has just announced he's pregnant." The Doctor 
gets it: "You broadcast the news.” Not quite: "We are the news." Suki and 
the Doctor smile at each other, and Cathica continues: "We're the 


journalists. We write it, package it, and sell it." And on and on. But if all 
of Satellite Five is the journalists, who's watching? The camera angle 
switches to a point above them, zooming in, and then switching to 
another feed. "Six hundred channels all coming out of Satellite Five, 
broadcasting everywhere.” 


The Editor (Simon Pegg from Shaun Of The Dead, with spiky bleached 
hair, fresh from not being available for the eponymous role next week) 
stares at the monitors we were just watching: "Something...is wrong. 
Something fictional.” Which kind of makes up for the "meme" thing | was 
bitching about five weeks ago. In a world in which the creation of the 
news and reality itself bend to the believer, anything not already 
broadcast must be fiction. But also: this episode's strengths lie in staying 
on one level, the level of allegory, because these Ahriman tales always 
subside on the level of spectacle: if you see somebody overcome their 
prisons and bring them down, it takes the heat off you for managing your 
own revolution. Making it into a story means you get to play along, but as 
long as it stays on this level -- as long as the Doctor and Rose fuck things 
up good and proper and then disappear for good, just like we will, at the 
end of the episode -- there's still a spiritual benefit to be gleaned from 
seeing it happen. The confusion is introduced -- and this is what bugged 
me in "The End Of The World" -- when you start thinking that “noting the 
problem” or “whining about the problem" is equal to “doing your part to 
fix the problem.” If we spent one goddamn second on Earth watching 
people get manipulated by Satellite Five, we'd lose that, in my opinion -- 
it would be a “poor them," and then we'd all go back to our NPR. But 
since the whole point of the Satellite is the journalists, and we stay 
there, it's a Gulliver thing, holes in their heads rather than one leg or 
being extra crazy small, or whatever. It's "something fictional." The 
Editor bends over the shoulder of a dead man, who's working at a 
monitor, though he's covered in ice -- it’s as creepy as you're thinking -- 
and points to the Doctor with Cathica and Suki: “Those people." As 
Cathica tells the Doctor proudly, “Nothing happens in the whole Human 
Empire without it going though us,” the Editor requests a security check: 
"Go deep.” He wants the information. 


Back in the busy canteen, the loudspeaker reminds “all staff" that the 
tables are now “self-cleaning,” and Adam's sitting in a crowd. Rose offers 
him a paper cup: “Try this. It’s called ‘Zaphic.' It’s nice. It's like a...Slush 
Puppy.” Adam asks her what flavor, and Rose tastes it again: “Sort of 
beef?" Adam wigs, and they laugh, but Adam's having his own "End Of The 
World” moment: “It’s like everything's gone. Home, family...everything.” 
Rose takes out her zapped cell phone -- “The Doctor gave it a top-up" -- 


and holds it out. "But that's 198,000 years ago!" Adam moves around like 
he doesn't believe her, or needs a special Earth 2012 dialing code, and 
finally dials, reaching his parents’ answering machine. "Hi. It's...it's me," 
he says, as a little dog comes hopping through the door, and starts 
sniffing the phone. "I met these people...and we've gone traveling 
together. But, um, I'm fine, and I'll call you later. Love you." (He's not so 
bad, right? | really just hate him because every time | try to type his 
name | end up typing “Adama.") He's, of course, overjoyed by the zapped 
phone, and starts to go off about it, but an alarm sounds, and everybody 
starts to whiz around and disappear off back to work. Rose and Adam 
stare around, at a loss, and the Doctor appears, calling them to him. 
Rose, grinning hugely, hops over to him, and Adam hangs back. The 
music goes nuts, as Adam shoves Rose's phone in his pocket, because, if 
you didn't know this already, Adam doesn't understand teenage girls at 
all. Like she's not going to notice. 


Back on Floor 500, the Editor gets a "security check cleared” from the 
computer, but he's not buying it. "I can taste it. Tiny little shift in the 
information,” he says. The Editor orders two more corpsicles to double- 
and triple-check our group, and to follow them. 


The Doctor, Rose, and Adam join Cathica and Suki for an intensely 
overthought journalism ritual in which a circle of seated work areas 
surround a raised chair, and Cathica climbs up into the chair -- all while 
talking "Management" Doctor through the process: "Okay, so. Ladies, 
gentlemen, multi-sex undecideable robot...My name is Cathica Santini 
Kadainy." She kisses more of the Doctor's ass, about “Cathica with a C," 
and it's only the acting that keeps the character from sliding off into 
ridicule. The Doctor just grins and jerks his head at her. Cathica 
continues, "The process of news gathering must be open, honest, and be 
non-biased. That's company policy." Suki corrects her: “Actually...it’s the 
law.” Seems like management brown-nosing, turns out not to be. Cathica 
tells Suki to chill out, and climbs into the chair. The other reporters at 
their stations hold hands out over sci-fi hand pads, and the walls light up 
behind them as they do so. Cathica snaps her fingers, and a little door 
opens in her forehead. It's gross. Even the Doctor is icked out, although 
Adam leans forward a little bit. Cathica: “And three...two...and spike." 
Laser blue light comes down into the little door, and the Doctor gives the 
answer to an Excellent Question nobody asked: “Compressed information, 
streaming into her. Reports from every city, every country, every planet, 
and they all get packaged inside her head. She becomes part of the 
software. Her brain is the computer." First off, | don't mind the blah-blah 
this time, because it's an important smokescreen for the essentials of the 


plot, but also because it's another parallel to the implicit theme: if you 
don't swallow your TV and digest it and taste it with your salty and sweet 
and bitter and whatever parts of your tongue, it doesn't matter what you 
watch. Two hours of Big Brother is equal to sixteen hours of the History 
Channel or a single episode of Laguna Beach, if you look at it right. If you 
want to see war strategy in action. Whether it's the nightly news or a 
sci-fi show, a show is not brainless if you engage with it; the quality of 
the entertainment is always directly dependent on the quality of the 
viewer, how much you are willing to risk in engagement. It's about 
intimacy, interaction, the quality of how you choose to spend your time, 
and what you do with the information. It's about intimacy. “If it all goes 
through her, she must be a genius." The Doctor knows otherwise: “Nah. 
She wouldn't remember any." They walk around and look at the 
tranced-out journalists, Suki among them. "The brain's the processor. As 
soon as it closes, she forgets." The other journalists have chips in their 
heads, connecting them to Cathica, and they transmit the six hundred 
channels, and...so | guess they're picking up the information and giving it 
to Cathica, and she's synthesizing it? (What's a cathode ray do? Ugh, hold 
on...In a vacuum, if you heat the cathode it transmits to the anode and 
that's what makes your old-school TV glow. Satellite Five's in a vacuum, 
and it's hot in there, but so far there's no signal.) The Doctor: “Every 
single fact in the Empire beams out of this place...now, that’s what | call 
power. 


On Floor 500, the computer confirms a breach, and the Editor giggles 
kind of crazily: "| knew it...It's someone inside that room! Which one?" 
We focus on Rose and the Doctor and Adam, the last of whom is wigging 
out this time because he can see Cathica's very useful brain. (What was 
the worst part for Rose? | guess just the fun time all the aliens were 
having. That's way less stressful than this. No, well, Earth blowing up. | 
think maybe Rose wins after all. Plus Adam being a pussy and all.) Rose 
asks Adam whether he wants to get out of there, but Adam = Knowledge. 
"No...no! This...technology, it's amazing!" The Doctor almost snaps his 
fingers: “This technology's wrong." The music goes all "We're on the case,” 
that discotheque-ish dance mix sound, and Rose looks up excitedly: 
“Trouble?” She and the Doctor grin wolfishly at each other, Adam 
completely left out: "Oh yeah.” 


Two stories here, before we continue. The first one's Zoroastrian, and 
the second one is Gnostic. Stick with me. 


First, in the Avesta, Angra Mainyu, or Ahriman, is the Evil Spirit of the 
God Ahura Mazda -- specifically, the twin of Spenta Mainyu, whom 


Zoroaster used to illuminate the two principles of creation and 
destruction which combined in Ahura Mazda. (Compare with Shiva.) 
Ahriman chose evil, and, in doing so, created death. On Judgment Day, 
Ahriman will be destroyed and disappear from the world forever. But 
some believe that the whole material world is just a trap created by 
Ahura Mazda for Ahriman anyway, meaning that when he destroys the 
world, we will be free, as well. So that’s one story: if you're trapped in 
God's prison with the Devil, and the Devil wants out, who's really the bad 
guy? Ask Milton. 


The second story -- and I'd advise you that there's a reason we named the 
baby "Sophia" -- goes like this: in most versions of the Gnostic myth, 
Sophia births the world that Plato called the demiurgos, or for a single 
deity, the Demiurge, an entity responsible for the creation of the 
universe. Sometimes he's benevolent, leonine, like Mithras, and just got 
caught in the trap of his own creation. Elsewhere, though, he's not so 
nice. He has three names, like gods usually do: laldabaoth, meaning 
"Suffer the little children to come unto me"; Samael the Blind; and Saklas 
the Fool. He doesn't even know that there's a better god out there 
because he's so caught up in his own creation. Generally, he creates 
some archangels, or “Archons,” Editors, who rule the material realm and 
usually do the whole Pilgrim's Progress deal on those of us inside it. If 
you're wondering why this episode seems to owe so much to The Matrix, 
well, it's little show of faith in Russell Davies to say that the source 
material's all there and quite old. Or maybe it's all because of that Elvis 
Costello song. In any case, the Gnostic belief is that there's a certain kind 
of spiritual light lodged in the material world, symbolized by knowledge, 
of a specific kind, that the redeemer figure retrieves and gives back to 
God -- individual redemption as the restoration of the divine. So you've 
got Ahriman, who destroys the cage, and Sophia, who takes it apart, and 
they're both looking for the information, and they both mean the end of 
the world, and the start of something unimaginably beautiful. 
Maintenance of the divine becomes your Cartesian problem, as an active 
mover -- like the alchemists. The thing about these stories, where the 
Creator isn't necessarily the same guy as regular old helpful God, is that 
the focus is more on information, and less on who's better or worse off -- 
white hat or black hat, you and your information are just the stuff in the 
zit between them. Yeah, "Dalek" is better. | like this one more. See the 
distinction? 


So the computer makes a noise, and focuses on Suki, who twitches a bit, 
and the Editor screams: "Yes! She's the liar!" He focuses in on her, via the 
corpsicles, and she comes out of her trance, gasping like she’s been 


shocked. This somehow means that the other staffers have to disengage, 
as well, and the wall-lights turn off, and the spike stops, and the door in 
Cathica's head closes. Suki rubs her just-zapped hands together and 
breathes, as Cathica bitches her out: “Come off it, Suki! | wasn't even 
halfway!" 


The Editor on Suki: “Her information's been tampered with. There's a 
second biography hidden underneath." Something above roars. Like a 
lion, like a god. The Editor speaks up to it, in the ceiling, in the last 
place above Floor 500, with respect: "Yes, sir?" And it roars. "Absolutely, 
sir...her data was encrypted, so there's no way we could've found her 
sooner..." The creature is not happy; the Editor promises to do better, 
and leans into a journalist corpse: "Get her up here. Now.” 


On Floor 139, a projection comes up on the wall to the shouts of a 
loudspeaker: "Promotion!" Cathica starts whinging; it's her chance. She 
prays to God to make it her. "Come on, say my name," she murmurs, as 
our heroes stare at her. "Say my name, say my name..." Her prayers 
become pleas, become debasement, her eyes shut tight. When Cathica 
opens them, the screen's filled in the balance: "Promotion for...Suki 
Macrae Cantrell!” Suki's mouth drops open; Cathica's stomach drops out. 
"Please proceed to Floor 500." Suki stumbles about, and Cathica whines 
and bitches. Suki says that she only applied on the off-chance, but 
Cathica screeches that she's been applying for three years. Rose wonders 
what's so special about Floor 500. The Doctor: "...The walls are made of 
gold." 


Suki says her goodbyes in the cantina, to a quiet Cathica, a bemused 
Rose, and the Doctor, whom she calls her “lucky charm.” The Doctor 
grins: “All right! I'll hug anyone!" Suki giggles, Cathica stares elsewhere, 
and Rose comforts Adam, who's still wigging out about the "head thing.” 
Rose: "Yeah, well? She's closed it now!" Adam has more of his “It's all so 
alien" moment, and begs for a moment to get his ass together. He says 
“acclimatize," which is British for “acclimate.” Rose kind of gets it, as 
Adam suggests maybe sitting around on the observation deck from the 
beginning: “You know, pretend I'm a citizen of the year 200,000." She 
offers to go with him, and for some reason he's not interested -- throws a 
little shade in the direction of her relationship with the Doctor, to throw 
her off track, in fact. "You'd rather be with him," Adam says, and there's 
an awkward pause, because...duh. "It's gonna take a better man than me 
[sic] to get between you two." (Hee, hee. It will! Adam could frankly be a 
little more sonic.) He takes off, and Rose slips him the TARDIS key, “in 


case it gets a bit too much.” Adam laughs, because it's also totally weird 
inside the TARDIS, and takes off, giggling creepily as he goes. 


Suki breathlessly takes to the elevator, lovingly shouting her goodbyes. 
The Doctor and Rose wave goodbye, and Cathica sourly mumbles, "Good 
riddance.” The Doctor wonders why she's talking like she'll never see Suki 
again, and Cathica explains: "Once you go to Floor 500, you never come 
back." Creepy. The Doctor stares at the closed doors, and inside, Suki 
zooms up toward Floor 500. 


Commercial. The Doctor and Rose follow Cathica through the bazaar, the 
Doctor asking Cathica whether she's ever been up there, even though she 
just said you never come back. "You need a key for the lift, and you only 
get a key with promotion," she says, | guess trying a different rhetorical 
track since he didn't get it the first time. 


Suki paces around the elevator nervously, and finally reaches Floor 500. 
She steps out into frost and snow on the floors, and snow falling from the 
ceiling. She grabs her bag and exits the elevator, looking around 
nervously as the doors shut behind her. She can't get them open. 
Interesting. She seemed down with the company line, although not as 
crazy much as Cathica. Suki takes out a flashlight, and walks out into the 
complex. Herky-jerky scary old-time Doctor Who camera-shakes 
accompany her; she hears a noise in a side room and slowly enters. It's 
snowy, but recognizable as one of the broadcast rooms where they do 
the brain spike thing. The chair in the middle reveals a rotting corpse. 
Gross. There are corpses all around the room, actually; eight like in the 
usual ceremony. She backs out of the room, totally freaked out, anda 
door opens somewhere, casting a shaft of light onto the floor. 


Suki follows the light to an open door, and sees the Editor surrounded by 
his journalist zombies, still working without moving. He waves to her and 
smiles, and she puts her flashlight back in her bag. “"Who're you?" Suki 
asks, and he welcomes her. Suki: "What's happening? There are...bodies 
out there. What's going on?" The Editor, at first businesslike and sad, 
shading toward hardness at the end of the sentence: "Well, while we're 
asking questions, would you please confirm your name." He snaps his 
fingers, and a projection of Suki appears on the wall. “My name is Suki 
Macrae Cantrell. | was born 199'89 in the Independent Republic of 
Morocco..." "Liar," says the Editor. Suki looks at him. There's something 
in her, something in her eyes, like maybe she's lying, after all. 
Interesting. "Hobbies include reading and archeology," screen-Suki 
continues. “I'm not an expert or anything, | just like digging.” The Editor 


raises his voice: "Liar!" (But that part's true, isn't it. Sophia likes to dig. 
Myth's first journalist.) The Editor snaps his fingers, and the video jumps 
forward: "Il want to work for Satellite Five because my sister can't afford 
university --" He shakes his head at her. "-- And the pay scheme is really 
good...” He's almost screaming now: "Liar!" She stares at him. She's not 
Suki anymore. 


"Let's look at the facts, shall we?" The Editor snaps his fingers. “Ah, 
hidden behind a genetic graft, but that's still you: Eva San Julienne, last 
surviving member of the Freedom Fifteen! Self-declared anarchist, is 
that right?” She pulls on him out of nowhere, voice completely different, 
real and hard and cold, Sophia with a gun, on a mission to find out what's 
gone wrong with God: "Who controls Satellite Five?” The Editor, looking 
surprised, slowly raises his hands...and then bursts into laughter: “There's 
the truth!" Eva (ask Milton) tells him that the "Freedom Foundation" has 
been monitoring the Satellite’s transmissions, and has “absolute proof" 
the facts are being manipulated: "You are lying to the people." The 
Editor loves it: “Say it again!" Eva tells him that the system is corrupt, 
and moves in on him: "Who do you represent?” He says he's just a “humble 
slave" who answers to the "Editor-In-Chief." Eva asks who, and where, 
this EIC is, and the Editor tips his hand: “He's overseeing everything. 
Literally everything.” Eva narrows her eyes, and the Editor begs pardon, 
but he's “going to have to refer this upwards." He snaps his fingers, the 
lion roars, Eva points her gun at the demiurge, and actually sounds 
scared: "What is that?" And the Editor smiles. “Your boss. This has always 
been your boss. Since the day you were born.” Well, what would you do? 
She fires on it, and it bears down, and Eva screams. 


Just because the search for information can go rotty on you doesn't mean 
you shouldn't try it. We wouldn't be here if apples weren't mighty tasty, 
and anyhow, death is preferable to slavery, even unwitting slavery; | 
can't stand to see anyone caged. We move, from Eva to Adam, who's also 
on a path to information he'd be happier without. He spends a few 
seconds looking around at Earth, on the observation deck, before 
grabbing the first computer he sees. Placing his hand on its screen, he 
asks for access. It comes to life. "| can learn anything,” Adam says, 
breathlessly. He looks around sneakily, making sure nobody's watching. 
Which is weird, because nobody would care, but he's suspicious by 
nature. That's what comes from living in the Vault. “Let's try, 
uh...computers. From the 21st Century to the present date, give me the 
history of the microprocessor.” The computer streams in the info, and 
Adam is amazed. To kind of an oh-face degree. 


Cathica leads the Doctor and Rose into the ritual room: “Look, they only 
give us twenty minutes maintenance. Can't you give it a rest?" The 
Doctor's like, “You've never been to another floor? Not even one floor 
down?" The Doctor moves freely in four dimensions. Cathica lives in two. 
It's creepy to him. And creepy, intransitively, but this is a parable, after 
all. The Doctor sits down in the center chair, and Rose leans on the back 
of it, easily and comfortably. What the hell do they need Adam for, 
anyhow. Cathica says that she went to Floor 16, Medical, when she first 
arrived -- that's where you get yourself trepanned to start with, and by 
the way, why does spellcheck know "“trepanned’? Bill Gates is so fuckin’ 
weird -- and then came straight to Floor 139: “Satellite Five -- you work, 
eat, and sleep on the same floor. That's it, that's all." Because if 
everybody stays in their little cells, nothing changes -- but also 
cognitively, like, if you don't link up the information and use what you 
know, little synapses sparking, your brain stays a prison. "You're not 
Management, are you,” Cathica finally breathes. The Doctor smiles, and 
congratulates her eventual cleverness about the obvious, and Cathica, 
after a short pause: "...Whatever it is, don't involve me. | don't know 
anything.” And again, that line in the sand between real information and 
the kind of information she deals. “Don't you even ask?" says the Doctor, 
and Cathica can't imagine why she would do that. The Doctor: "You're a 
journalist! Why's all the crew human? There's no aliens on board. Why?" 
She puts him off and puts him off: "...No real reason, they're not banned 
or anything...." And he puts the damage on just a bit: "Then...where are 
they?" Cathica gets very Shiz U. about this whole "immigration's tightened 
up" because of “all the threats” about this and that, "I don’t know, the 
usual stuff,” the price of "space warp," et cetera. Because if humanity 
stays in its little cell, hearing about itself from itself, with no separate 
division for the fourth estate, nothing changes -- so no interaction with 
aliens: "Oh, and the government on Traffic Five's collapsed, so that lot 
stopped coming, you see. Just, lots of little reasons, that's all.” Which, as 
the Doctor points out, generally constellate a big scary fact or two. 
Cathica notes that Satellite Five would know whether there were any 
huge conspiracies: “We see everything.” And the Doctor, outside the cell: 
"| can see better. This society's the wrong shape. Even the technology.” 
Cathica gets defensive, and he says that it's backward, with the holes in 
the heads, and that they should've "chucked this out years ago," and Rose 
Excellent Questions him something fierce. The Doctor: “It's not just this 
space Station, it’s the whole attitude. It's the way people think. The 
Great And Bountiful (Fourth!) Human Empire's stunted. Something's 
holding it back... Trust me,” he says, to Cathica's protests, and then gets 
specific on her ass: “Humanity's been set back about ninety years. When 


did Satellite Five start broadcasting?” Bingo: "Ninety-one years ago.” He 
nods, Cathica looks away, and gets all synapsy with herself. 


Commercial. Now's a good time to apologize for another spot in “Aliens 
Of London" where | Cathica'd when | should have Suki'd, w/r/t the 
closed-caps. Before freakin’ Harriet calls me again: the doctor in high 
heels | liked so much, that released the pig fauxlien, was Dr. Sato, 
played by Naoko Mori, whom | thought | recognized. But then when the 
caps called her Dr. Ru, | thought that meant | was an American kind of 
racist. Even though it was actually her voice | recognized, and not the 
fact of her being Asian. So | dropped the whole thing, when in fact, yes, 
it's the magnificent Titicaca herself, and the character will be on an 
upcoming BBC show called Torchwood that you just might be interested 
in watching, if you're into anagrams. Oh, and apparently, in some edit of 
this episode, Adam wanted this information and the wealth it could 
represent because his father was sick, but | imagine they left that out 
because it diluted the central themes and also made the Doctor seem 
like a nutsack. On the other hand, it would make last week's "in league 
with assholes” issue a bit easier to deal with. On balance, | like that it's 
gone. 


Adam calls up his answering machine on Rose's cell again, and says to 
save the message: "The microprocessor became redundant in the year 
2019, when it was replaced by a system called SMT -- that's Single 
Molecule Transcription...” The dog hops around. Suddenly, the info stops, 
and the screen flashes "Floor 16." Adam yells and kicks and bitches and 
moans, and finally decides to head down to Floor 16. 


The lift doors open on Floor 16, and Adam steps out into a room filled 
with consult desks. Down at the end, Adam finds an unoccupied nurse 
played by the winsome and devilishly clever Tamsin Grieg. | once 
watched her masturbate to the shipping report. Adam asks her, because 
she's lovely and quite friendly, what Floor 16 is all about. “Medical 
non-emergency," she says. He thinks he's gone wrong, because his 
difficulties are "technical" in nature, but she says that, from the 
symptoms, he's in the right place; there must be something wrong with 
his chip. And there is, specifically being that he hasn't got one, and he 
tells her that, and she's like, great, and asks what the hell. Adam sits 
down and tells her he's a student on a research project from “The 
University of Mars." She's exactly as impressed as you might think, and he 
giggles apologetically/pathetically. “Well, you still need chipping,” she 
says, very nurselike, and he asks whether that's brain surgery. She calls it 
an "old-fashioned phrase" but, yeah, that’s what it is, considering that 


they're talking about putting a chip, you know, into his brain. They do an 
endless call-and-response about how he has this reason he can't, and she 
takes it away, and he has this objection, which she overrules, and it's 
basically like the Cat and Fox in Pinocchio, only they're talking about 
putting shit in your brain, and not so much the life of tramping the 
boards, or whatever. 


Adam now strapped into a surgical chair, Tamsin the surgical serpent 
explains that there are two options: first, either a little tiny chip in the 
back of the head that's 100 credits and is so small as to be invisible, or 
the second, “Type Two...the full info-spike.” Adam confirms through 
funny gestures and sound effects that this is the hole-in-your-head kind, 
and she smiles: "Ten thousand.” Again, he protests, and again she's got an 
answer: the ATM card-rod the Doctor gave him has “unlimited credit," 
and it doesn't hurt, and it takes ten minutes, and those are all the 
objections Adam can think of, and that's when the hard sell starts. 
Tamsin leans in: "Type One: you can interface with a simple computer. 
Type Two: you are the computer...transmit any piece of information 
from the archive of Satellite Five. Which is just about the entire history 
of the human race. Now..." Which are, of course, the magic words for 
Adam, like | thought. Tamsin leans into him, all sexy and beautiful and 
scary-authority with surgical tools: "Which one's it going to be?" 


Cathica is, meanwhile, getting all agitated with the Doctor, who is 
sonicking a door into the Satellite mainframe, while Rose keeps watch. 
"You're not allowed to touch the mainframe!" Cathica complains. "We'll 
get told off!" The Doctor tells Rose to tell Cathica to shut it, and Cathica 
calls him a vandal. "Someone's gonna notice!" she hisses. The Doctor 
wrenches the door open. 


The Editor exclaims down at them on Floor 500. “I don't understand! 

... Fhat man was there when we found Suki Macrae Cantrell; there were 
no indications about him. And yet here he is!" The Editor kneels at Eva's 
side, now working a computer in the cold. He looks at her dead face: 
"Clearly acting outside the parameters. Fascinating.” For an Editor, he 
thinks out loud a lot and doesn't seem to do a whole lot of work with the 
content. The demiurge roars, and he accedes to its will, and goes down 
along the line of zombies, asking for checks and double checks and triple 
checks and quadruple, and still the monster carries on. 


The Doctor messes about with the mainframe, as Cathica continues to 
bitch, yet won't leave: "This is nothing to do with me; I'm going back to 
work." Cathica gets less than a step away before stopping, and the 


Doctor tells her good riddance, and she realizes that she can't leave 
them, and Rose says her one line of the episode, about how it's so 
super-hot there, and Cathica says that they "keep asking” but that it's 
“something to do with the turbine," and the Doctor makes fun of her for 
not using her brain and just accepting that it's something to do with the 
turbine, and generally this scene underscores everything we already 
know, but not irritatingly so. "I give up on you, Cathica. Now, Rose...look 
at Rose." Rose turns, smiling sweetly, still the favorite. "Rose is asking 
the right kind of questions." She grins and laughs, “Oh thank you,” and the 
Doctor wonders again why it’s so hot. Cathica points out that the Doctor 
is crazy, and that you're allowed to think the Empire is going to fall or 
you're allowed to worry about the central heating, but you can't worry 
about both. "Never underestimate plumbing,” the Doctor says. 
"Plumbing's very important." He then rips out and snaps a giant bunch of 
wires and makes a silly, sheepish face, and instead of doing anything that 
adds character to her character, Cathica just exasperatedly sighs some 
more. 


The computer tells the Editor that the security scan is complete: "He is 
no one.” The Editor laughs. “He is no one.” Fake ID? "He is no one.” But 
the census is Empire-wide, and everybody's accounted for. “He is no one.” 
So he doesn't exist? (He's a fictional problem?) “He is no one." And the 
blonde? "She is no one.” For some reason, that tips it. "We all know what 
happens to non-entities. They get promoted." If you'd worked where I've 
worked in the past -- and, basically, | assume that you have -- you know 
why that's the funniest line in the entire series. The Editor puts his hand 
on a reportersicle's shoulder and tells it to bring them on up. 


Lacuna! We've hacked the mainframe. | imagine in that time we've 
gotten some superego tight-ass crap from Cathica, some maddening Tao 
of Pooh crap from the Doctor, and a whole lotta nothing from Rose, who 
doesn't have a lot to do this week. “Satellite Five: pipes and plumbing. 
Look at the layout." Cathica wigs on the Doctor for disregarding access to 
"the archive, the news, the stock exchange," and focusing on the pipes 
and stuff. They (with Excellent help from Rose) notice that all the 
cooling ducts and ice filters are set at "high" and are focused on moving 
heat down: away from Floor 500. “Something up there is generating tons 
and tons of heat," says the Doctor, and Rose says she feels like she's 
missing out on a party: "It's all going on upstairs. Fancy a trip?” Cathica 
points out that they need the lift key, and the Doctor scoffs some more 
well-meaning circa-1992 hacker crap: "Keys are just codes, and I've got 
the codes right here." He keys in “override 215.9," and replies to Cathica's 
worried questions, “Someone up there likes me,” staring at us/the Editor 


through a camera lens. The Editor laughs to himself. 


Commercial. Adam sits in the surgery, feeling his forehead. Tamsin 
cheers that it was painless and scar-free, and Adam asks how to activate 
it. Tamsin: "It's a personal choice. Some people whistle -- | know one man 
who triggers it with ‘Oh, Danny Boy.” Adam looks at her. | Know, creepy, 
right? Like eXistenZ, only with your forehead instead of your rear end. 
“But you're set on default for now. That's a click of the fingers.” "Click" is 
British for "Snap." Just like how roosters in Spain go "Co-co-rico," in 
Britain all the cereal goes "Click, Crackle, Pop,” or when somebody 
crosses the harshness threshold everybody goes, "Oh, click!" 


Rose and the Doctor get on the lift up to Floor 500, and they ask Cathica 
to come with them, but God only knows why, considering her sucky 
nature. What is that Arthur O'Shaughnessy thing Willy Wonka spits at 
Veruca? (Or was it Violet?) "We are the music makers, and we are the 
dreamers of dreams.” | always think that when people act that way. | 
would come off like a twat if | said that to somebody, but Gene Wilder 
pulled it off tolerable well. Due to rocking. Very Ninth Doctor, that. So 
the Doctor and Rose are all, "Come with us! Come with us!" and Cathica's 
like, “Fraid not!" And finally the Doctor, of course, is like, “Cool! Suck it!" 
and Cathica tells them not to mention her name or involve her in their 
trouble, and takes off. In the elevator, the Doctor sums up: “That's her 
gone. Adam's given up. Looks like it’s just you and me.” Rose nods. 
"Good," she agrees, and he takes her hand as the doors close. 


Adam snaps his fingers and his head opens up. You can see his brain. He 
touches the opening, grossly, and then snaps his fingers again. He then 
boots up, but nothing comes out, and finally he spits out a little 
vomit-colored ice-cube, which he holds up and stares at. Tamsin tells 
him it's a special offer, the "vomitomatic," or nano-termites in the lining 
of the throat that "freeze the waste." Handy, yet revolting. She holds out 
a steel bowl and they watch it slide around a bit, and then he blinks 
cutely up at her. 


The Doctor and Rose step out into the ice and snow of Floor 500, and the 
Doctor notes that (a) the walls are not, in fact, made of gold; and that 
(b) Rose needs to get the hell out of there. “Tough,” she says. The Doctor 
watches her step on ahead, into danger and learning, to get the 
information. He follows her, grimly. 


In the Editor's room, he's watching the screens and starts talking 
immediately: "I started without you; this is fascinating. Satellite Five 
contains every piece of information within the Fourth Great and 


Bountiful Human Empire. Birth certificates, shopping habits, bank 
statements, but you two...you don't exist!" Rose and the Doctor stare. 
The Doctor doesn't burst into tears this time because he's being hardcore. 
"Not a trace!" the Editor laughs. "No birth, no job, not the slightest kiss. 
How can you walk through the world, and not leave a single footprint?" 
Rose sees Eva, and runs to her, but Eva doesn't respond. “Hello? Can you 
hear me? Suki?” Rose turns to the Editor, demanding to know what he's 
done. "I think she's dead," says the Doctor. Rose protests: "She's 
working..." The Doctor explains that they've all got their chips, and that 
the chips keep them going, like puppets, on message. The Editor laughs: 
"“Ohhhh! You're full of information! But it’s only fair we get information 
back, because, apparently, you're no one.” The Editor giggles, and the 
Doctor nods, kind of rolling his eyes. “It's so rare not to know something!" 
yells the Editor. "Who are you?" They always ask, and he never says. 
"Doesn't matter," the Doctor answers, "cause we're off. Nice to meet 
you.” The Doctor calls Rose over, and they try to leave, but the corpses 
grab for them. The Editor yells some more, but the Doctor points out 
that their personal information is what's keeping them alive, so they're 
going to sit on it. "Perhaps my Editor-In-Chief can convince you 
otherwise," says the Editor. Why? "It may interest you to know that this is 
not the Fourth Great and Bountiful Human Empire: in fact, it's not 
actually human at all. It's merely a place where humans happen to live." 
The beast roars. “Yeah, sorry. It's a place where humans are allowed to 
live, by the kind permission of my client.” He snaps his fingers and points 
up, and we finally see the demiurge: a slobbering puddle, a lump of 
beast with one grotesque mouth all sharp teeth and snarling. Like if you 
took the face inside the face of the Alien alien, and stuck it on Lady 
Cassandra. Rose and Doctor give some Excellent Questions of the "What 
the hell?" type. “That ‘Thing,’ as you put it, is in charge of the human 
race," the Editor tells them. And he is the "Thing”’s Archon: "For almost a 
hundred years, mankind has been shaped and guided, his knowledge and 
ambition strictly controlled by its broadcast news. Edited by my superior, 
your master, and humanity's guiding light...the mighty Jagrafess of the 
Holy Hadrojassic Maxarodenfoe.” The Jagrafess roars. “I call him Max." 
The Doctor smiles, sarcastically, and nods. 


Adam is back on Floor 139, touching his head, as Cathica comes down the 
corridor. She doesn't notice him, being very absorbed in this whole 
"thinking" thing she's just discovered, and she heads to the elevator and 
enters the override code, boarding. 


"If we create a climate of fear," the Editor explains to the now-manacled 


Doctor and Rose, "then it's easy to keep the borders closed. It's just a 
matter of emphasis: the right word in the right broadcast, repeated 
often enough, can...destabilize an economy, invent an enemy, change a 
vote..." Got it, got it. Don't lose track. Rose: "So, all the people on Earth 
are, like, slaves." Got it. "That's an interesting point," the Editor admits. 
"Is a slave a slave if he doesn't know he's enslaved?" The Doctor, 
Kierkegaard, even Plato are like, "Dude, yes. We've been over this." The 
Editor was looking for a philosophical debate, so the self-evident and 
snappy “Yes” disappoints him: “Is that all I'm going to get?” The Doctor 
gives a great "Fuckin' yes!" response, and the Editor laughs: “You're no 
fun." The Doctor offers to show the Editor just how fun he is, if he'll 
unshackle them. The Editor: "Oh, he's tough, isn't he.” The Editor begs 
them to admit that it's a great, foolproof system, but Rose tells him that 
nothing on this scale could possibly stay hidden -- that somebody 
somewhere must have noticed. The Editor admits that this does happen, 
from time to time, but explains that since the computer and chips allow 
him to see inside your brain, it's easy to find "the smallest doubt, and 
crush it." 


As the Editor speaks, Cathica arrives in the elevator and comes out into 
Floor 500. 


Elsewhere, Adam enters an empty broadcasting room. 


",.. And then they just carry on, living their life [sic], strutting about 
downstairs and all over the surface of the Earth, like they're so 
individual,” says the Editor. The Doctor sees Cathica in the corner of his 
eye, where she's entered quietly and stayed out of sight. "When of course 
they're not! They're just cattle. In that respect, the Jagrafess hasn't 
changed a thing." Got it, got it. Rose: “What about you? You're not a 
Jagra...uh... a --" The Doctor says it for her: "-- Jagrafess. You're not a 
Jagrafess. You're human.” The Editor tells her straight up that “simply 
being human" doesn't pay very well. Ah, capitalism. "But you couldn't 
have done this all on your own!" Rose protests. "No, | represent a 
consortium of banks -- money prefers a long-term investment. Also, the 
Jagrafess needed a little hand to...um...install himself." Cathica spots it 
on the ceiling, as the Doctor agrees that anything that large might need 
some help. "What's his life span?" asks the Doctor. Three thousand years. 
“That's one hell of a metabolism generating all that heat -- that's why 
Satellite Five's so hot. You pump it out of the creature, channel it 
downstairs. Jagrafess stays cool, stays alive. Satellite Five's one great big 
life-support system.” He's not really talking to the Editor at all; he's 
giving Cathica the information. 


Adam leans back in the broadcast chair and calls his answering machine, 
telling his parents to keep this message, too, even though it'll “sound like 
white noise." Three, two, one, and spike, and the information starts to 
flow. 


",..But that's why you're so dangerous," says the Editor. "Knowledge is 
power, but you remain unknown." He laughs and snaps his fingers, 
sending shocks through their shackles. “Who are you?" 


On the chair, Adam begins to tremble and shake. Back in 2012, the phone 
starts glowing, and the dog freaks out. 


The Doctor writhes around, in pain, and tells the Editor to leave Rose out 
of it: “I'm the Doctor, she's Rose Tyler. We're nothing. We're just 
wandering!" The Editor demands again to know who they are, 
exasperating the Doctor: "I just said!" But what the Editor wants to know 
is what the information means: “Who do you work for? Who sent you? 
Who knows about us? Who exactly..." The Editor stops yelling, and 
spreads his hands delightedly. Down on Floor 139, Adam shudders, and 
the Editor smiles at the Doctor: "Time Lord." Over the Doctor's shock, he 
continues. "Oh, yes! The last of the Time Lords, in his traveling machine! 
Oh, with his little human girl from long ago..." The Editor caresses her 
face, and Rose jerks away violently. The Doctor tells the Editor he's 
wrong, he doesn't know what he's talking about, and the Editor answers: 
"Time travel.” Adam begins to scream. "Someone's been telling you lies,” 
the Doctor exclaims, and the Editor smiles: "Young master Adam 
Mitchell?” He snaps his fingers, summoning a projection of Adam 
twitching and shouting, spike still going strong. "Oh, my God," says Rose. 
"His head!" The Doctor shouts over and over, "What's he done?" And 
Cathica listens to the Doctor speak. "They're reading his mind...he's 
telling them everything!" Anonymity, in the prison of a not-so-benevolent 
demiurge, is at premium. There's more at stake than the old bar code 
across the neck -- it's about existence itself. The Editor confirms it: 
“Through him, | know everything about you. Every piece of information in 
his head is now mine. And you have infinite knowledge, Doctor. The 
Human Empire is tiny compared to what you've seen in your 
T-A-R-D-I-S...TARDIS." The Doctor swears he'll die before the Editor can 
get his hands on the TARDIS, and the Editor replies, “Die all you like. | 
don't need you; I've got the key." Which floats out of his pocket and 
hangs in the air. The Editor explains that now, “today, we are the 
headlines.” He adds, "We can rewrite history. We could prevent mankind 
from ever developing!" And now the Doctor's just openly talking to 


Cathica, which is okay, and way better than feeling like he's lecturing us 
about it: "And no one's gonna stop you. Because you've bred a human 
race that doesn't bother to ask questions. Stupid little slaves, believing 
every lie. They'll just trot right into the slaughterhouse if they're told it's 
made of gold." 


Cathica makes her decision and heads into the Floor 500 broadcasting 
room. She fully tosses the rotten corpse off the chair and sits down: 
"Disengage safety.” An alarm goes off as the walls light up around her, 
and in another room, the Editor gets nervous. Cathica overrides Adam's 
room, and his spike disappears, the key drops to the floor. Cathica starts 
her own spike, and the Jagrafess begins to scream. “Who's that?!" screams 
the Editor. “It's Cathica! [Excellent Question!]" shouts Rose, and the 
Doctor rejoices that she's finally giving meaning to her information. The 
Editor tells Eva to terminate her access, as the Doctor laughs: 
“Everything | told her about Satellite Five! The pipes, the filters...she's 
reversing it! Look at that!" The icicles begin to melt, the heat begins to 
equalize, the cathode transmits its energy to the anode, and the picture 
starts to come in clear. The Editor, not getting anything worthwhile out 
of Eva, puts his hands over her cold, dead ones, and commands her: 
“Burn her mind.” Can you imagine how that place is going to smell in a 
few minutes? Oy. "Oh no you don't,” laughs Cathica. "You should've 
promoted me years back.” | don't generally like the Schwarzenegger 
kiss-off, but she sells it well. All the screens explode, and the zombie 
journalists fall down all over the place, no more puppetry, and Satellite 
Five shakes and shudders, alarms everywhere, people running around 
crazily all over the place. Rose's shackles are undone. As they make for 
the downstairs, everyone is trying to get out of the upward heat-flow. 
The Editor pathetically tries to get the zombies back upright. “She's 
venting the heat up here," says the Doctor over the screams of that 
dying, tiny God. “The Jagrafess needs to stay cool, and now it's sitting on 
top of a volcano.” Adam runs through the crowd outside. 


The Editor tries to calm the Jagrafess down, as it screams and roars, 
complaining about how “impossible” it is for a “member of staff" to have 
"an idea.” Got it, got it, got it. The Jagrafess roars angrily, terrified, as 
the Editor pushes Eva's body aside, and tries to use the computer by 
himself. Rose fumbles in the still-shackled Doctor's jacket pocket for his 
screwdriver, roared and snapped at by the beast all the while. The 
Doctor gives her the sonic information: "Flick the switch!" And she does, 
causing a small explosion nearby. As Adam pushes through the terrified 
crowd, and Cathica closes her eyes, Rose opens the Doctor's manacles, 
and he jumps free, laughing at the Editor as pieces of the Jagrafess start 


to fall from the ceiling. "See you in the headlines!" the Doctor shouts, 
and takes off. The Jagrafess begins to pulse, horrible and red, and the 
Editor finally snivels his resignation and turns to get the hell out of there. 
Eva grabs his ankle. That's my girl. 


The Doctor and Rose run across Floor 500 hand in hand, huge clumps of 
snow coming down all around, as the Jagrafess and the Editor shout in 
pain and fear, the beast growing ever wilder and more swollen. In the 
Floor 500 broadcast room, the Doctor snaps his fingers, ending Cathica's 
spike. She looks up at him, and they smile. The sun rises over Earth, 
down below. 


Later, Floor 139 gets its collective post-traumatic on. The Doctor and 
Cathica sit at a canteen table, Rose leaning against the bar behind them. 
The Doctor tells Cathica, “We're just gonna go. | hate tidying up, too 
many questions. You'll manage.” Cathica's not feeling him there, saying 
that nobody's going to believe her without him explaining the 
information, but he says that humanity should be accelerating back to 
normal soon enough. How many worlds has the Doctor ended? (Ask 
Milton.) Like, what episode number is this? 


Interesting, because of the whole ninety-year thing, like, it was made 
explicit that the Jagrafess seemingly doesn't have time-travel capability, 
but the whole ninety-year thing implies that somebody with time-travel 
capabilities is indirectly responsible for this, because in a linear mode, 
there's no such thing as the retarded development the Doctor is talking 
about. There's just...development. You have to exit the system and come 
down on it ina different place, in order to make things different at 
200,000, or else the Doctor wouldn't know the difference. But he's been 
here before, and it's very different, so: time travel. Either (a) this is 
going to be one of those "Rose kills a butterfly in 1869 and that causes 
the Jagrafess to get the Earth contract in 199,909" things, or (b) there's a 
player we don't know about yet, or (c) I'm missing something painfully 
obvious and my inbox will hate me in the morning, or (d) Jagrafess works 
for Bad Wolf, Ram & Hart Inc., or some analog thereby, or (e) some 
alphabetical combination of the above, which would rock the mostest. 
That's what | got at this time. (And if I'm right about any of this, or 
wrong, or anywhere in between, and you email me about it, | will send 
you a dead dog's head over the internet and I'm not kidding. Spoiler-free's 
the way to be, and if | didn't enjoy this part, | would go watch the 
episodes or read about them on the internet. In today's technological 
climate, knowing things before your friends doesn't make you awesome, 
it makes you weak. (Or, you know, British or Canadian, both of which are 


awesome things to be.) | will not be impressed. Not even if you send me 
a "just you wait" email. Let it lie, it'll be over in what, a month, and | 
have no idea where you even get a dead dog. In any case, there's any 
number of long games being played, clearly.) 


Cathica asks about their "friend" Adam, and the Doctor makes it clear 
that that's the wrong word, and then gets right up in Adam's face. Adam, 
who left Rose to die and didn't look back. Deaf to Rose's pleas for 
non-violence, still the Doctor advances. And Adam, as usual, is having 
read-the-room troubles: “I'm all right now! Much better..." Well, good, 
and thank Jagrafess for that. Adam laughs, nervous, as the Doctor comes 
closer. “It all worked out for the best, didn't it?” If Adam came clean right 
now, what would happen? The Doctor snatches the TARDIS key, and 
unlocks the door, collaring Adam. "...You know, it’s not actually my fault, 
because you were in charge,” Adam seals the deal, and the Doctor shoves 
him in the TARDIS without a word... 


...and out into Adam's living room, 2012. Rose follows them out and shuts 
the doors behind them. “It's my house! I'm home! Oh, my God, I'm home!" 
The Doctor glares, and Adam sighs: "Blimey. | thought you were going to 
chuck me out of an airlock.” The Doctor gives him another chance to 
confess, and Adam declines, so the Doctor picks up that telephone we've 
been calling all night. "The archive of Satellite Five. One second of that 
message could've changed the world." Adam's eyes bug out, and the 
Doctor pulls his screwdriver. Adam almost tells him not to, thinks better 
of it, and watches the Doctor blow up the telephone. "That's it, then. See 
ya.” Ooouch! Swing and a miss for the young rookie! Adam's like, “Say 
what?" and the Doctor clarifies: “As in 'Goodbye.” Adam begs: "...What 
about me? You can't just go, I've got my head...I've got a chip Type Two! 
My head opens.” And you know everything that's going to happen: the 
Doctor smiles not-so-humorously, and snaps his fingers -- "What, like 
this?" -- and the door opens, and Adam tells him to cut it out, and snaps 
it closed, and the Doctor does it again, and Adam gets madder and snaps 
it closed, and Rose tells the Doctor off, but just so she can snap it open 
herself after Adam politely thanks her for the support, and she and the 
Doctor laugh at him for being a jackhole. Adam lies he was "just trying to 
help,” the Doctor points out that he was just helping himself, and Adam 
apologizes a hundred times and says that they can't leave him like this. 
"Yes | can, because if you show your head to anyone, they'll dissect you in 
seconds," says the Doctor. “You'll have to live a very quiet life. Keep out 
of trouble. Be average. Unseen.” Anonymous, his secrets and his mind 
staying hidden. Karma, no? Adam's useless chip a hindrance, because he 
couldn't give meaning to the information. "Good luck." And Adam begs: 


"But | wanna come with you!" The Doctor: "I only take the best. I've got 
Rose." Fuck yeah. 


Adam's mum comes in with groceries, happy to hear his voice -- she had 
no idea he was coming home from Utah -- and Rose watches Adam twist 
in his embarrassment, that tongue between her teeth. Adam begs Rose 
again to take him along, but she looks at him like he's no one, and gets 
onboard. Mum hears the TARDIS engines as they leave, but she's too 
excited about her son's homecoming, and doesn't think more: "Ah, let me 
look at you. Six months! It's like | saw you yesterday. Isn't it funny? The 
time goes by like that!" She snaps her fingers. Her jaw drops. 


Oh, click! 


| AM TRYING TO BREAK YOUR HEART 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 8 | Aired on 04.27.2006 


Father's Day - Rose and the Doctor travel back to the day her father died, and she 
saves him. 


My friend Karen remarked yesterday on how very large the Doctor is, and 
how very small Rose is, in terms of time and our understanding of time. 
Like the show constantly shuttles back and forth between the cosmic 
("Dalek,” “The Long Game” -- even "End Of The World)" and the particular 
("Rose,” "The Unquiet Dead") and points up the questions that apply to 
each. When we're in the Doctor's court, we take the long view -- the 
rational view (even when it turns out wrong, like with the Gelth) of an 
audience outside of Time. When we're dealing with Rose's stuff, we're in 
the position of normal people trying to comprehend a basically 
incomprehensible concept. That's extrinsic analysis, Death of the Author 
stuff, at heart, but | also think that it's a huge part of the show's whole 
myth: what happens when you go walking with a god? He's always had his 
companion there for our benefit. Some have complained about this new 
series that it's too much like The Adventures Of Rose Tyler (And Her 
Companion, A Doctor), and even having never been a fan until now, | can 
still see that. I've certainly felt oversold on the wonder of Rose Tyler, on 
occasion. If she never condescends to smile patronizingly at another 
member of the underclass it'll be too soon, for example. But | think that 
it serves to humanize -- well, "make the Doctor more relatable" is 
probably a better way to put that -- the story itself, to be able to put 
ourselves in her corner when we need to. Which in the long term makes 
it more of the Doctor's story, in some ways, or else it would be like The 
Sorceror's Apprentice, without Mickey: just this intense dude giving 
eyebrows and crazy-ass grins all over. Anyhow, interesting, and | wanted 
to mention it particularly this week, given that this episode is a great 
example of an episode that does both simultaneously: gets to the heart 
of Rose's relationships -- most intensely, to my mind, with the Doctor 
himself -- while also giving Time her due. This time, it's us caught 
between the absolute and the particular, and it becomes a lot easier to 
see how difficult some of the Doctor's decisions might have been up to 
now. 


Zoom in on a photograph of one Peter Alan Tyler -- hotter, but less 
striking than Simon Pegg would've been -- as Rose voices over: “My dad. 
The most wonderful man in the world. Born fifteenth of September, 
1954." Cut to Rose (I'd say around age six), snooping around the door of 
Jackie's bedroom, where her mother sits with photo albums on the bed. 


I'd describe the décor, but it's Jackie: you're already there. Whatever 
you're picturing, double it. Jackie invites her daughter in with a truly 
beautiful smile, and Rose climbs up beside her. Jackie points out a 
photo: “Who's that? It's your daddy. You weren't old enough to remember 
when he died. 1987. Seventh of November. Do you remember what | told 
you? The day that Stuart Hoskins and Sarah Clarke got married?” We turn 
to a picture of Jackie with Pete, and Jackie smiles again: “He was always 
having adventures. Oh, he would have loved to have seen you now." 


| resisted, last week, during the whole Gnostic rant, pointing out that the 
maintenance and restoration of the divine is another word for what some 
people might, in the realm of the personal, call “therapy.” You take a 
wish or a lie and break it open; you accept the ugly things about it, and 
that lets the light out, which brings you closer to God. The reason | 
resisted saying this, of course, is that you're bound to go to a bullshit 
New Age therapy place when | say it, and | would ask that you hear me 
out. I've never been in therapy -- which should be bloody obvious by now 
-- but | have had some wishes come true. It’s never a good thing. 


TARDIS. The Doctor and Rose are both settled easily around in the main 
room, the Doctor leaning back in a chair. Rose asks the Doctor whether 
they can go back to see Pete when he was alive. “Where's this come 
from, all of a sudden?" the Doctor asks, which is a valid question, 
although it technically leaves out the darker parts of the wish. He'll bring 
it up again before all's said and done. Rose gets petulant; in her voice, a 
slight tinge of childish anger recalls when she realized what Pete's death 
meant: "All right, then, if we can't, if it goes against the laws of times or 
something, then never mind, we'll just leave it." Her little rant says that 
(1) she still sees the Doctor as an authority, which isn't necessarily how 
he sees himself; (2) she's admitting that there are limits on the Doctor's 
so-called freedom to be completely fantastic and wonderland all the 
time; and (3) she's nineteen years of age. "No, | can do anything," says 
the Doctor. Just in case she thought there were things he couldn't do. 
"I'm just more worried about you.” Rose protests that she just wants to 
see Pete. The wish: to find out what she is. To find out how much of 
Rose comes from Pete. To know herself better. Why else would you have 
quests? Or wishes? "Your wish is my command," says the Doctor, “But be 
careful what you wish for." 


Credits. Thanks to Paul Cornell for writing an episode which goes 
everywhere, 90% places that seem clichéd, and giving the unexpected 
result at every turn. On the script level, this is an amazing episode. I've 
got this rep for loving the emo in everything and | guess it's true: people 


are interesting, especially when they're nuts. But this script is good, 
regardless of how much you've invested in Rose. | think this one (like the 
next two) could be your first episode, and you'd end up almost as slain as 
| was. Weirdly, the effect this episode had on me was way more in terms 
of the relationship between Rose and the Doctor than the actual plot, 
which | would think would be the tearjerker. But no -- | imagine because 
not even our Jackie and Mickey, such as they are, really mean much in 
this episode. It's all about Rose, and the Doctor, and everyone else is like 
a figure in a dream. Parts of the story, Rose lays out for herself. | don't 
think the quest is a metaphor for therapy; therapy is a metaphor for the 
quest. And everybody knows you start in on the parents right away. 


First stop: Jackie and Pete's small, informal wedding; the Doctor and 
Rose sit at the back. It's such a small scene, thrown so casually into a 
pretty linear episode, that I'd assume most people would forget it ever 
happened. But it’s important. If the point of Rose's quest is to figure 
herself out, then you have to start at the beginning -- not at Pete's 
death, but at the wedding of Rose's parents. To pick apart the fantasy, 
the "best man in the world,” and see and love the weakness, stupidity, 
and youth underneath. (I've always wondered whether the scariest part 
of thinking about your parents as fallible is thinking of them being your 
age -- knowing how stupid you are, and being well used at almost any age 
to being smarter than they, how could they possibly have survived to be 
as old as they are now? How dare they get married at twenty-seven?) It's 
not just Rose's lies we're uncovering, but her mother's, as well. After you 
realize the whole world's take on you is bullshit, you go back to where 
you came from. The first wish. The registrar speaks, and Pete responds 
before their witnesses, and stumbles over Jackie's name (Jacqueline 
Angela Suzette Prentiss, which speaks volumes) before looking to the 
registrar for aid. Jackie sighs, and realizes that she's already screwed: 
"Oh, just carry on. It's good enough for Lady Di." In 1987, there was no 
way of knowing just how much those two blonde ladies would have in 
common. The Doctor grins down, but Rose is too busy with her wish: "I 
thought he'd be taller." She watches, a little overwhelmed, as Pete and 
Jackie finish their wedding. In America, the standard text is "to have and 
to hold ‘til death do us part." Here, the registrar says “to love and behold" 
instead. | like that better. 


Back in Jackie's bedroom, Rose's mum quietly speaks: "He died so close to 
home. | wasn't there, nobody was. It was a hit-and-run driver. Never 
found out who. He was dead when the ambulance got there." (Rose gazes 
up at her mother, solemnly, learning the story.) “I only wish there'd been 
someone there for him.” Rose looks down sadly, then back up at her 


mother. 


TARDIS. "I wanna be that someone," Rose says. "So he doesn't die alone.” 
That's a good wish, if that's all it could ever be. If it were that simple. 
But you can't concretize letting go like that. It’s not like Rose's father will 
lose his power over her just by her watching him die -- and it's not like 
her guilt for the demands she made on her mother will go away either. 
It's at best a favor for a stranger -- maybe even a friend -- and if Rose 
could admit that now, she wouldn't even need to go back. She's in love 
with a myth; Pete's just a guy. A pretty great guy, but nothing special. 
Pete married Jackie for his own sake. But the Doctor doesn't speak, or 
ask, or try. He just confirms the date and starts her up. Rose watches, 
apprehensive. This is big and very stupid, and they know it already just 
from what's going on in their tummies. Tummies always know. 


Rose and the Doctor step out into a breezy, quiet afternoon, music in the 
distance. Rose wonders about the myth, and the wish: "That's so weird. 
The day my father died, | thought it'd be all, sort of, grim and stormy. It's 
just an ordinary day." The Doctor, for whom twenty years is the space 
between heartbeats, tries to get across how ordinary this actually is: 
“The past is another country -- 1987's just the Isle of Wight.” No lie. You 
couldn't pay me enough. The Doctor asks Rose whether she's sure about 
this, and she isn't, but she lies. The camera pans across a bunch of 
posters and broadsides on the wall, displaying stuff like "No Third Term 
For Thatcher," some house party posters with a giant smiley face, "Bad 
Wolf" scrawled across it. Hmm. Raves, and TV, and a helicopter, and 
graffiti. Two references to darkness, yet to come...focused on Rose, 
maybe. Well, more than likely, because “yet to come" only makes sense if 
you're following one person's life path, which the story is, so it's gotta be 
Rose, right? But | don't see any other connections. 


Could it be the universe talking? It's something fictional, this universe; it's 
made up of words on a page -- a script -- so | don't see why there couldn't 
be words speaking everywhere, like Danny the Street. Or like the show 
itself is Charlotte, weaving little warnings out of itself. Maybe it's a 
warning, and not an entity? "Some Pig! Bad Wolf!" Maybe the mistake is in 
thinking that the Jagrafess Ninety Years Of Stupitude is connected at all. 
A story with time travel in it probably has all kinds of little rips and tears 
in the continuum -- look at this episode. And anyway. That seems a little 
high-concept even for old RTD. Well, no, that's exactly what | would have 
done in college -- let the story interrogate itself from the inside to prove 
how very clever | was -- so it’s possible. | take it back. And that bums me 
out anyway, because if it's the show talking to us, we've got a month left 


before it clears its throat and tells it plain, going by episode titles. My 
current hunch is that the Bad Wolf is related to, or responsible for, the 
ninety-year issue and who knows what else, and it’s connected to Rose, | 
think, but not the Doctor, because the Doctor has his own "this is my 
burden" bullshit, and if it's related to a fuck-up, that'll be Rose. Or else 
there's still another player out there -- we're only halfway through, 
basically, and all the guys so far with that kind of firepower are gone, 
right? Well, no, but the Moxx made it sound like Crisis, like it was a 
collapsing-multiverse thing, which makes it seem more like a Time War 
issue. And he was saying it to the Face of Boe, who was pregnant on the 
Bad Wolf channel, so that's twice for him. Hmm. The only thing that 
would bug me is if it's something we've not seen at all, and this is all just 
backtracking from some episode-specific bullshit to make that single 
episode more awesome. Like that it relates to a monster that eats farting 
lint, and Rose tried to warn her past self about the farting lint-eating 
monster, but alas, too much was lost in translation, so now the farting 
lint monster is huffing and puffing and farting and eating all the other 
parts of the multiverse like so much lint. Well, I'm talking out of my ass 
again, and | promised not to do that. (...And this time | swear | won't! 
Heh.) 


Rose and the Doctor stand at the curb on Jordan Road, and wait. "He'd 
been to get a wedding present," Rose tells the Doctor. "A vase -- Mum 
always said, ‘That stupid vase.” A car comes around the corner and parks. 
Rose sounds like she's about to start crying: "He got out of his car...and 
crossed the road. Oh, God. This is it." Pete grabs the vase, and the 
Doctor takes Rose's hand, their fingers entwined, to watch what happens 
next. Pete comes around -- somehow missing the car that's turned the 
corner -- and the car is now heading for him. The driver throws a hand 
over his eyes, and Rose hides her head behind the Doctor's shoulder. She 
doesn't see it happen. The vase falls to the street and smashes, and Rose 
looks across at her father's dying body. "Go to him,” the Doctor says. 
"Quick." But she doesn't. 


Later, Rose and the Doctor lean against a wall. Rose, in tears, hears the 
ambulance coming, and croaks, “It's too late now." The Doctor looks at 
her, and she explains that, in the story, the ambulance didn't get there 
until he was already dead. Her voice breaks, and the Doctor looks away 
quietly. "He can't die on his own," she says, and begs to try again. Tight 
close-up on the Doctor's eyes, worried. He knows it’s a bad idea, doubling 
up like this, but he'll be there. Nothing too terrible can happen. There's 
nothing he “can't do.” 


Rose and the Doctor stand just around a corner, watching themselves 
wait by the curb. Again, the "Bad Wolf" poster, at this particular 
moment. | don't want to think about it, if it's just them somehow fucking 
things up. The Doctor explains that they're looking at themselves a 
second ago, and says it's somehow "very bad" for them to be spotted: 
"Wait until she runs off and he follows, then go to your dad." Pete's car 
drives up again, and the other Rose says, “Oh God, this is it." Pete picks 
up his vase as our Rose loses her gumption again. "You don't have to do 
anything you don't want to, but this is the last time we can be here," the 
Doctor explains. You never get through these hoops on your own -- it's 
always about pushing past where you thought you'd break. But for every 
time you keep from changing by doing nothing, there are a hundred 
times you do it by doing something stupid instead: Rose runs out into the 
street -- past the other Rose, and the other Doctor, who stare at her, as 
the Doctor shouts behind her -- and knocks her father out of the way. 
They fall to the ground, as the confused other Doctor and Rose stare 
around for a bit, and then disappear. The Doctor stares, horrified, as 
Rose helps Pete to his feet, rejoicing, “I did it! | saved your life!" Peter's 
kind of out of it, and asks whether she got the guy's plates. Rose 
continues to babble that what she's done is crazy: "Oh my God, look at 
you! You're alive! That car was gonna kill ya!" Pete begs her pardon, and 
says it’s not like he was going to walk under it. “I'm Rose,” she says, and 
smiles and nods at him. "That's a coincidence," says Pete. It's his 
daughter's name. Rose smiles, delighted, tears in her eyes, and tells him 
it's a good choice for a name. She stares and stares, juuuust long enough 
to weird him out, and he finally remembers the wedding. “Is that Sarah 
Clarke's wedding?" she asks. Pete offers to give Rose and her "boyfriend" a 
lift, and gestures to the Doctor, who's back on the corner, watching them 
angrily. From above, we look down at them through red distortion. Well, 
great. Some horrible monsters, then, too. Like a pissy Doctor wouldn't be 
trouble enough. (It’s hard to be hilarious this week; let me have my fun.) 


Pete lets Rose and the Doctor into his apartment, putting down the vase 
near the door. He chatters pleasantly to them, offers tea and milk, and 
babbles good-naturedly about how you should leave your dairy products 
on the window sill and how if you invented a special window sill with 
compartments, you could make a lot of money. So that's how it is: that 
get-rich-quick type of fuck-up. Those make me very sad. That mix of 
hope and wrist-slitting, desperation and depression. Fear all the time; 
dreams of black dogs. It's like having a gambling addiction, but with your 
entire life. And falling in love with one means you're just the same. Poor 
Jackie. Pete thinks about his window sill for awhile -- Rose looking on, all 
delight and wonder, and the Doctor nodding at him politely. 


Pete takes off to get dressed, and Rose starts the longest Congressional 
filibuster in the entire spacetime continuum. She's picking things up and 
chirping stupidly about them and putting them down again and always 
avoiding the Doctor's eyes -- like if she just keeps talking until Pete 
comes back, she won't have to get yelled at for what she's done. And it's 
not just any old chat, either; it's all tearjerking stuff specifically 
intended to make the Doctor cross-eyed with love and compassion and 
get him on Rose's side. It's impressive as all hell; it's depressing as 
anything. The Doctor watches silently, arms folded, black and red with 
rage. Rose continues to exclaim:"All the stuff Mum kept, his stuff. She 
kept it all packed away in boxes in the cupboard, she used to show me 
when she'd had a bit to drink, and here it is. On display, where it should 
be. Third prize at the bowling, first two got to go to Didcot...Health 
drinks! ‘Tonics,’ Mum used to call them. He made his money selling this 
Vitex stuff -- he had all sorts of jobs, he's so clever...Solar power, Mum 
said he was gonna do this! Now he can!" She finally smiles up 
determinedly at the Doctor, as though by sheer force of will and 
perkiness she can make it good. But is it really him she's resisting? Or the 
truth she knows he's going to tell her? That this isn't the way the world 
works? That you have to put the genie back eventually? That there's no 
such thing, as the free lunch of having her whole life different without 
Rose herself changing? Isn't she really just talking to kill time? 


The Doctor doesn't smile back. Rose: "Okay, look. I'll tell him you're not 
my boyfriend.” But the Doctor's checking the wish for any suspicious spots 
that might explain why it's gone off: “When we met, | said travel with me 
in space -- you said no. Then | said time machine.” There are the wishes 
we know we're making, and the wishes we don't. Adults try for the 
over/under on that one. Rose protests: "It wasn't some big plan, | just 
saw it happening, and | thought...| can stop it." Can you imagine being 
accused of something that large? Of someone you love like him even 
thinking that? The Doctor presses his lips tightly together, his forehead 
indrawn: "| picked another stupid ape.... | should've known. It's not about 
showing you the universe, it never is; it's about the universe doing 
something for you.” And maybe this is just him showing the wear and tear 
of the Adam debacle, which he pretty much totally put on Rose's 
shoulders anyhow. But we're also heading into resentment territory, and 
it's surprisingly alarming. Like, the Doctor's thinking things you shouldn't 
even think. She hasn’t even begun to fuck this up to the degree that she's 
going to, and he's acting like she should know this stuff. Rose protests: 
"So it's okay when you go to other times, and you save people's lives, but 
not when it’s me saving my dad?" And the Doctor replies that he knows 


what he's doing, and she doesn't. Which is valid. "Two sets of us being 
there made that a vulnerable point," he says. | like how the levels of 
screw-up take the story apart: it’s not just about "you can't change your 
history" this way, because there are several factors involved, so you can't 
just give the simple answer and get going; you can't click it closed like a 
box and say you've learned a little something about time travel. A lot of 
dominos in this one -- and that means that you can focus on the 
emotional and developmental issues a lot easier than you could if it were 
just a write-off. 


The Doctor speaks to Rose:"My entire planet died -- my whole family.... 
Do you think it never occurred to me to go back and save them?" She goes 
all shopgirl, protesting that her father isn't a history-changer or a world 
leader: "E's not gonna start World War Three or anyfing...” The Doctor 
steps toward her and tries again: "Rose. There's a man alive in the world 
who wasn't alive before. An ordinary man. That's the most important 
thing in creation. The whole world's different because he's alive." And 
because this is Rose's story, the true paradox is implied: Rose's whole 
world is different, too. "What," she exclaims, playing dumb. “Would you 
rather him dead?" The Doctor's not saying that at all, nor is he saying the 
next thing, as she flips through every possible way she has of denying 
this. "No, | get it!" she exclaims. "For once, you're not the most important 
man in my life.” Dirty pool. It's never been about how important the 
Doctor is to Rose -- it's about how important she is to the Doctor. And she 
knows that. Uglier and uglier. The Doctor is angry: “Let's see how you get 
on without me, then. Give me the key, the TARDIS key. If I'm so 
insignificant, give it me back.” | think they'd both like nothing better 
than to back down, but when you're in the middle of somebody's giant 
issue, it's rough. Without Pete, look what happened to Jackie -- that's an 
effect. Without Pete to beat his ass, Jimmy Stone talks Rose out of 
school. And so on. And always in the back of her head thinking of Peter 
Alan Tyler -- how if he were there, things would be better somehow. He's 
her excuse. You can't go there without getting in over your head. So if 
you come up against the edge of the world, if time’s hand comes slapping 
down, whom do you turn to? The people who can do anything: Pete. The 
Doctor. But it's the Doctor saying no. Rose slaps the key into his hand. 
"Well, you've got what you wanted,” the Doctor says, snottily. "So that's 
goodbye then.” Like a boy, he says this. Cutting with a lie they both know 
isn't true, and terrified that on some level it is, because that means that 
all they've been through, and all the love -- all the love in the world! -- 
that they have for each other was based in something selfish and foul. 
That when Rose turned her back on Adam, she was being a hypocrite. 
Playing her own “Long Game." 


The Doctor turns, and heads for the door. Rose follows. "You don't scare 
me," she says, not very believably, and stands between him and the 
door. "| know how sad you are." So sad, is how sad, and she does know. 
The unbelievable asshole of them both right now! Peter Pan was never 
this wicked to his Wendy, I'll say that. | wish Jackie or somebody were 
there to slap them both out of it. "You'll be back in a minute, or you'll 
hang around outside the TARDIS waiting for me..." She's probably right, 
and he knows it. He stares at her for a second, but can't give in. He 
pushes past her, and out the door. Rose screams: “And I'll make you wait 
a long time!" She slams the door, and pants against it, and Pete pokes his 
head of his bedroom. "Boyfriend trouble?” She doesn't answer; she just 
straightens her back. Near enough. 


A very pissed Doctor takes off down the road, and again we see him from 
above, through a screaming red and messed-up lens. We change focus to 
a woman hanging her laundry, a hobo drinking against a wall, a man 
cutting his hedges. We close in on the man, who shouts and drops his 
shears to the ground. Laundry Lady disappears; her clothes fall to the 
grass. The hobo's drink drops to the pavement. "Nay, indeed, if you had 
your eyes, you might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father that 
knows his own child. Well, old man...give me your blessing: truth will 
come to light; murder cannot be hid long; a man's son may, but at the 
length truth will out.” Little Merchant for ya. The truth? None of this 
should be happening. | wonder if, when the first Doctor and Rose 
disappeared, it was because we were in a new place? A new now? A place 
that shouldn't exist? And they're just back where we came from? And if 
the cleaners are coming? 


Rose picks up a pack of Pete's peanuts and politely puts them on a plate. 
Pete comes out in his wedding suit and finds it appropriately creepy. She 
calls it “force of habit,” and maybe Jackie's just that lazy, but | think it's 
closer to being French for "I love you." Pete comforts her, saying that 
“couples have rows all the time,” but Rose just drops to the couch like a 
teenager. Every scene, she's a little bit older with him. “Why does 
everyone think we're a couple?" she says, and then cracks her neck, and 
gives in: "I think he left me.” Pete starts to say how foolish that would 
be, given what a hottie she is, and Rose goes a little crazy explaining 
how, and to what degree, and for how long, they will not be “going 
there”: "You aren't even aware that there exists.... | don't even want to 
think about there, and believe me, neither do you. There, for you, is 
like...phfft. It's like the Bermuda Triangle." Pete takes this as well as a 
man of his years and charm can, and Rose changes the subject by 


grabbing his arm: "Right, are we off?" He takes her arm, all, “Mixed 
signals much?,” and she informs him firmly that it's anything but. He sighs 
and takes her arm, and offers to escort her to the loony bin. They leave, 
and you can finally see the apartment, which is great: purple walls and 
checkered floor and white sheers hanging down. 


Inside the church, the groom (Stuart) and his father (Sonny -- it's 
reversals all around) are waiting at the altar. Stuart -- wearing an earring 
and in possession of a very round head -- looks behind him nervously, 
checks his watch, and remarks on the weirdness of "so many people" 
missing from the wedding party. “You don't think something's gone 
wrong?" Sonny asks. Stuart's dad seems to just love Sarah: “Maybe it's a 
godsend. Gives you time to think. You don't have to go through with it, 
not these days. Live in sin for a bit!" But it's not about Sarah, it's about 
Sonny: “In ten years’ time, you'll turn ‘round and say, ‘If only | could turn 
the clock back.” Sonny looks up above the altar at the stained-glass 
window, and asks whether it's getting colder. It's not cold in here, you're 
just dying. 


The angry Doctor approaches the TARDIS, as a bird cries, and we cut to 
Monster-Vision again looking down on him. He very deliberately takes out 
Rose's key (the key gets more play, have you noticed, in boy/girl 
episodes -- things going into people's heads, coming out of people's 
heads, daughters giving life to their own fathers, and always this key) 
and stares up, feeling something coming. A disturbance in the trees and 
the birds and the wind, in the information (something fictional?). He 
opens the TARDIS to reveal...nothing. The inside of an old-school police 
box nobody's seen in years. The music goes insane. The Doctor steps 
inside, slapping at the walls, unbelieving, and stops. "Rose!" 


Pete drives Rose toward the church, Rick Astley on the radio, talking 
about this and that scheme he's got. “But | thought you were a proper 
businessman and that...?" Rose asks. Pete scoffs, and says he does "a bit 
of this, a bit of that.” If it's him saying it, and she can see him adult to 
adult, that's a bit more real than just seeing his scattered hopes and 
solar dreams all over the apartment. "Right, so | must've heard wrong," 
she says. It costs her something, and she asks whether that doesn't make 
him kind of a Del Boy ("This time next year we'll be millionaires!"), and 
he shouts, "Oh, shoot me down in flames. You're not related to my wife 
by any chance, are you?" Rose claps her hand over her mouth, because 
Jackie is terrifying in all timelines simultaneously, like a Dalek. “Oh, my 
God....she'’s gonna be at the wedding.” | love how consistent Rose is 
about her mum; it's really sweet and believable. Like in “World War 


Three," when she was, like, "Do not put her on the phone; just tell me if 
she's okay.” Pete asks whether Rose knows Jackie, and Rose says, “Sort 
of," and he asks what Jackie's said about him. One-quarter of a hankie as 
Rose smiles, brilliantly: "She said she'd picked the most fantastic man in 
the world." Pete says it must be a different Jackie: "She'd never say 
that." Starting to get that impression, yeah. The radio goes nuts and 
starts playing a rap song, which doesn't impress Pete at all, but is much 
more disturbing to Rose, considering that it won't come out for at least 
ten years. Rose pulls out her phone to check her messages, which throws 
Pete off a bit. She ignores him, and out of her phone comes the first 
telephone call: “Watson, come here -- we need you. Watson, come here 
-- we need you." The message repeats as Rose gets puzzled, and her dad 
keeps asking what's up. Behind them, the car that once killed him rounds 
the corner again. The driver throws his hand over his eyes, and the whole 
car disappears. Loops and loops. 


The wedding guests loiter and chat outside, still waiting on the bride. 
Sonny comes out with a gigantic mobile phone, the brick kind, and 
complains on it that half the guests still haven't arrived, and just like he 
thought, the whole thing's a disaster in the making, et cetera. People 
pass him into the church as he's saying, "No, in this case, ‘knocked her up’ 
is a phrase I'd use,” and then the Bell message repeats on his phone, as 
well. (I thought “to knock up" meant something different in Britain.) 
Sonny doesn't get the weirdness, just hangs up, and then a car covered in 
ribbons arrives. Stuart comes out to grab Sonny, saying that it's bad luck 
to see Sarah before the wedding so they have to get inside, and Sonny 
says it’s already bad luck:"This day is cursed.” | admit to not knowing all 
the details, but Sonny pretty much seems like a dick. | wonder if Stuart 
loves him anyway -- if he'd risk everything to save him, say. In spite of it. 
If he’s old enough to see the man inside his father. Stuart puts his hand 
over his eyes and goes back inside, Sonny following after. 


The car stops, and out steps Sarah Clarke. And her teeth. Her scary 
British friends yak and yak about "that's what | call a meringue," and how 
they should drive around the block a few times so that everybody can see 
her get out of the car. They talk about all the guests that are still 
missing, and Sarah's train detaches from her dress. She starts to complain 
that she should have used Velcro, and out of the car steps...Miss Jackie 
Tyler, hair up to here, ‘80s jewelry, looking like a million bucks as ever, 
shouting about all manner of things: “I'm here, stop your belly-aching. 
Take Rose a sec, will ya?” | Heart Jackie, dude. She tosses little Rose over 
to one of the friends, and they talk about how lovely she is, and how 
unworthy is her father. Jackie calls him a “useless article." 


Rose and her dad come around the corner, the hit-and-run loop tossing 
the killer car in front of them like it's going to have to kill Pete either 
way, like time's stalking him, and Rose shouts, "Dad!" They swerve and 
come to a stop before the church. Pete turns around, and notices that 
it's the same car as before, as Rose shakes and stares in the passenger 
seat. They get out and shake it off, Pete noticing that the killer car has 
disappeared altogether, and that Rose is standing around, looking 
nervous. He looks right at Rose: “You called me ‘Dad.’ What did you say 
that for?" Saved by the Jackie, who comes running up with baby Rose and 
screaming at Pete, calling him "the accident waiting to happen.” Not 
funny. Rose stares at her mother, who continues to nag at her husband 
that he'd be late for his own funeral, and how it nearly was. Not funny, 
not funny, not funny. 


Jackie turns to Rose with her nose in the air and asks what she's about. 
"Your hair,” says Rose, after staring at her a bit. Jackie's insulted, even as 
Rose is murmuring that she's never seen it like this, and Rose tears up as 
Jackie gets angrier, finally spitting out how lovely her mother looks. Rose 
spots the Rose baby, and takes an involuntary step forward. Jackie pulls 
the baby tighter, completely wigged by Rose, who tries to get herself 
under control, even as her mother accuses her of being one of Pete's 
assignations. "She saved my life!" says Pete, and Jackie calls that a new 
excuse: “What was it last time?” Pete tells the story (cloakroom 
attendant, helping her look for his ticket, duffel coats attacking, pinned 
beneath), and Rose turns around on him: “Were you playing around?" 
Jackie asks what business it is of hers what he gets up to, and Rose nears 
yelling: “What does he get up to?" | suppose there are worse ways to play 
this out, but | can't think of them right now. This is a forever kind of 
love, you know? How far from the wish before you start thinking you 
might be a mistake too? "You'd know,” sniffs Jackie, and Pete points out 
that it's unlikely that he'd bring his mistress to a wedding with his wife, 
and the elder Tylers begin to shout insults at each other. It’s sad, not 
raucous or funny, the piano playing slow and sad over Rose watching the 
truth under the lie. Under the wish. Finally, Rose shouts: "Stop it! You're 
not like this. You love each other." Jackie notes that Rose seems to be 
mental, and says that Pete never used to like them that way: “Or | 
dunno, maybe you did." Um, obviously he does, Jackie, so I'd stop with 
the insults. Consider who he married. 


Jackie finally takes off, carrying the now-crying baby. Pete asks Rose to 
wait and give him a sec with Jackie. But first he takes the vase and hands 
Rose his car keys and tells her to straighten up their parking job from 
where they landed after the almost-collision. (And if keys are about 


trust, then who was really pulling back, with the TARDIS key? Who's the 
coward?) Rose just watches Pete and Jackie talk, angry and young and 
poor, tears in her eyes. 


Little Mickey on a swing, looking around at all the children in the park, 
the red vision taking them one by one, until even the minder pushing him 
on the swing is gone. He jumps down, terrified, and takes off out of the 
park, toward the church. We always said that it was easier to make the 
necessary break the bigger a dick your dad was. If he was evil, you could 
see him eventually as just a man. If he's a garden-variety asshole, all the 
better. Seems like it would get harder the nicer your dad is. But if he 
died? Oh, man. 


Rose watches her parents making a scene. The bride -- the point of the 
wedding, after all -- is standing on their other side. The shouting is done, 
and Jackie's just sad, too many times and too many lies. You can see the 
lights going out of her. And this was the last day? No wonder. | feel bad 
about every single thing I've ever said about her. Nobody should live like 
this. Nobody should have to. “I'm not listening,” Jackie says, about our 
Rose. “It's just the duffel coats all over again.” Pete promises that things 
will get better soon, like he always does, and puts his hand on her 
shoulder, and she complains: "I've had enough of all your daft schemes -- 
| never know where the next meal's coming from." She's made a list. You 
don't ever win out once they've made the list. "I'll get it right, love,” he 
pleads. "One day soon, I'll get it right." Rose watches them, smiling 
softly, and Mickey comes running around the corner, screaming about 
monsters coming to eat everyone. The friends of the bride laugh -- "Is it 
aliens?” -- and Mickey runs into the church. Rose stares as if she knows 
him; she takes space monsters (and time monsters) more seriously than 
anyone else. 


The Doctor finally arrives, shouting Rose's name. She stands, back to his 
approach, and smiles, satisfied. She turns, and her smile says, 
“Fantastic.” She doesn't hear the panic in his voice: "Get in the church!" 
Rose follows the Doctor's gaze up, to her left, and sees a thing. It's a bit 
buglike for my taste -- | would have liked it to be more gargoyle-y -- but 
it's very, very creepy, dancing around like a dragon, with a dragon head 
and wings, and many legs. Rose screams as it bears down, and the Doctor 
knocks her to the ground. He rushes her into the church, the crowd 
trying to get inside, as well, and another beast appears. One of Sarah's 
friends asks an Excellent Question. Some of the people that were already 
inside the church come out to see what the deal is, and scream. The 
Doctor orders everyone inside. Stuart obeys the Doctor's voice, but Sonny 


tries to run for it. A beast lands atop him, covering him with its wings so 
that we don't see what happens next. It's totally scary. Sarah tries for the 
church doors, and a beast comes down between her and the door. The 
thing turns for a priest instead, and the Doctor gets everyone else inside. 


The Doctor slams the door on the monsters, and inside, he looks at their 
shadows outside the window glass, answering his own Excellent 
Questions: "They can't get in. Old windows and doors. Okay. The older 
something is, the stronger it is. What else?” He sends guests to check the 
other doors, as the monsters screech outside. Jackie follows him to a 
side door, bitching and grabbing at him, terrified. The Doctor attempts 
to explain to her: "There's been an accident in time, a wound in time. 
They're like bacteria, taking advantage.” | wonder if they're aren't also 
like bacteria, breaking down this fake timeline into rot. "What do you 
mean time?" Jackie shouts, in her most irritating possible Jackie voice. 
"What're you jabbering on about, time?" The Doctor whips around on her, 
cutely exasperated: "Might've known you'd argue. Jackie, I'm sick of you 
complaining..." -- and of course she's like, “Bwuh?" -- "...| haven't got 
time for this!" Jackie says that they've never met, and the Doctor says 
they never will, unless he sorts this out: "Now, if you don't mind -- I've 
waited a long time to say this -- Jackie Tyler, do as | say. Go and check 
the doors!" He points, strong and pretty scary, and she stares up at him: 
"Yes, sir. " A few people have noted that the angle is consistently up a 
bit, on Jackie and Pete -- so they're taller than we are -- and consistently 
a bit down, on Rose, throughout the episode. Isn't that nice? Don't you 
love that? The Doctor's like eleven feet tall right now, that's why | 
remembered. 


Jackie slinks off, and the very pleased-with-himself Doctor grins hugely 
at Stuart, saying, "| should've done that ages ago.” Stuart tells him that 
Sonny was out there, and the Doctor sadly explains that Stuart can mourn 
Sonny later, that they have to stay alive, and that there was nothing he 
could do for Stuart's dad. There are things the Doctor can't do, like save 
your dad for you. Stuart produces Sonny's phone and shows him the Bell 
call, which the Doctor Excellently identifies for us. He gives the useless 
phone back to Stuart, and runs to check another door. Rose watches as 
the Doctor explains to Stuart about the police: “Can't help you now. No 
one can. Nothing in this universe can harm those things. Time's been 
damaged, and they've come to sterilize the wound..." Right. The Doctor 
stops before Rose and looks her in the eye. "...By consuming everything 
in sight.” She begins to shake. “Is this because...” The Doctor looks down 
at Rose, sad and scared, but no longer angry. Just tired. “Is this my 
fault?" she asks. He doesn't answer, just walks past her to continue 


working. Pete looks at the Doctor, at Rose. At the baby in his arms. 
Pete's very clever. 


Outside, things are empty except for a few people running screaming 
down the street. There's a bicycle, a stroller, a baby's shoe. One wheel 
spins on the pram, one wheel spins on the bicycle. The wheels keep 
spinning. 


The Doctor runs into a side room, where Pete is checking the doors and 
windows. Together, they look out the window. Pete tells the Doctor that 
there's smoke, out in the city, but no sirens: "I don't think it's just us, | 
think these things are all over the place. Maybe the whole world.” The 
Doctor stares out the window, lost in thought, watching the hit-and-run 
loop play out again and again. Knowing what's going on and unable to do 
anything about it. Standing next to the man who ended the world. "Was 
that a car?” asks Pete. The Doctor tells him it's not important, and 
leaves. But Pete's very clever. You didn't think Rose got it from Jackie, 
did you? 


The Reapers climb around the church, their bodies over the stained glass. 
Rose stares up, sitting alone near the altar, tears drying on her cheeks. 
Pete approaches, hands in pockets, and sits with her: "This mate of 
yours...what do you mean, this is your fault?" She just shakes her head at 
him, still with tears in her eyes, mumbling: "Dunno...just everything." 
This part is hard. "| gave you my car keys," he says, wonderingly. She 
stares: "You don't give your keys to a complete stranger." She turns her 
face off, scared to death he knows it all now. “It’s like | trusted you,” 
Pete says. "Moment | met you, | just did. A wound in time..." Rose chews 
her lip and stares up at her father. “You called me Dad. | can see it," he 
smiles. "My eyes, Jackie's attitude...you sound like her when you shout." 
Rose swallows. This tiny church, you know? This dusty place. Pete 
reaches out and touches Rose's face, so lightly, and she closes her eyes. 
His hand falls away, and she takes it, holds it back up to her face. "You 
are. You're my Rose. You're my Rose, grown up." He throws his arms 
around her, causing her to completely lose control, tears everywhere, 
holding tight. "Dad...my dad. My daddy.” 


A Reaper viciously head-butts a door, and inside, the Doctor is still 
checking doors. There actually aren't that many doors. Either he's 
checking for damage, or he's boiling water. Stuart and Sarah approach 
him -- he's being very intense -- and call him “mister.” The Doctor 
corrects them, and Stuart tries again: “You seem to know what's going 
on." The Doctor doesn't look up, but admits that he often gives that 


impression. Stuart is very tentative and British about all this, but Sarah 
finally jumps in: “Can you save us?" Which are, of course, the magic 
words. The Doctor turns off his screwdriver, and looks at her: "Who are 
you two, then?" Stuart Hoskins and Sarah Clarke. “And one extra,” Stuart 
says, nodding at Sarah's tummy. The Doctor: “Boy or girl?" Sarah says she 
doesn't want to know, really. The Doctor asks the couple how they got 
started. Stuart and Sarah glance at each other, and tell the Doctor their 
story (street corner, 2 AM, no taxi money, took her home, wrote his 
number on the back of her hand). Stuart starts to quote his father -- 
something awful, | assume -- and chokes up. Sarah's lip trembles for his 
pain, as the beasts scream outside. "| don’t know what this is all about,” 
says Sarah. "And | know we're not important..." This shocks the Doctor: 
"I've traveled to all sorts of places, done things you couldn't even 
imagine, but you two. Street corner. 2 in the morning. Getting a taxi 
home. I've never had a life like that." Stuart smiles; Sarah smiles through 
her tears. The Doctor smiles: "Yes. I'll try and save you." So, so intensely 
he says this. So sad, and scared, and getting it done. He's very strong, 
the Doctor. | like him. 


Pete talks to Rose: "I'm a dad. | mean, I'm already a dad, but...Rose 
grows up, and she's you. That's wonderful. | suppose | thought that you'd 
be a bit...useless, what with my useless genes and all, but...." Rose 
laughs, still sniffing. He stares at her, fascinated: “How did you get here?" 
Billie Piper does this thing | really like sometimes, where she wants to 
tell you, but she's holding back, and her eyes are so open and so clear, 
and there's a little laugh at one side of her mouth, and she's beautiful, 
and that's the thing she does now: "Do you really wanna know? A time 
machine." To his disbelief, she adds, “Cross my heart." Pete asks whether 
they all have them, “where you come from," and she tells him it's just the 
Doctor. "Did you know these things were coming?" Pete asks.He kind of 
loses track here, and shakes his head: “What's the future like?” That's not 
what he's asking. Rose smiles, and won't look into his eyes: "It's not so 
different." And this is what Pete's asking: "What am | like? Have | gone 
grey?” He laughs, and she...watches him laugh. His smile fades a bit, but 
he throws on some of that Tyler charm -- Rose does this all the time, 
takes a sad song and makes a joke -- "Have | gone bald? Don't tell me I've 
gone bald." | don't know how to tell him this, but he's already basically 
there. 


Rose doesn't answer again, and Pete clears his throat. New topic: "So, if 
this mate of yours isn't your boyfriend -- and | have to say I'm glad, 
because being your dad and all, | think he's a bit old for you...have you 
got a bloke?" She laughs at the age difference joke, and starts to tell 


Pete about Mickey ("No, | did have..."), who comes running up, Jackie 
chasing behind, yelling as usual. Mickey throws his arms around Rose's 
legs, eyes shut tight. Rose realizes who he is, and begs him to let her go. 
Even Rose is touched by how often she has to tell Mickey that. Jackie, 
speaking the truth as ever: "He just grabs hold of what's passing and 
holds on for dear life. God help his poor girlfriend, if he ever gets one.” 
He could be a companion, if he wasn't like that. He could have both, and 
instead he gets nothing, because he's not brave enough to win. There's a 
lesson for ya. Pete starts to explain to Jackie -- a disaster in the making 
-- and she gets all harpy some more: “While the world comes to an end, 
what do you do? Cling to the youngest blonde," etc. Rose is upset, but 
doesn't say anything. Jackie takes off with Mickey, calls him "Mick," holds 
his hand tenderly. That's actually one of the most touching parts of the 
episode, for me -- not only that they're the ones who are left, always, 
without Rose/Pete, but also: that they loved each other once. Makes me 
even gladder they spent time together last time. Nothing repairs these 
little accidental accusations of murder like launching missiles at Downing 
Street. Trust me there. | still wish Jackie’d let him in. Pete follows, to 
explain about Rose, and she begs him not to: “Where | come from, Jackie 
doesn't know how to work the timer on the video recorder.” He laughs, 
and says he showed her last week. Rose nods...three, two, one...spike: 
"Point taken." It’s funny, but | wish people knew how smart Jackie really 
is. A lot of that stuff goes a long way. 


The Reapers slam against the church, screaming, and Rose approaches 
the Doctor, who's having an intense talk with baby Rose: "Now, 
Rose...you're not gonna bring about the end of the world, are you?" His 
smile fades, and his face is all rage: “Are you?” It's kind of thrillingly 
crazy. The baby stares up at him, innocently, and he snaps out of it as 
Rose comes near. The Doctor says lightly that Jackie gave him Rose to 
look after. His lips go hard again: "How times change.” Rose, tears in her 
throat, tries to smile and banter: “I'd better be careful. | think | just 
imprinted myself on Mickey like a mother chicken." She reaches out to 
the baby, and the Doctor snatches her hand away. "No. Don't touch the 
baby." Outside, the beasts scream louder, for just a moment. “You're 
both the same person, and that's a paradox, and we don't want a paradox 
happening. Not with these things outside. Anything new -- any 
disturbance in time -- makes them stronger." His eyes, on her face, 
desperately worried. With the Dalek, it was different, because he was 
crazy and scared for himself, because of himself, because of his world. 
This is worse. He can't hate Rose, and he can't hate the Reapers, and he 
can't really hate himself -- it's just a complicated mix of factors. So he's, 


like, equally intense and weird on every level. “The paradox might let 
them in." Rose makes the interesting relationship choice of getting snotty 
-- "Can't do anything right, can I?" -- and gets the answer she deserves. 
"Since you ask, no. So don't touch the baby.” He fairly spits, talking to 
her like she's a half-wit. "I'm not stupid,” Rose rumbles, and The Doctor 
says she could've fooled him. There's being called stupid, and then there's 
being called world-endingly stupid. Rose looks away, stung, and the 
Doctor apologizes for that. She looks up and he continues: "I wasn't really 
gonna leave you on your own." We know, dude. She's like, “Yep.” But, he 
admits, he hasn't got a plan: "No idea. No way out." She believes, still. 
"You'll fink of somefin’,” she says. 


The Doctor explains: "The entire Earth's been sterilized. This, and other 
places like it, are all that's left of the human race. We might hold out for 
a while, but nothing can stop those creatures. They'll get through in the 
end. The walls aren't that old. And there's nothing | can do to stop them. 
There used to be laws stopping this kind of thing from happening -- my 
people would have stopped this.” He looks into the distance. “But they're 
all gone. And now I'm going the same way." (The same way?) Rose pleads: 
"If I'd realized..." He looks at her, and she meets his eyes. “Just tell me 
you're sorry, he asks. Wow. That's large. She doesn't look away, doesn't 
even falter: "I am. I'm sorry.” The Doctor reaches out and touches her 
face, and pulls her in tight. It's like something breaking open, like when 
the rain starts. You have no idea how much tension you are carrying in 
your shoulders until somebody says something like “I'm sorry,” and you 
can touch her again. This would be the part where | lost it. | was like, 
"Pete who? | just can't handle The Doctor hating Rose.” Or, not hating -- 
you know. Being strong and without her and not holding her responsible 
for the things for which she was responsible, in as brittle and auto-toxic 
a way as possible. Those death stares at the baby of her. Jesus. They 
embrace, strong and relieved and scared and resolved, and Rose pulls 
back -- he keeps his arms around her -- feeling inside his jacket pocket. 
"Have you got something hot?" Their trust restored, she takes the TARDIS 
key out of his pocket, and it sizzles. She gasps and drops it, and they 
stare at it on the carpet, glowing. He takes off his jacket -- which he 
could stand to do a bit more often -- and picks up the key with its sleeve. 
It's so freaking weird to see him out of it. He just looks like an incredibly 
hot guy in a t-shirt. Not a Time Lord or a god at all. “It’s telling me it's 
still connected to the TARDIS!" he says. You can't cut yourself off from 
that much of yourself -- him or her either -- and expect to have a 
working connection to the infinite. Right? You can't hate yourself, if 
maintenance and restoration of the design are your responsibility: as 
above, so below. And the TARDIS connects everything, and the key 


connects you to the TARDIS. These people should know better, what? It’s 
about intimacy. 


The Doctor addresses the congregation, holding up the key: "The inside 
of my ship was thrown out of a wound, but we can use this to bring it 
back. And once I've got my ship back, then | can mend everything. Now, | 
just need a bit of power...has anybody got a battery?" Stuart offers his 
father's telephone -- when your father dies, all you have is words -- and 
the Doctor thanks him, holding the screwdriver to the battery: “And then 
we can bring everyone back." He looks around him at his charges, the 
people who are left, and Jackie stares around at the shaking doors. 
Three Reapers circle the church overhead. 


Rose and Pete sit in the back, Pete with his game face on: "You...never 
said why you came here in the first place. If | had a time machine, | 
wouldn't have thought 1987 was anything special. Not ‘round here, 
anyway.” Rose unconvincingly tells him that it's just coincidence, just an 
amazing coincidence that they showed up when they did. That she saved 
him when she did. He doesn't believe her, and presses: "So, in the future, 
are me and her indoors still together?" Yeah. “Are you still living with us?” 
Yep! He nods, and smiles, and looks at her intensely. And he asks it. And 
it's not a question so much as a plea, and a trick, and a lie, and a fear. A 
wish: "...Am | a good dad?" The music goes soft, and sad, and Rose starts 
lying, her eyes full of love. And this love is for Pete -- not her "dad," but 
the man we know -- and that's the difference. That's the point of this 
trip: loving something real instead of a story. My friend Rachel once 
wrote about those memories, those false memories, that no matter how 
much pain, the truth remains that one connects you to the world, and 
the other cuts you off from it, and that's the final word. Rose can't be an 
adult, can't be a woman, until she can love Pete as he is. Until she can 
open up Jackie's wish, and all the lies they drew around it. Rose tels 
Pete, "You told me a bedtime story every night when | was small. You 
were always there, you never missed one. And, um...you took us for 
picnics in the country every Saturday." His smiles starts to fall before she 
even says it: "You never let us down." Pete nearly, imperceptibly, shakes 
his head. Rose: "You were there for us all the time. Someone | could 
really rely on."They are silent, and he looks into her eyes, full of love, 
and pride, and sadness. And shame: "That's not me." 


Rose stops smiling, and looks away, up at the front of the church, where 
the TARDIS is finally throbbing into existence, the key in her lock. The 
Doctor puts his jacket back on, grinning, and runs back up to the pulpit: 
"Right, no one touches that key. Have you got that? Don't touch it. 


Anyone touches that key, it'll be -- well. Zzap. Just leave it be, and 
everything will be fine. We'll get out of here. All of us. Stuart, Sarah -- 
you're gonna get married, just like | said." The Doctor grins at them 
encouragingly. Outside, the hit-and-run loop completes another circuit, 
as they wait for the TARDIS to fully show. The Doctor and Rose sit at the 
back, Pete behind them. Jackie casts them all a contemptuous glare over 
one shoulder. The Doctor starts: "When time gets sorted out, everybody 
here forgets what happened. And don't worry -- the thing that you 
changed will stay changed.” He doesn't say this darkly, but he's still not 
quite forgiven the circumstance. “You mean I'll still be alive,” says Pete, 
and Rose whirls around. "... Though I'm meant to be dead.” The Doctor 
looks at her head, her neck. Rose looks at her father. Pete nods: "That's 
why | haven't done anything with my life. Why | didn't mean anything...” 
The Doctor tells him that's not how it works, but Pete's not having it. It's 
a compelling argument: “Rubbish. I'm so useless | couldn't even die 
properly.” Rose watches Pete's face, as he realizes. "Now it's my fault all 
of this has happened.” Rose jumps forward in protest, and he shushes 
her: "No, love. I'm your dad. It's my job for it to be my fault." 


Jackie appears. Oh good. “Her dad?" squawks Jackie Tyler. "How are you 
her dad?" The moment breaks. "How old were you, twelve?" The Doctor 
takes off with a roll of his eyes, hilariously, and walks out of the frame 
entirely. Pete interrupts Jackie's exclamations of disgust: “Jacks, listen. 
This is Rose.” Jackie keeps her voice low, but the freakout is on high, all 
about how could he name two of his daughters Rose, and how many are 
there, and how many are named Rose. Admit it, that would kind of make 
him a pimp. Finally, Pete levels with her, irritated at how crazy she is, 
and grabs baby Rose from her, tossing her to our Rose. The Doctor jumps, 
but too late, and even as he's pulling the baby from her, a Reaper 
appears in the middle of the church. The Doctor orders all the screaming 
guests behind him, and everything moves so, so slowly. It's a whole new 
thing -- the music is grand; everybody's behind the Doctor, who faces the 
chirping, menacing Reaper bravely as it spreads its wings. "I'm the oldest 
thing here,” the Doctor says. He is fantastic. And it's upon him. 


Rose screams, but it's too late. The beast crouches over the Doctor, its 
wings nestled around. Everybody screams. The Reaper wheels around the 
church, collides with the still-staticky TARDIS...and the whole thing 
disappears, Reaper and TARDIS both. The key falls to the floor, no longer 
glowing. Nothing moves. Finally, Rose runs down the aisle and picks up 
the key: "Cold. He's cold." Pete approaches slowly, looking around the 
church, still nervous. Rose: "Oh, my God. He's dead." Her father reaches 
out, but Rose shakes him off: “It's all my fault. All of you. Both of you..." 


Her voice cracks, and her father takes her in his arms. "The whole 
world..." The church goes dark. Another world down. “There's nothing we 
can do,” says Jackie's friend Bev. “It's the end." A Reaper outside scrapes 
at the walls. Pete stares out the window at the hit-and-run loop. He's 
quite clever, | said. And now he's scared. 


Pete comes near Rose, who is sitting alone in the darkness, stricken with 
grief. "The Doctor really cared about you,” he starts. “He didn't want you 
to go through it again if there was another way. Now there isn't.” She 
doesn't get it. "The car that should've killed me, love. It's here. The 
Doctor worked it out way back, but he...tried to protect me." There are 
tears in Pete's eyes now, too. "Still. He’s not in charge anymore," Pete 
says. "| am." Rose protests; he strokes her face: "Who am I, love?" My 
daddy. Jackie walks up, eyes wide, and Pete points to Rose: “Jackie, look 
at her. She's ours.” They stare at each other, caught up in hugeness. 
Jackie throws her arms around her daughter, eyes shut tight. She lets go. 
"I'm meant to be dead, Jackie. You're gonna get rid of me at last," Pete 
says, over her complaints. "For once in your life, trust me. It’s got to be 
done. You've got to survive, because you've got to bring up our daughter." 
Poor lonely Jackie. Is it better this way? Even if she won't remember? 
Pete pulls Jackie in for a last kiss. It's passionate. Rose watches. It's good 
that she should see this part, too, since she'll be there for his death: he's 
an ordinary man. 


Pete: "I never read you those bedtime stories. | never took you on those 
picnics. | was never there for you.” Rose argues that he would have been. 
They both know it's not really true. They both know it doesn't matter 
anymore. “But | can do this for you. | can be a proper dad to you now." 
Rose says it’s not fair. She's the opposite of right. It's not fair: it's damned 
lucky. "I've had all these extra hours. No one else in the world has ever 
had that! And on top of that, | get to see you." He takes her face in his 
hands. “And you're beautiful." She sobs silently, but he smiles, free now. 
"How lucky am |, eh? So. Come on, do as your dad says." Rose hands him 
the vase, without looking, tears still falling. “Are you going to be there 
for me, love?" Viewer abuse: that's when you scream "Nooo!" at the TV, 
even though it's just a TV. She nods, and he looks into her eyes. "Thanks 
for saving me," says Pete. And the sad, halting piano blooms into 
glissando, and he pulls his girls, his wife and his daughter, into his arms, 
and Rose closes her eyes. He's a hero. Finally. Restoration of the divine. 
How can you say any of this was a mistake? 


The Reapers are still climbing around, screaming, as Pete runs out the 
doors and into the street, the vase in his hands. He stops just outside the 


gate, and looks up at one of the Reapers. As one wheels down toward 
him, the hit-and-run loop begins over again, and Pete throws himself 
toward it, screwing his eyes up tight before it hits him. “Goodbye, 
love..." he says, and the driver throws his hand over his eyes, and the 
vase crashes onto the street, and the Reapers disappear, one by one. 
Rose stands outside the church, head down and eyes closed, breathing 
slowly. The Doctor comes sliding back into the frame, this time coming 
to our left from behind her. The Doctor looks at Rose for a moment, and 
puts his hand on her shoulder. She turns to look up at him. "Go to him," 
he tells her. “Quick.” 


Rose runs out of the church gates, down the road, and kneels next to 
Pete in the road. She holds his hand and lifts his head, and he looks deep 
into her eyes for a breath, for two, and his eyes close, and his head falls 
back. Behind Rose, Sarah and Sonny and Stuart, Jackie, all the guests 
come running out of the church, to see what's happened. Poor old Jackie. 
“The driver was just a kid,” her voice says. 


Back on the bed with six-year-old Rose. Jackie is telling Rose a story: "He 
stopped. He waited for the police. It wasn't his fault. For some reason, 
Pete just ran out." Think, for a second, about this: it's not just Pete who 
was saved today. Nobody else will remember, but that "kid" just got a 
hell of a pass. Pete died for him too. Thank God for Peter Tyler. "People 
say there was this girl, and...she sat with Pete while he was dying. And 
she held his hand. Then she was gone. Never found out who she was." 


1987. Rose kisses her father's forehead; a maiden blessing a hero, a 
daughter saying goodbye. She stands up, looks down at him, and raises 
her eyes to meet the Doctor. He stands a bit away, on the other side of 
the car that killed Pete. The thing that killed her father? The Doctor's on 
the other side of that. She walks around it to him. “Peter Alan Tyler. My 
dad. The most wonderful man in the world. Died the seventh of 
November, 1987." The Doctor and Rose walk slowly back to the TARDIS 
together, hand in hand. 


JACK ATTACK! 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 9 | Aired on 05.04.2006 


The Empty Child (1) - Meet Captain Jack Harkness. And the world of fan fiction did 
tremble. 


| just caught part of an old-school black-and-white (Second Doctor, | 
think) episode and was shocked by how current the theme song sounds. 
It's really the same song! That's so cool. | assumed it would sound much 
different. If | wasn't watching this season so crazily much, | don't think | 
would have realized just how close it is to the original. 


Anyhow. We begin with the TARDIS shooting through space, following a 
space-age-looking cylinder. Inside, Rose is wearing a Ginger Spice 
long-sleeved shirt that’s one big Union Jack. The Doctor informs her that 
the reason he's so oxygenated about this particular piece of space junk is 
that “it's mauve," and explains that this is the “universally recognized 
color for danger." Apparently, only humans think red is a big deal: "By 
everyone else's standards, red's camp. Oh, the misunderstandings, all 
those red alerts..." That's funny. The Doctor points to the mauve thing on 
the monitor and says that it's got a basic flight computer, to which he's 
connected the TARDIS directly, so they'll follow it wherever it goes. “And 
how safe is it?” asks Rose. Totally, he explains, and then of course the 
TARDIS disagrees and a portion of the console goes up in sparks. The 
Doctor revises down: "Reasonably." The thing keeps hurtling, and the 
Doctor wigs that it's "jumping time tracks” and getting away from them, 
even though...well, | guess it’s just the flight computer the TARDIS is 
using for its directions. Never mind the nitpicks. Rose: “What exactly is 
this fing?" The Doctor doesn't know, but he does know why they're 
following it: “It's mauve and dangerous. And about thirty seconds from 
the center of London.” Interesting. 


Credits. Episode written by Steven Moffat, currently known as the guy 
who wrote the Season 2 episode “The Girl In The Fireplace," which would 
seem to be either the best thing in the world, or the worst, with a small 
area in the bell curve devoted to “whatever.” We TARDIS in behind some 
yucky houses, and disembark talking about how Rose and the Doctor 
always freaking end up in London. Rose says that they seem to end up on 
Earth every five days: “Or is that just when we're out of milk?" He tells 
her, and | have no idea throughout this episode when anybody is joking, 
because there's a silliness that sits next to the freakiness holding its 
hand, that the only place in the universe where you can get milk is Earth 
cows. (If | link that up to the importance and specificity of mommies in 


this story, then I'd have to also point out the strange obsession with 
bananas as "gun" substitutes next week, and we're not going there. 
Freud, get thee behind us for this one.) 


Weird monster-vision again, this time as though through a piece of 
warped plastic, from above. They head off to do their investigating 
thing, and the Doctor -- does he have a cold? Is it me, because | keep 
switching between watching these on the computer and on TV? Anyway, 
his voice sounds very deep -- locates them in space and time. The space 
thing's where is: within a mile; and the when is: less than a month ago. 
Time travel is cool; | love the whole "the enemy's gate is down" factor. 
Rose asks an Excellent Question about how they were just behind it and 
now it's a month, and the Doctor explains again about the “time tracks." 
The Doctor asks if she'd feel better driving, and she says yes, but changes 
the subject. They have a cutesy conversation (one of MANY this week) 
about what they just talked about. It's weird; sometimes this episode -- 
which | dearly love; it was my first Eccleston story -- feels like the script 
got shuffled together with some pages from a fairly decent episode of 
Friends. Maybe it's just not my kind of humor, but it sticks out, like. The 
monster-vision watches, and Rose asks if the Doctor's “gonna do a scan 
for alien tech or somefing," and the Doctor points out that people 
probably noticed that it “hit the middle of London with a very loud bang," 
so they can just wander around and find the nearest Cathica to explain it 
all. This series likes to hit the “why go high-tech?" button a lot more than 
previously, although it's always been in the Doctor's makeup. It’s one of 
my favorite things, honestly -- this vibe of "if we're doing all this on a 
lark, why would | use science? Then we wouldn't meet awesome people 
like Van Statten, Adam Mitchell, or the Bitchy Trampoline!” | bring it up 
here specifically because it doesn't jibe with Rose's ideas, as we'll see, of 
what a real time traveler should be like, with the high-tech doodads and 
making out. The Doctor shows Rose the slightly psychic paper, which 
reads, "Doctor John Smith, Ministry of Asteroids,” and catch us up on the 
slightly psychic paper quite Excellently, and she says that if that’s the 
best he can do, it's not very "Spock." Please. Better to be "not very Spock" 
than “a little too Darmok," because it means he's still at least fun to be 
around. Although he has his moments. 


The Doctor listens at the door of a speakeasy kind of place, and Rose 
again advises him -- being led by the hand to a joke is so much more fun 
if it happens at least a dozen times, no? -- that he should scan for alien 
tech. (By which we are meant to understand that, someday, somebody's 
going to scan for alien tech, and we're going to laugh uproariously.) The 
Doctor holds his sonic screwdriver to the door, and Rose begs him to give 


her “some Spock" for once. He changes the subject to her Union Jack 
t-shirt, asking if she's “sure” about it, which is hilarious, although...1 think 
what I'm pinging here is the "Dalek" issue again, which is: my eyeballs see 
the t-shirt, so even though on the page you feel you need to remind me 
of the t-shirt for later, |...still have eyeballs and they can still see the 
t-shirt. | feel like maybe there was too much editing, or | guess not 
enough, depending, at the script stage, and the rottiest lines were in the 
middle of good scenes, so it's just a little more primary colors than this 
series has been before. It's not a huge deal or a write-off at all, but it's 
frustrating to spend a third of the episode going, "l know! | know! Stop 
telling me! The Doctor and the Dalek have things in common! You broke 
it!" Rose redeems the pointless conversation about the shirt handily, 
though: "Too early to say. I'm taking it out for a spin.” At least this 
conversation is fun on its own, unlike some of the plot-only discussions 
that go on. 


So the Doctor sonics the lock on the door, which is funny considering that 
it's an open establishment, but | don't know what things were like at the 
time this story takes place, and he spends the whole episode coming in 
through back doors, so who knows. That's not the point; the point is the 
creepy kid's voice that catches Rose's attention: "Mummy? Mummmmy?" 
(“Mummy,” if you didn't know, is British for “Mommy.” Weirdly, they call 
reanimated Egyptian Pharoahs “Mortimers” over there. | don't get it 
either.) The Doctor cracks the lock on the bar and tells Rose to come 
along, but she's looking all over for the child, who keeps calling. Finally, 
we see him on a rooftop, backlit, scary as hell, wearing a gas mask. Short 
cuts get us closer and closer to him, the white circles of the eyes. It's 
compelling and awful. Rose calls to the Doctor and says that there's a kid 
on the roof, but he's gone. She takes off to save the kid, looking for a 
way up the building, as the child watches. Rose, the thing is? This is 
objectively creepy. You can tell by the backlighting. 


The Doctor heads into the club, where a lady is singing and the usual ‘40s 
kinds of people sit around with long cigarette holders and minks and 
whatever. Clue #1. Well, or #2, if you count the gas mask, but that could 
be any old kind of creepy. "For nobody else gave me the thrill/ when | 
have found | love you still/ it had to be you, wonderful you..." The only 
place you can get milk is Earth; the only person who can save the Ninth 
Doctor is Rose; this kid only has one Mummy, and Rose isn't it. It had to 
be you. 


But who can save Rose? She gets closer and closer to the child, calling 
out to him, getting only more of that "Mummy?" crap in response, weirdly 


distorted through the horrible gas mask. Is Rose, like, allergic to fear? 
Any second now she's going to start that whole "This is just a joke being 
played on me by my high-school rugby team, isn't it?" spiel. Google 
“black-eyed kids," and email Rose to do the same. 


",..It had to be you." Everybody cheers. The Doctor loved it, of course, 
and now he takes the stage, speaking into what is clearly a ‘40s 
microphone. "Excuse me! Excuse me! Could | have everybody's attention 
just for a mo? Be very quick, eh..." He gives that cute Bubble-esque 
“Hello!” with the wave, and cheerily asks whether anything's “fallen from 
the sky recently." There's silence. This scene gave me tension that | don't 
think it meant to, but there are, like, three places where | think the 
Doctor's going to cause a riot and get the shit beat out of him. So there's 
a slightly insulted silence, and | cramp up, and then the customers all 
start laughing. And the Doctor, just staring at them, confused, but it's 
always nice to get a laugh. 


Rose gets nearer the rooftop, as the child looks down at her, begging him 
not to move. A rope...swings into view from somewhere, and Rose 
just...takes hold of it, for some stupid reason. | can handle gas-mask 
zombies and “Moonlight Serenade,” but this mysteriously appearing rope 
that Rose just grabs really hacks me off. 


Meanwhile, the audience is still laughing, and the Doctor is still looking 
around at them all, like, "What's so funny?,” which makes them laugh 
more, and he keeps going, and knowing it's the Blitz, as we will, you can 
see where they're coming from: "It's just, there's this thing | need to find, 
would've fallen from the sky a couple of days ago..." That's like classic 
comedy, if somewhat British. Then a siren goes off, and everybody starts 
to evacuate for the raid. "...With a very loud...” the Doctor says, and 
looks up at the ceiling, where the siren’s coming through, and then at all 
the people rushing out of the building. At the back of the hall, there's a 
poster reading, "HITLER WILL SEND NO WARNING!" He trails off: "...Bang?" 
Alone, he makes a hilarious face that says, “Awww, man!" 


Rose is now climbing the rope, expending all her energy on doing 
something amazingly stupid, on which | have the full agreement of the 
music. Even the child figures it out: “Balloon!” From which Rose is now 
hanging. For no reason. Well, perhaps it was cloudy, and she just 
generally thought a rope appearing out of nowhere was just the kind of 
luck she's used to. And maybe she doesn't let go immediately because 
she's a clutcher like her boyfriend. And maybe leaving the Doctor without 
a second thought so she could join a ghost story already in progress a few 


feet away -- and that the Doctor noticed it no more than she did -- was 
just plot shorthand, and they actually trust each other so much that they 
know they can just randomly meet up back at the TARDIS later, because 
God knows after the immense fuckup Rose perpetrated last week, she's 
earned that kind of trust. Maybe all those things are true. Or, all sarcasm 
aside, I'm willing to admit that there's a high probability that I'm missing 
something obvious. But still. Rope. Grab. Aloft. Screaming "Doctor! 
Doctor! Doctor!" And floating over the TARDIS, meaning that Rose didn't 
even get ten yards out before screwing up this week. And that's when she 
sees the German planes, dropping bombs on London, and rethinks her 
shirt. The planes zoom toward her, across a sky all indigos and oranges. 
The Jenny Sparks t-shirt didn't do it, but the sky sure does: that's an 
Authority sky. 


The Doctor comes running, now that they're in the middle of the Blitz, 
and comes upon the TARDIS, where a stray cat is sitting on a trash bin. It 
is not reading a newspaper. It meows at him, and he picks it up and 
starts bitching that, one day, he's going to find a Companion that doesn't 
wander off. Maybe you'll stop wandering off, The Doctor, and then you'll 
find magically that they've done the same. Out of nowhere, the phone in 
the outer panel of the TARDIS starts to ring. The Doctor makes eyebrows: 
"How can you be ringing? What's that about, ringing?" He pulls out the 
screwdriver and softly asks, "What am | supposed to do with a ringing 
phone?" A young woman suddenly appears behind him, in pigtails: "Don't 
answer it. It's not for you." He asks a question, but it’s not Excellent 
enough: “Cause | do. And I'm telling you, don't answer it." He asks how 
it's ringing, if she knows so much, considering that it's not actually a 
phone or connected to anything, but the young lady is gone. He pauses, 
and then answers the ringing phone, gingerly. There's a hissing crackle, 
but no response: "This is the Doctor speaking... How may | help you?" His 
face falls, majorly creeped out as he hears, "Mummy?" Nothing. The child 
speaks again, through the phone, and the Doctor gets real: “Who is this? 
Who's speaking?" The child asks if he's its Mummy, and he gets intense. 
"Who is this?” It's cool to actually see his Spidey sense activating like this. 
He notifies the voice that it's not a real phone, and the child departs 
with another "Mummy?" before the line goes dead. The Doctor ducks his 
head into the TARDIS, looking for Rose, and then tears off down the alley 
after a random crashing sound down the way. 


Instead of the source of the sound or anything, the Doctor comes upon a 
family rushing into its bomb shelter. These are the Lloyds. They're fat 
and obnoxious and they have some stupid kids, and they don't really 
matter right now. The Doctor does find it kind of cute when the dad yells 


up at the German planes for always coming during dinner: “Germans 
never eat!" Once they're all inside, bitching at each other, the young 
woman from before -- the one who knew about the creepy phone call -- 
appears and heads inside, not knowing that the Doctor's watching her. 
Inside, she checks out the house and then snags a bunch of cans out of 
the cupboards. Not the most compelling place for a commercial break, 
little girls breaking and entering the homes of the obnoxious and fat. 
Nevertheless. The breaks are almost all one scene behind where they'd 
make sense; it’s strange. Thanks, SciFi. Instead of wondering if the 
Doctor was going to find Rose or a little creepy kid, we get to think about 
how hungry the Newsies probably really were. 


Now Rose is suspended “hundreds of feet" “above” "London," “hanging on" 
for "dear life" to the "zeppelin" rope. She screams, as the planes fly past, 
but it's really incredibly pretty. Not real in any way, but if you can get 
your brain out of the farm roads and into the grid of, like, Michel Gondry 
World, it's really gorgeous. | don't know if it's intended to be this 
artificial and pretty, or if it’s just low-budget that turned out to be 
appealing, but | could look at it all day. 


Segue. Captain Jack Harkness, an American soldier of a certain hotness, 
watches Rose from a balcony where some kind of to-do is to-doing. The 
RAF Squadron 133 was formed 1 August 1941, and assigned squadron code 
MD. The group responds to the sirens with total readiness, and begins 
piling downstairs toward the shelter. Captain Jack's still watching the girl 
hanging from the balloon. A British soldier, name of Algy, comes to ask 
Captain Jack if he's going down to the shelter, which he'd be doing if he 
wasn't off on “some silly guard duty." Seeing the balloon, he laughs and 
asks if the RAF boys don't "use them for target practice.” As Algy takes off 
for patrol, Captain Jack zooms his very high-tech binoculars on Rose's 
jeans: "Excellent bottom.” Algy turns back with a clever grin on his face: 
"| say, old man, there's a time and a place." He advises Captain Jack 
again to get out of the bombs. "Sorry, old man," laughs Captain Jack, and 
there's an awkward close-up where nothing happens except he grins and 
his chin is very cleft and he's terribly silly, altogether, this Captain Jack 
fellow. "I've gotta go and meet a girl...but you've got an excellent bottom 
too," he says, slapping the ass of Algy, who laughs. 


Nancy steals a bunch of stuff from the Lloyds, and then whistles into the 
back garden for her compatriots. She takes her coat off and stands next 
to the dining-room table, where we finally see the huge meal the Lloyds 
were about to munch down on. Two boys, Ernie and Jim, enter at her 

signal, and run straight toward the table, even though there are a bunch 


more kids on the way. Nancy sharply tells them to sit and wait while she 
carves the turkey: "We've got the whole air raid,” she says, and | must say 
| approve. | like this Nancy person -- she's a Robin Hood and Emily Post all 
in one, and you know she'd never do anything like grab a rope just 
because it was hanging there. Etiquette, here as at Downing Street, is 
exponentially more important the more bombs are aimed at your head. 
Jim, taking in the sheer amount of food, whistles that it must be from 
the black market, and Nancy tells him to cut it out, but she smiles when 
she says it, because the Lloyds obviously suck. 


Rose swings past the planes and vice versa, still holding the rope. That's 
gotta suck; but on the other skinless, aching palm, maybe that will teach 
her a lesson. A bomb explodes down beneath her, and finally she loses 
grip and falls, screaming, toward the Earth below. That's not really the 
kind of lesson | had in mind, per se. A blue force beam of science shoots 
out from the sky and catches her in midair. "Okay -- okay, I've got you,” 
comes Captain Jack's voice from somewhere. Rose: “Who's got me? And -- 
you know -- how?" He says he's "just" programming her descent pattern, 
and asks her to keep still, keep her hands and feet inside the science, 
and if she could please turn off her cell phone. She argues that nobody 
believes that whole flight-interference thing (not that they should), but 
turns it off for him. He thanks her: “Much better." Rose, slightly 
hysterical, gets grumpy: “Oh yeah, that's a real load off, that is -- I'm 
hanging in the sky in the middle of a German air raid with the Union Jack 
across my chest, but hey! My mobile phone's off!" And that’s reason 
enough for Captain Jack to be taken with her. He chuckles: "Be with you 
in a moment." 


Inside Captain Jack's ship, his computer's all calling Rose a 
“non-contemporaneous life form,” and he tells her to “hold tight,” and she 
asks to what exactly, given that there aren't any tiger's tails or rabid 
wolverines she can grab, and he says it's a “fair point,” and...no. It’s a 
“good point,” or a "fair argument,” but it’s not a “fair point.” | realize he's 
not actually American, but that’s no excuse. Rose goes screaming down 
the blue science beam, and... 


...cut to Rose being caught gently in Captain Jack's arms. She coughs, 
stunned, and he comforts her, saying that the tractor beam can 
“scramble your head” a little. Not as much as the total hotness of Captain 
Jack, which Rose realizes, and the breathing goes all heavy: "Hello." He 
woggles at her a tiny bit around the eyebrows and says “Hello,” and she 
takes things a step further: "Hello." He nods and woggles, and she 
apologizes for the double greeting: “Dull, but...you know. Thorough.” She 


gets a lot funnier when she's wacky. Captain Jack sets Rose on her feet as 
she's protesting that she's fine and asking if he expects her to faint. 
"Well, you do look a little dizzy," he says, and she laughs, all punchy: 
"What about you? You're not even focused!" She then collapses forward, a 
tiny “Oh bollocks" on her tongue. Captain Jack laughs as she faints into 
his arms again, and lifts her into a bed. 


Some kids run down the road toward the Lloyds’ under 
monster-little-boy-vision surveillance. It's a very creepy little 
mood-setter, this: one kid reaches down to tie his shoelace, and the 
scary child steps toward him, and the kid ties his shoelace and runs into 
the house, and the child comes closer to the front door. Creepy, that is, 
until yet again we get a commercial break where God intended no 
commercial break to be. 


Nancy cuts the Lloyds’ meat for what has grown to be quite a large 
meeting of the Central Casting Waifs & Strays Society. Ernie says again 
that you could never get that much food on coupons alone, so this has to 
be black-market stuff, and Nancy, exasperated, gives him washing-up 
duties after dinner: “We are guests in this house!" The other kids laugh at 
Ernie, and Nancy notices another little boy she hasn't seen before. He 
says that one of the others told him about her dinner parties, and asks if 
he's sleeping rough. I've always liked that term since | first heard it in the 
old Warren Ellis gay Superman/Batman stories. Good times. Nancy tells 
them they get a slice each, and that she wants "to see everyone chewing 
properly," and then one by one they pass the platter and thank her: 
“Thank ya, miss!" “Thanks, miss!" "Thank you miss." And then the Doctor: 
“Thanks, miss!" Lots of appearing and disappearing in this episode. It's 
evocative. Where did he come from? 


All the kids gasp, and Nancy tells them to chill. Jim stares at the Doctor 
with a piece of meat just hanging out of his face. The Doctor: “Good 
here, innit? Who's got the salt?" Nancy tells everybody to sit down: "He 
shouldn't be here either." | remember the first time | ever saw this, | was 
like, "This is the coolest young woman I've seen in a while. She's very 
even-handed.” The Doctor smiles and asks them what their story is. They 
ask if he’s a copper, and he goes all sad-funny: "What's a copper gonna do 
with you lot anyway? Arrest you for starving?” So that makes them like 
him, because children have effed-up senses of humor. "l make it 1941," 
he says. “You lot shouldn't be in London. You should've been evacuated to 
the country by now." One little boy says he was evacuated, sent to a 
farm, and came running back because of some interference, and Jim says 
the same thing happened to Ernie. Because Ernie didn’t want anybody to 


know that, he then sends the entire group over the cliff in a bus, because 
being molested always makes you gay or a mass murderer. Bitter? No. 
Just tired. “It's better on the streets anyway,” says Ernie. "Better food." 
The Doctor's basically dismantled, at this point, and just watches Nancy 
as they praise her. "So, that's what you do, is it, Nancy? As soon as the 
sirens go, you find a big fat family meal, still warm on the table with 
everyone down in the air raid shelter, and bingo, feeding frenzy for the 
homeless kids of London Town. Puddings for all!" He gets a little darker: 
"As long as the bombs don't get you.” She asks if there's something wrong 
with being a superhero, and the Doctor almost laughs: "Wrong with it? It's 
brilliant. I'm not sure if it's Marxism in action or a West End musical!" 


Nancy asks the Doctor why he followed her, and what he wants. "I want 
to know how a phone that isn't a phone gets a phone call,” he admits, 
and says that Nancy seems the be in the know. Nancy: “I did you a favor: 
| told you not to answer it, that's all I'm telling you.” Their accents sound 
really neat together. He thanks her kindly and says he's also looking for a 
blonde in a Union Jack: "I mean a specific one -- | didn't just wake up this 
morning with a craving.” The kids laugh; Nancy is scandalized, and takes 
away the Doctor's plate. He gets all indignant, and she says he took two 
slices, and the kids laugh. Nancy: “No blondes. No flags. Anything else 
before you leave?" Feeling a bit shut out of the orphan club -- I'd like to 
see the Doctor with kids more; there's a light in him that I'd like to see 
more of -- he gets a bit shirty: "Yeah, there is, actually; thanks for 
asking. Something I've been looking for -- would've fallen from the sky 
about a month ago, but not a bomb.” He pulls out a notepad, but he 
didn't really need to; Nancy's face says it all. The Doctor: "Not the usual 
kind, anyway. Wouldn't have exploded...just buried itself in the ground 
somewhere." He sketches a tube, not a lot of detail, so it's like, have you 
ever seen a cylinder? Nancy stares, they all stare, she says nothing. 
There's a knock at the window. 


“Mummy? Are you in there, Mummy?" The Doctor goes to the window and 
pulls the curtain, revealing the child there, knocking: "Mummy?" Nancy 
gets an urgency: "Who was the last one in?" Ernie points to the Doctor, 
but Nancy knows somehow that he came in the back: "Who came in the 
front?” | think it was the new boy, I'm not sure. She's like, "Did you close 
the door?" several times, and he doesn't know, and outside the door, you 
can see the shadow. "Mummy? Mummy?" Nancy runs down the hall and 
bolts the door, and then backs away, staring and terrified. The Doctor 
stands behind her, looking at the shadow with deep concern: "What's 
this, then? It's never easy being the only child left out in the cold, you 
know.” Oh. Yeah. Well, about that -- sorry, but he's not the one you're 


meant to be identifying with. "I suppose you'd know,” Nancy snots, and 
the Doctor smiles pleasantly, a smile that has a world of hurt behind it. 
Several worlds, | guess: "I do actually, yes." Nancy, so fight-or-flight: “It's 
not exactly a child.” What | don't get is: clearly. | get that calling for 
Mummy is a lot like "Pity the Gelth," and that the Doctor always has a 
helping hand ready for any horrible beast in need, but...there has never 
been anything creepier than this, right, besides "The Greatest Show In 
The Galaxy," so he should know better. Creepy things rarely turn out very 
awesome. He calls out again, and she pushes past the Doctor, who stares 
at the child. Nancy marshals the kids, helping one little girl with her 
jacket: "You've got to go. Okay? It’s just like a game. Just like chasing.” 
She sends them out, and the Doctor watches them go, the little boy still 
calling outside. The Doctor steps toward the door. 


"Please let me in, Mummy,” says the child, sticking his hand plaintively 
through the mail slot. There's a crosswise scar across the back of his 
hand. It's very effective: if his Mummy were inside, right, and just scared 
of him because of what he is...well, that would be the saddest thing in 
the world, right? For some reason, thinking about that makes me sad for 
the Doctor. He just...not "wants," because he'd laugh at you if you said 
he wants; he needs to be let inside. And there's nowhere for him to go, 
because there's nobody else like him, so all he has is monkeys to play 
with. That's rough. He begs again and again, and the Doctor says, quietly, 
“Are you all right?” Nancy throws a vase at the door and it smashes. The 
child pulls his hand back. “You mustn't let him touch you!" she shouts, 
and the Doctor asks why. “He'll make you like him,” she says. Meaning? 
She starts to edge away. “Nancy, what's he like?” asks the Doctor. They 
look at each other. After a long silence, she breathes out: "He's empty.” 
The phone rings, and the Doctor asks an Excellent Question with his 
eyeballs. Nancy: “It's him. He can make phones ring, he can -- just like 
with that police box you saw." The Doctor looks at the shadow, and picks 
up the phone. “Are you my mummy?" asks the child. Nancy grabs the 
phone and slams it down. The radio in the parlor turns itself on: 
“Mummy? Please let me in, Mummy." The Doctor screws around with the 
radio, but stops when a monkey with cymbals starts clapping and yelling, 
"Mummy?" See, | don't do the monkey-with-cymbals. That's like the Carrot 
Top of scary. The Empty Child was the scariest thing besides killer clowns 
until this monkey shit started. That's like the child coming to your house 
and calling you "Mummy." Screw that. Nancy agrees, and she bounces. 


The Doctor, who has picked up the creepy monkey, heads back into the 
hallway, where the child is sticking its hand through the mail slot again: 
“Mummy? Let me in please, Mummy..." The Doctor kneels and looks at 


the little scarred hand, concerned. "Your Mummy isn't here," he says. The 
music goes dead. Don't talk to ghosts, The Doctor! The child takes a 
second, and asks again. "No Mummies here! Nobody here but us 
chickens!" The Doctor looks back behind him, where there's nobody, and 
grins sweetly at the shadow: “Well, this chicken.” The child claims to be 
scared, and the Doctor asks why everybody's so scared of him. “Please let 
me in, Mummy," begs the child. "I'm scared of the bombs." The Doctor 
thinks a bit, and says that he’s opening the door. Which would have been 
fine, pre-monkey, but now seems deathly stupid. The child pulls his hand 
back out again, and the Doctor opens the door. There's no one there. He 
walks out to check the street, but there's no one there at all. 


Commercial break in a normal place. Good. 


Rose wakes up in Captain Jack's bed, and stares around. "You got lights in 
here?" is her reply to his asking after her health. They say hello to each 
other a billion more times and laugh about how self-consciously cutesy 
the whole thing is. Rose: "So, um...who're you supposed to be, then?" He 
shows her his ID, and she calls him a liar: "This is psychic paper. It tells 
me whatever you want it to tell me." He asks how she would know that, 
and she says there are two reasons: "One, | have a friend who uses this 
all the time. And two, you just handed me a piece of paper telling me 
you're single and you work out." He snatches it back: "Tricky thing, 
psychic paper." She smiles and agrees that you can't “let your mind 
wander” when you're handing it over. Of course, she then hands it over, 
and Captain Jack reads: "Oh, you ‘sort of’ have a boyfriend called Mickey 
Smith, but you consider yourself to be ‘footloose and fancy-free.' 
Actually, the word you use is ‘available’ -- and another one: 'very.” She 
laughs, embarrassed, throughout this little speech, and finally stands: 
"Shall we try and get along without the psychic paper?” He agrees. She 
begins to inspect his ship. "Very...'Spock,” she says, checking his eyes for 
recognition, but he's got no clue. “Guessing you're not a local boy, then,” 
she adds. Captain Jack scans her for alien tech with a wrist computer: "A 
cell phone, a liquid crystal watch, and fabrics that won't be around for at 
least another two decades...guessing you're not a local girl." They grin 
and are very clever. 


Rose reaches out to touch something, and then gasps in pain -- her hands 
are burnt from the rope experience. Captain Jack asks to see her hands 
as she freaks out over how they're just parked invisibly in midair. She 
sits: "Why?" He says please, so she relents, and he runs a scanner over 
them. Offhandedly, he tells her to stop acting: "| know exactly who you 
are; | can spot a Time Agent a mile away.” She repeats it, bewildered: 


“Time Agent’?” Captain Jack: "I've been expecting one of you guys to show 
up -- though not, | must say, by barrage balloon. Do you often travel that 
way?" She smiles and admits that she's sometimes swept off her feet: 
",..By balloons." Awkward. Captain Jack wraps his scarf around Rose's 
wrists and asks her to be still, and leans over her to hit a button. They 
catch each other's eyes, what with the proximity and bondage, and then 
something bleeps and golden lights appear around her hands. You may or 
may not hear Captain Jack explain, depending on what you're watching 
and where, that these are "nanogenes.” Subatomic robots all through the 
ship's air supply. Rose watches, impressed and pleased, as the nanogenes 
repair her hands. Captain Jack hits the button again, and they are gone: 
“They just repaired three layers of your skin." She tells him to thank 
them, and she and Captain Jack laugh. Some internal clock of Captain 
Jack's goes "bing," and he grabs a bottle of champagne so that they can 
“get down to business.” He presses a button, and steps appear to the roof 
of his spaceship; he calls back to Rose to grab the glasses. 


Captain Jack emerges onto nothing, and unwraps the champagne; Rose, 
wigged, comes out after with two glasses. They are standing in front of 
the face of Big Ben. Rose laughs and nervously mumbles, “I'm standing on 
something...” He chuckles and flicks a switch on some other wonderful 
device, and the ship appears under their feet. Rose is hilarious: “Okay. 
You have an invisible spaceship. Tethered up to Big Ben, for some 
reason.” He says that the first rule of “active camouflage” is to park 
somewhere you'll remember. Captain Jack pops the cork, and Rose gasps, 
and he laughs and fills their glasses. 


Less debonair: Limehouse. Nancy hurries across train tracks, into a house 
where she starts with the bag of food. She feels the Doctor watching her 
from the doorway, and turns: “How'd you follow me here?" She's wearing 
a cloak, kind of, and carrying food, right? "I'm good at following, me. Got 
the nose for it," says the Doctor. Nancy is suspicious, and says that 
people can't usually follow her if she doesn't want them to. “My nose has 
special powers,” says the Doctor, and she very nearly tells him what a big 
nose he has. He pushes, but she won't tell him, teasing, "Nothing! Do your 
ears have special powers too?" He's very calm: "What're you trying to say?" 
What big ears you have! Why The Doctor, | think you've just been Bad 
Wolfed for this episode. "Goodnight, Mister," she says, ending the 
conversation and possibly (I'm told) making reference to a weird 
playground game called "What's the Time, Mr. Wolf?" Which | like, 
because of the “time” aspect. | dunno, though. | just know it's dinner 
time. Nancy turns away, and the Doctor presses her: "Nancy. There's 
something chasing you and the other kids. Looks like a boy and it isn't a 


boy, and it started about a month ago, right?" Yes. He keeps asking. 
“There was a bomb," she admits. “A bomb that wasn't a bomb. Fell the 
other end of Limehouse Green Station.” He tells her to take him, and she 
warns him that there are soldiers and barbed wire guarding it. "You'll 
never get through,” she says, earning the usual response from the Doctor: 
"Try me!" She tells him to go see the doctor first, and he laughs to 
himself about how confusing it all is. 


Rose and Captain Jack, meanwhile, are drinking champagne on top of the 
spaceship when she finally stands: "You know, it's getting a bit late. | 
should really be getting back." Captain Jack protests that they're 
discussing business, and she smiles: "This isn't business. This is 
champagne.” He stands, too, and approaches her: "I try never to discuss 
business with a clear head." After a beat, he asks directly if she's 
authorized to negotiate: "| have something for the Time Agency -- 
something they'd like to buy. Are you empowered to make payment?” She 
says that she'll need to talk to her Companion: "I should really be getting 
back to him." Captain Jack gets jealous, and Rose laughs: "Do you have 
the time?" Without even pausing, he flicks another switch, and Big Ben 
lights up behind them. That's hot. She mutters to herself, “That was flash 
-- that was on the flash side." 


Captain Jack moves in and puts his hands on her waist. "When you say 
‘Companion,’ just how disappointed should | be?" She points out once 
more that they're standing in midair on a spaceship during a German air 
raid, and wonders if now's really the best time for him to be hitting on 
her. Two things: this is Captain Jack we're talking about -- it's always 
dinner time. And secondly, yes. For the same reason you don't accuse the 
Lloyds of being black marketers when you're eating at their table. Rose's 
voice falters, and Captain Jack kisses her hand: "Perhaps not." He walks 
away, and she gets defensive that it was just a suggestion. Check. He 
flicks on Glenn Miller, “Moonlight Serenade," and they begin to 
slow-dance: “It's 1941. The height of the London Blitz. The height of the 
German bombing campaign. And something else has fallen on London: a 
fully equipped Chula warship. The last one in existence. Armed to the 
teeth.” Rose's eyelids flutter, her head on Captain Jack's shoulder. He 
draws back and looks into her eyes: “And | know where it is. Because | 
parked it." She laughs and he says that he can get it for her, if the 
Agency names the right price: “But in two hours, a German bomb is gonna 
fall on it and destroy it forever." His tone gets more serious: “That's the 
deadline. That's the deal. And now, shall we discuss payment?" Rose is 
gone: "Do you know what | fink? | fink you were talking just there..." He 
says again that, in two hours, the bomb will fall: “There'll be nothing left 


but dust and a crater...Are you listening to any of this?" She gets it 
together: "You used to be a Time Agent; now you're some kind of 
freelancer.” He is very suave, pulling her to him: "Well, that's a little 
harsh. | like to think of myself as a criminal.” Also hot. She laughs: "I bet 
you do!" Captain Jack asks again if it's her Companion that handles 
business, and she says she delegates, and | think somewhere in here 
Captain Jack figures out...not that she’s just a dumb girl, because she's 
not just a dumb girl, and last week notwithstanding | would actually trust 
Rose with negotiations on a Chula warship easy, whatever that is, but he 
figures out something. Something's not on the up-and-up. He says, “Well, 
maybe we should go find him.” How? "Easy. I'll do a scan for alien tech." 
Ding! He starts scanning around, and Rose -- practically fanning herself -- 
mumbles, "Finally, a professional.” 


After another appropriate commercial break, the Doctor stands on some 
steps with Nancy, staring at the bomb site with some very awesome 
binoculars. "The bomb's under that tarpaulin,” says Nancy. “They put the 
fence up overnight. See that building?” She points to the hospital on the 
other side, where this "doctor" is. She warns our Doctor to talk to hers, 
but he once again stresses needing to get into the bomb site. "Talk to the 
doctor first,” she tells him. “Cause then maybe you won't wanna get 
inside.” Nancy starts to take off again, and the Doctor calls, without 
looking up from his binoculars. She says that she’s got mouths to feed, so 
she's going back to the house where he found her. The Doctor asks 
Nancy, “Can | ask you a question? Who did you lose?" He lowers the 
binoculars and turns to her: "The way you look after all those kids -- it's 
because you lost somebody, isn't it? You're doing all this to make up for 
it." She nods. It was her little brother Jamie, who followed her out into 
the Blitz on a food run -- he “just didn't like being on his own.” The 
Doctor asks what happened. Nancy: “In the middle of an air raid? What do 
you think happened?” He nods and smiles: “Amazing. 1941." There are 
planes dropping bombs in the distance. A barrage balloon hovers above 
them. Small explosions are in the air. The Doctor: "Right now, not very 
far from here, a German war machine is rolling up the map of Europe. 
Country after country, falling like dominoes. Nothing can stop it. 
Nothing. Until one, tiny, damp little island says ‘no. No. Not here.’ A 
mouse in front of a lion.” He laughs. "You're amazing, the lot of you. 
Dunno what you do to Hitler, but you frighten the hell out of me. Off you 
go then... do what you've gotta do. Save the world." The child follows 
Nancy as she turns and walks back up the steps. 


The Doctor sonics in through the hospital gate, and the music goes crazy 
as we focus on the sign: “Albion Hospital." Why do we come back? Why is 


the show so excited about it? Of two stories in this season in which 
London is directly attacked (both two-parters, mind), the journey takes 
the Doctor to Albion Hospital. For the healing of Albion. | don't presume 
to know anything about U.K. culture, or the Commonwealth. I'm just a 
stupid American. But why was the island cut off with the Rage in 28 Days 
Later..., with the rest of the globe looking on regretfully? Why Posh? Why 
Jordan? What did Tony do to you people? What has America done? I'm 
serious: America has a lovely history of turning our anger and fear 
outward, on anybody within reach of a gunsight; we'd never be telling 
these stories. 


The Doctor enters a very dark ward, where rows and rows of fully clothed 
people lie in beds, wearing gas masks. It’s incredibly creepy and goes on 
forever. He then heads out into the hall and finds another, more brightly 
lit room, with the same rows of gas masks. He starts at a sound, and an 
old man, Dr. Constantine, enters. And immediately starts acting like our 
Doctor sometimes does, handing you information you didn't ask for, by 
the truckload, as if he's been waiting for you to show up: "You'll find 
them everywhere. Every bed in every ward. Hundreds of them." Excellent 
answer, Dr. Constantine. The Doctor asks Constantine why they're all 
wearing gas masks, and the answer is chilling and strange: “They're not.” 
Constantine asks who the Doctor is, as usual, and the Doctor falters in a 
funny way: "I'm, uh...are you the doctor?” Constantine introduces himself 
and asks again, and again the Doctor doesn't have a proper answer: 
"Nancy sent me." They talk about the bomb; the Doctor asks if these 
people were in the blast, figuring that this weirdness makes as much 
sense, | guess, as anything else. Constantine: "None of them were [sic]." 
Our Doctor always says yes, Dr. Constantine always says no, and yet this 
one is kind of more helpful. And somehow vastly more comfortable. 
Every time he says no, you lose another plank of what makes sense. It's 
disorienting. 


Dr. Constantine's laugh becomes an ugly cough, and he drops to a chair. 
At the Doctor's concern, Constantine just shrugs: “Dying, | should think -- 
| just haven't been able to find the time. Are you a doctor?” The Doctor 
says he has his moments. Dr. Constantine suggests that he examine the 
bodies, but warns him not to touch the flesh. Of any of them. The Doctor 
uses his screwdriver to examine the bodies, and reports to Constantine: 
"Massive head trauma, mostly to the left side. Partial collapse of the 
chest cavity, mostly to the right. There's some scarring on the back of 
the hand, and the gas mask seems to be fused to the flesh, but | can't see 
any burns.” Constantine sends him to investigate another; the same 
symptoms present: "This isn't possible." He checks out body after body: 


"Identical, all of them! Right down to the scar on the back of the hand!" 
Dr. Constantine shifts slightly, looking down at his own scar, and explains 
that when the bomb first dropped, there was a single victim, who was 
thought dead: "By the following morning, every doctor and nurse who had 
treated him -- who had touched him -- had those exact same injuries. By 
the morning after that, every patient in the same ward had the exact 
same injuries. Within a week, the entire hospital. Physical injuries as 
plague. Can you explain that?" He asks the Doctor for a guess at the 
cause of death, and after a million guesses, again with no: “There wasn't 
one. They're not dead." He hits a trashcan with his cane, and they all sit 
up. It's awful. 


The Doctor is alarmed, but Constantine seems to think it’s no big: 
"They're harmless. They just sort of sit there. No heartbeat, no life signs 
of any kind. They just...don't die." THAT IS NOT OKAY! The Doctor asks if 
anybody's doing anything for them, and -- as they lie back down -- 
Constantine says that he's doing what he can to make them comfortable. 
The Doctor: “Just you? You're the only one here?” And Dr. Constantine 
replies that, before the war began, he was a father and a grandfather, 
and now he's neither, but he's still a doctor. “Yeah, know the feeling," 
says the Doctor, coming as close as this show can to saying it out loud: 
he's not just a doctor -- he's The Doctor. He brings grace because that's 
all he has left. Constantine surmises that the (very effing excellent) plan 
is probably just to blow up the hospital and blame it on the Germans. But 
it's not that simple, because people are starting to crop up elsewhere 
around London. Now that Jamie's out -- but Constantine doesn't know 
that. He starts coughing again, and the Doctor starts forward, but 
Constantine tells him to stay back: "Listen to me: top floor, Room 802. 
That's where they took the first victim, the one from the crash site. And 
you must find Nancy again.” OMG he's like Aslan with the instructions 
already. He tells the Doctor that Nancy knows the child is Jamie, her 
brother, and that she knows more than that, but is cagey: "She won't tell 
me, but she mi-- mi--" He gags and clutches his neck, and calls the 
Doctor "Mummy." Then horrific things begin to go on with his face: his 
lower face extends into the snout of the mask, and his eyes bulge out 
into the bright circles of its eyes, and his body goes limp. “Brother?” asks 
the Doctor. Indeed. I'm quite partial to stories about just one guy, on the 
ship or the boat or whatever -- just that one guy who's left, and what it 
takes, and where do you get the strength to be that guy? And with 
Constantine and Nancy, that's two small heroes nobody knows about 
except us. Brother indeed. 


The Doctor hears voices down the hall: Captain Jack and Rose, who have 
finally located him. "Good evening. Hope I'm not interrupting? Captain 
Jack Harkness." He sticks out his hand and says he's been hearing all 
about the good Doctor. "He knows," Rose says, very secret-agenty. "I had 
to tell him...about us being Time Agents?” The Doctor nods, all but 
putting a finger against his nose. "...And it's a real pleasure to meet you, 
Mr. Spock," says Captain Jack, patting the Doctor heartily and familiarly 
on the shoulder, and then walking off, leaving the Doctor looking rather 
bemused: “Mr. Spock?" They take a break for a joke that's surely already 
been made in the last forty years, but is still somewhat funny: “What was 
| supposed to say? You don't have a name! Don't you ever get tired of 
‘Doctor? Doctor Who?" | think it's the balls-out nature of the joke that 
makes it funny. | haven't nailed it down yet for sure, though. He says 
that, after nine hundred years, “Doctor” is good, and then he takes her to 
task for going on a stroll in the middle of the London Blitz. Rose: “Who's 
strolling? | went by barrage balloon -- only way to see an air raid. Listen, 
what's a Chula warship?” The Doctor stands stock still, because it’s been 
like forty minutes and he forgot she was awesome. 


After another commercial, the radio goes nuts as Nancy puts a cloth over 
some food on the table. "Please, Mummy. Please let me in.” She turns to 
look at the radio, and the child talks about being scared of the bombs, 
and begging, and then there's a crash in the hall, and the shadow of the 
child on the wall. “Mummy...Mummy..." Without a place to hide, Nancy 
dives under the table. The first time | saw this, | didn’t think the mystery 
inside the mystery was worthwhile because you would never figure it 
out, but now I'm not so sure. He just keeps telling you. | wanted to 
mention that last week was about reconnecting with the father -- the 
real father; the man behind the mask. And there's a way in which this 
story -- the Doctor as the Orphan of Gallifrey, losing Rose to a better 
version of himself, identifying his own existential need to survive through 
heroism in Nancy's activities, the ego in survivor guilt -- dances around 
motherhood in a much less direct way. But it’s not just about finding your 
mother -- it's also about claiming your power. Being the mother. The 
mother that would roar and would not let Hitler take her, or her 
children. About Nancy's need to mother those around her, while this 
beastly child is begging her for the same. About the way Nancy and the 
Doctor are more alike than anything -- and maybe Rose and Captain Jack 
are the same; maybe they're just looking for somebody to tell them what 
to do, or tell them that they're wrong -- but there's no power in doing so. 
Again, the characters (doubled this time) are confronted with decisions 
they can't reasonably be asked to make, sacrifices no one should have to 


make, and again -- like saving Pete Tyler, pushing out into the street 
beside him before it's too late -- learning that grace is what enables you 
to get there. And that the dividends are miraculous. So don't be worried. 
You can be scared, but don't be worried. 


Captain Jack scans one of the bodies and sees the impossibilities; the 
Doctor asks him straightaway what kind of Chula ship it was, exactly, 
that landed here. Rose breaks in -- "He said it was a warship. He stole 
it..." -- and the Doctor asks, again, what kind of warship it must be. He's 
figuring something out. Captain Jack hates it, and won't answer. “This 
started at the bomb site,” the Doctor harshes out. "It's got everything to 
do with it. What kind of warship?” And Captain Jack admits that it was an 
ambulance. He shows them, on his wrist panel, the piece of space junk 
they followed through the Time Vortex: "I wanted to kid [no] you it was 
valuable. It's empty; | made sure of it. Nothing but a shell. | threw it at 
you. Saw your time-travel vehicle -- love the retro look, by the way; nice 
panels -- threw you the bait..." Rose looks up at this, finally. "| wanted to 
sell it to you and then destroy it, before you found out it was junk.” Rose 
asks about the "warship" factor. "They have ambulances in wars," spits 
Captain Jack, and wanders a few steps away, annoyed. Mostly, | think, 
with himself. "It was a con. | was conning you -- that's what | am; I'm a 
con man. | thought you were Time Agents, but you're not, are you?" Rose 
admits that they're just freelancers, too. “Should've known. The way you 
guys are blending in with the local colour -- | mean, Flag Girl was bad 
enough, but U-Boat?" He gestures to the Doctor's fantastic coat; they 
both look down dweebishly. Captain Jack insists that what's going on has 
nothing to do with the ship. Which makes Rose wonder, Excellently, 
exactly what it is that's going on. Captain Jack: "Human DNA's being 
rewritten. By an idiot. Some kind of virus...converting human beings into 
these things. But why?” Almost there. 


The child enters the dining room, his little schoolboy feet in socks and 
shoes visible from where Nancy is still under the table: "Mummy? Where's 
my mummy? Mummy?" An apple falls out of Nancy's bag; the child bends 
down to pick it up. Nancy tries to run, but the child spins around and 
points at the door, which slams shut against Nancy's attempts to open it. 
Still pointing, the child stares at Nancy: “Are you my mummy?" Something 
has happened -- something in his voice, or in the way he's standing. 


Rose is bent over one of the bodies, examining it, when it suddenly sits 
up. It’s no less frightening this time when they all do the same, and Rose 
jumps back. The bodies all start saying, "Mummy?" And they begin to 
stand. 


Nancy backs away from the child, begging him to recognize her: “It's me. 
Nancy!" Not Mummy. Nancy. 


The gas masks crowd in on the Doctor, Rose, and Captain Jack, and the 
Doctor warns them not to touch the bodies. What will happen? "You're 
looking at it." They come closer and closer. “Are you my Mummy?" 


And Nancy just repeats, "It's Nancy. Your sister. You're dead, Jamie. 
You're dead!" He's got her backed against the curtain. 


At Albion, the Doctor and his friends are against the wall. The child, and 
the masks, begin to chant. "“Mummy...Mummy...Mummy..." Faster and 
faster, until all you see are quick-cut faces, gas masks one after the 
other, screaming "Mummy." And that's it. 


Here's what | think. | think the horrors of a people stay alive in its fears. 
I'm an American: | don't know from the Blitz, or gas masks -- not really. | 
know they don't live in my fears the way they do in British horror. | don't 
know why Clive Barker is scary because he's very, very British, and when 
he tries to tell American horror stories, he usually fails. | often wonder 
what Bret Easton Ellis feels like to people who aren't American, by the 
same token. Or Joyce Carol Oates. | know that Americans dream, when 
they dream nightmares, of strangers in the house. Wolves at the door. | 
know that the best zombie movies of the post-Thatcher era have come 
from Britain, and | couldn't tell you why. But this is a story about the 
invasion of a country in 1941 -- a country of the children of the war, 
trying to find the lioness inside the mouse, screaming for their mothers. 
And that is terrifying. | think the Doctor dreams of being alone, locked in 
a cellar or a glass house, with no way out. | think the Doctor dreams in 
Dalek voices. | think that this season (this Doctor) is about being an 
orphan -- about war taking everything away. Every single thing. And | 
think that the Doctor is about preserving that last spark of himself, that 
individuality, beyond extinction. Saving himself by saving the world, just 
like Peter Tyler. So | think, by any stretch, he's being a champ here, 
because all he wants to do is love that child, that orphan, and, by doing 
so, redeem himself. Which is hard to do when the person you're looking 
to protect, whether it's in the Blitz or 2012 Utah or the Victorian era, 
turns out to be the thing you're most afraid of, because you can't run 
from your mistakes. You'll always get your hand bitten by the dog you 
abused. And | think that if this week is a basic horror story, then next 
week is a story of wonder, of grace -- which is what the Doctor most 
deserves. This is a show about earning that grace, and the show always 
goes the distance to do that, if nothing else. And | have this feeling that, 
next week, he'll maybe get to dance. 


THE SPIRIT OF THE BLITZ 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 10 | Aired on 05.11.2006 


The Doctor Dances (2) - The Doctor finally finds redemption, and Captain Jack and 
Nancy find grace in unexpected places, as the story of the Gas Masks comes to a close. 


So the BAFTAs are like the British Oscars and Emmys put together (British 
Academy of Film and Television Arts), and are a huge deal (if you're 
wondering: no, Americans have never heard of them). This year, Doctor 
Who won for best Drama Series against Bodies, Shameless, and Spooks (or 
what we in the U.S. call M/-5, after bashing in its brains and cutting off a 
few body parts). It also won the Pioneer Audience Award for Best 
Programme. That's awesome. One of the coolest things about this 
assignment is seeing how tied to the national identity this show really is, 
on a mainstream -- not just the geek ghetto -- level, about which | had 
no idea -- and barely any concept, because | don't think we have a 
comparable show. Imagine a Buffy, or Battlestar, winning Emmys like it 
was just another day, and what that would say about us. It's exciting and 
touching because -- as Graeme the Angry Correspondent wrote, in 
essence -- it's so progressive, and loving and hopeful. So focused on the 
good of us, as people, in the face of war and pain. If the spirit of 
twenty-first century Great Britain is half this joyful, half this hopeful and 
strong, | think we'll all be okay. No sundowns just yet. Just keep the 
show running and Blair and Bush in their separate corners, and we'll be 
okay, after all. 


But for the moment, we're fucked: the gas masks surround Rose and 
Captain Jack and the Doctor, and elsewhere, young Mistress Nancy is 
being menaced by the Empty Child. As with all good cliffhangers, it's 
really only been a second -- it's been us waiting, not the heroes -- and 
the Doctor has already gotten an idea. "Go to your room," he says sternly. 
The masks and Jamie hesitate, confused, and the Doctor repeats: "Go to 
your room!" They all cock their heads, confused, and Rose and Captain 
Jack look worried at each other. The Doctor goes to that place he goes, 
where the smile fades and the fear that always comes out as rage 
appears: "I mean it! | am very, very angry with you. | am very, very 
cross!" Through different angles, mirroring last episode's closing shots, 
the Doctor is very scary: “Go. To. Your. ROOM!" He points violently away, 
and they turn away, sad and chastened. The hospital victims climb 
meekly back into their beds, and the smiles comes back. At the Lloyds’, 
Jamie leaves by the front door, Nancy breathless against the curtains. 
The Doctor turns to Captain Jack, who smiles in relief. The Doctor sighs: 
"I'm really glad that worked. Those would've been terrible last words!" 


Credits; episode by Steven Moffat -- whose dialogue | find routinely 
clunky and overly emphatic, but whose stories are touched with grace 
and triumph, and a love so sad that you're not really sure why you're 
crying. This episode brought to you by continuous and addictive listenings 
to Svoy on MySpace, the exhaustion of a sweeps month, and the promise 
of the future. 


Jamie slowly takes off down the road, very small in the very dark night, 
planes and bombs in the distance. Nancy watches from the window, and 
to herself she says his name and slides down the wall to sob, while the 
clock ticks. It's only a matter of time. 


Rose sits by one of the Albion beds, looking at one of the masks in its 
repose, her look a bit the worse for wear. Captain Jack settles in, and 
explains the nature of the masks: that they're skin and bone themselves. 
The Doctor asks Captain Jack how his con should have worked. Captain 
Jack responds, “Simple enough...find some harmless piece of space-junk, 
let the nearest Time Agent track it back to Earth.” After getting half the 
payment upfront, the bombs would drop, and the guy never even sees 
what he bought. Then Captain Jack gets the agent drunk, | assume they 
do it, and Captain Jack takes off. "The perfect self-cleaning con," 
Captain Jack says. The Doctor's ironic agreement is lost on him. Captain 
Jack laughs to himself: "The London Blitz is great for self-cleaners. 
Pompeii's nice if you want to make a vacation of it...but you've got to set 
your alarm for Volcano Day." His laughter dies away at the Doctor's look. 
Captain Jack: "Getting a hint of disapproval." The Doctor invites him to 
check out the consequences all around them, and Captain Jack protests 
again that it was just an empty, burnt-out medical transporter. The 
Doctor gives him an angry look and takes off, calling to Rose, sounding 
short. "We getting out of here?” Rose follows, and Captain Jack calls after 
them, telling them that he reprogrammed the flight computer so that 
nobody would get hurt. Rose turns around, and Jack promises that 
whatever happened, it wasn't him: “I'll tell you what's happening. You 
forgot to set your alarm clock. It's Volcano Day.” Rose asks an Excellent 
Question at a siren outside. “The all-clear," says Jack. "Il wish," says the 
Doctor, and leaves the ward with Rose in tow, her face somewhere 
between apology and the look she gave Adam Mitchell. She sure can pick 
‘em. Good thing she has the Doctor around to change her mind about her 
feelings. Jack follows after them. 


Nancy hears the all-clear and takes off. A little boy in a gas mask jumps 
out in front of Nancy, causing her to scream and fall back, until he takes 


it off. Nancy yells, "Il thought you were Jamie!" The kid stares, and she 
leaves through the back, with the boy following her and calling for his 
father. It's the unpleasant Mr. Lloyd, in point of fact, shouting, who grabs 
Nancy, as his wife shouts at them all to get inside. 


Rose and Captain Jack are now separated from the Doctor, somehow, 
and he pops around a corner asking Jack for his blaster. “The night your 
space-junk landed, someone was hurt,” the Doctor explains, pointing at 
the door of Room 802. "This was where they were taken." Captain Jack 
points his blaster at the door and cuts a perfectly square hole around the 
lock. “Sonic blaster, fifty-first century -- weapon Factories of Villengard?" 
the Doctor asks, and Captain Jack asks him whether he's been. "Once," 
the Doctor says, distractedly, and checks out the blaster. "Well, they're 
gone now -- destroyed," Captain Jack says. “The main reactor went 
critical. Vaporized the lot.” The Doctor hands the blaster back with a 
smile: "Like | said: once. There's a banana grove there now. | like 
bananas. Bananas are good." Rose, desperate to get in there, admires the 
square hole. "Nice blast pattern,” she says, and Jack “explains” that the 
gun is digital. “Squareness gun,” she murmurs. "I like it." He giggles. He's 
back in. Loneliness again. These two are a tough fucking crowd to crack, 
but at least they recognize an ended world when they see it. 


The Doctor switches a light on in Room 802: broken window, stuff all 
over the floor, all very Hulk Smash. Captain Jack offers the theory that 
“something got out...something powerful. Angry.” The Doctor faux-thinks 
aloud: "Powerful and angry.” OMG, just say it. Captain Jack enters a 
smaller room off to the side, which is covered in a child's crude drawings 
of a woman; there's a tiny bed in the corner, some scattered toys on the 
floor. "How could a child do this?” asks Rose, because she doesn't know 
about the Danny Torrance shit Jamie was pulling on Nancy a second ago. 
The Doctor hits “play” on a tape of Dr. Constantine's sessions with Jamie, 
where Dr. Constantine is interviewing the child: "Do you know where you 
are? Are you aware of what's around you? Can you...see?” The whole 
time, the child asks again and again about the whole "mummy" thing, but 
"What do you want?" provokes a new answer: "| want my mummy." The 
Empty Child wants. It’s a running theme, this confusion of what you are 
with what you do: most of the time it’s zombies, motivated by their last 
desire, or by the desires of something higher, or used as masks for other 
desires. One in ten bad guys isn't doing it for the money. But in this 
context, in the context of the show, | don't think it's the usual 
form/function binary. | know I've been hitting the Aurelius and Augustine 
("The Angelic Doctor"!) a bit hard the last few weeks, but try this. | 
rediscovered it while | was writing something about Battlestar, in 


Epictetus ("The Acquired"): "First, decide who you would be. Then, do 
what you must do." And given that so much of what goes on in these 
stories is the direct result of people doing shit they shouldn't be doing, | 
wonder if the point isn't closer to this: that being a zombie is the default 
setting, and that you have to choose to be more. If you met the Doctor, 
you'd want to give him a hug. Possibly a kiss with tongue. But if you read 
his resumé? Madman. Warrior. Killer of peoples, of worlds, of heroes, and 
soldiers. A living genocide. Nine is about the choice: whom would you be? 
Then, what must you do? The Doctor distrusts Jack, but he loves Nancy 
for the same reason. Her heroism and apparent selflessness in the end of 
the world. How could he do less? 


So the child has a desire, and pictures on the walls, and always the same 
voice: "Are you my mummy? | want my mummy! Are you my mummy?" 
Rose and the Doctor have heard the voice; it's only the Doctor that knows 
what it means, at this moment. Rose: “Always ‘Are you my mummy?,’ like 
he doesn't know. Why doesn't he know?" The Doctor thinks, almost there, 
bending under its sad weight. 


Mr. Lloyd shuts the door on himself and Nancy at the dining room table. 
He leans on the table: “The police are on their way. | pay for the food on 
this table. The sweat on my brow, that food is. The sweat on my brow. 
Anything else you'd like?" Nancy smiles, a Doctor-worthy smile, something 
bright and sharp underneath the goofy grin: "Yeah. I'd like some wire 
cutters, please. Something that can cut through barbed wire. Oh, anda 
torch." And the face on Mr. Lloyd! "Don't look like that, Mr. Lloyd...I've 
been watching this house for ages. And I'd like another look ‘round your 
kitchen cupboards. | was in a hurry the first time. | wanna see if there's 
anything | missed." Mr. Lloyd starts with the “food on my table" speech 
again, and she shuts him up tight: “It's an awful lot of food, isn't it, Mr. 
Lloyd? A lot more than on anyone else's table. Half this street thinks your 
missus must be messing about with Mr. Haverstock the butcher. But she's 
not, is she? You are." It's a matter of context. Just ask old Algy, or 
Captain Jack: what's scary now isn't scary then. What's social poison, 
given twenty years, or fifty? There are so few absolutes that you can 
count on absolutely, but here's one that's strong for me: the future is 
always, always better. Captain Jack could tell Mr. Lloyd how it'll be 
later; but maybe Nancy knows a bit about this, too. About being stuck in 
your context, about keeping secrets. Maybe that's what makes her 
sensitive to Mr. Lloyd's not-all-that-terrible secret -- maybe there's a 
brotherhood here that earns her this leverage. Maybe she's already paid 
for this knowledge and we just don't know it yet. Triumphant now, Nancy 
goes on: “Wire cutters. Torch. Food. And I'd like to use your bathroom 


before | leave, please." And the biggest smile forms on her, again: "Oh, 
look! There's the sweat on your brow." | love this girl. It wasn’t Captain 
Jack that doubled the Doctor; it was always her. This lioness. Nancy 
opens the dining-room door for Mr. Lloyd, and stands at attention. 


Albion. The reels of the tape spin and tick-tock. It's a matter of time. 
“Mummy? Please, Mummy? Mummy?" The Doctor's voice gets weird as he 
paces: “Can you sense it?” Rose and Jack can't; they're just human. 
Caught in context, raised up by time travel but not made of time, like 
the Doctor is. The Doctor: “Coming out of the walls, can you feel it? 
Funny little human brains, how do you get around in those things?” Rose 
explains to Captain Jack, like a lover, like a sister, or a mother: "When 
he's stressed, he likes to insult species. Cuts himself shaving, does half an 
hour on life forms he's cleverer than..." The Doctor coughs it up: “There 
are these children living rough around the bomb site. They come out 
during air raids looking for food. Suppose they were there when this 
thing...landed.” Captain Jack protests again, because he must: “It was a 
med-ship. It was harmless." Which is, it would seem, untrue. The Doctor 
postulates an idea: "Suppose one of them was affected. Altered? It's 
afraid. Terribly afraid. And powerful -- it doesn't know it yet, but it will 
do." The child shouts several times, “I'm here!" The Doctor laughs a bit, 
with a crazed smile: “It's got the power of a god, and | just sent it to its 
room.” The reels crackle and click in the silence. "I'm here. Can't you see 
me?" says the child. And the Doctor recognizes the sound: “End of the 
tape. It ran out about thirty seconds ago." The child speaks again: “I'm 
here, now. Can't you see me?" Not quite yet. The Doctor hums. “I sent it 
to its room. This is its room.” He turns, and there is the child: “Are you 
my mummy?" It cocks its head at Rose: "Mummy?" 


Captain Jack stands behind Rose and the Doctor, staring at Jamie. “Okay, 
on my signal make for the door. ...NOW!" The Doctor pulls out a lovely 
ripe banana and points it at the child, and grins. He points Jack's 
purloined blaster at the wall and opens up another square. Why shoot the 
child, when you can shoot the wall and escape? Why not buy some time? 
Why violence, when the child's not really the problem? Why add to the 
deaths? Why shoot a gun at inevitability, when your whole life is 
constellated around the ability to escape and regroup? The Doctor: "Go! 
Now! Don't drop the banana! Good source of potassium!" 


Out in a hallway, the child approaches the square door. Jack takes his 
blaster back and seals the hole: "Digital rewind." He tosses the banana 
back to the Doctor and compliments him on the switch. The Doctor: “It's 
from the Groves of Villengard. | thought it was appropriate.” Captain 


Jack realizes that the Doctor wasn't kidding about the banana grove, or 
the fact that the Doctor totally dosed the Factories, and that the Doctor's 
never kidding, even when he is. The Doctor says, quite simply, “Bananas 
are good.” The child starts to come through the wall. 


Down the hall, the masks are awake again, calling "Mummy" and 
staggering. One of them is pushing another one in a wheelchair, which 
for some reason is the funniest thing. Lots of Who running about, and 
they're back where they started, Jamie coming through the wall for 
them. "It's keeping us here so it can get at us," says the Doctor, and 
explains that the child is in control of everything now -- that, in fact, it 
is every living thing in the hospital. Captain Jack explains that his blaster 
is also “a sonic cannon and a triple-enfolded sonic disruptor,” and asks 
what the Doctor has. The Doctor pulls out his screwdriver, which Jack is 
too busy wiggling his blaster at the masks to see. It's rather small. The 
Doctor: "A sonic, er...oh, never mind. It’s sonic, okay? Let's leave it at 
that." Jack pushes, and the Doctor won't say, because he's now had his 
hands on Jack's blaster at least twice and knows how large and hefty it 
is. "It's sonic! Totally sonic!" Captain Jack finally turns around for a look 
when the Doctor admits it’s a screwdriver -- and the child bursts through 
the wall. Who needs a gun when you've got a screwdriver? Who needs to 
shoot when you can build? Why violence when violence doesn't solve 
mysteries? The Doctor's not a pacifist in the usual way; he just knows 
timespace in the Einsteinian sense: all of a piece. This time, Rose grabs 
the blaster, and opens a hole in the floor, another lateral move away 
from the fight, because the fight's not the problem and it’s not the 
solution. She shouts, "Going down!" 


They fall in a heap, and Captain Jack rewinds the hole above them. The 
Doctor complains about the lack of warning; Rose complains about the 
lack of gratitude, and looks for a light switch. "...Who has a sonic 
screwdriver?” asks Captain Jack. “Who looks at a screwdriver and thinks 
‘Oo hoo, this could be a little more sonic’?” The Doctor is indignant: 
"What, you've never been bored? Never had a long night?" This just in: the 
Doctor cops to spending long bored nights playing with his screwdriver. 
Rose turns on the lights...and a bunch more masks in beds sit up and 
start calling "Mummy." Oy with the zombies already. But then, familiarity 
breeds contempt, and contempt isn't love, but it's not brainless fear 
either, and they're not scary, just fucked up. They don't need to be scary 
anymore for the story to matter. Captain Jack tries to blast another 
door, but his gun's not working, so he steps aside for the Doctor's 
screwdriver. Captain Jack thwacks his gun: “It's the special features; they 
really drain the battery.” As they dash through the door, Rose offers the 


opinion that needing batteries for your blaster is not only lame but, like, 
"so lame.” Captain Jack points out that he was going to get extras, but 
that somebody has/will/is currently blown/blowing up the Factory. Time 
travel gives me the brain shakes. “Oh, | know -- first day | met him he 
blew my job up," Rose informs Jack. "That's practically how he 
communicates." The Doctor calls for a list of assets. Jack: "Well, I've got 
a banana, and at [in] a pinch you could put up some shelves..." The 
Doctor heads to the window, but Captain Jack reminds him that they are 
barred, with a sheer drop down: “Seven [eight] stories.” Rose -- | guess 
not getting the definition of “asset” any better than Trump -- points out 
that there are also "no uvver exits.” Captain Jack takes a seat. Like all 
good friends of mine on this show, he would rather sit down and have a 
nice drink than flip out. Even when that's the saddest, scariest thing of 
all: "Well, the assets conversation went in a flash, didn't it?" 


The Doctor turns and eyes Captain Jack for a moment, then looks at 
Rose: “So, where'd you pick this one up, then?" She gives a warning growl, 
but Jack answers: "She was hanging from a barrage balloon, | had an 
invisible spaceship. | never stood a chance.” This causes Rose to wiggle a 
bit uncomfortably, but like the Doctor cares. The Doctor plots: “Okay, 
one: we want to get out of here. Two: we can't get out of here. Have | 
missed anything?" There's a science-like sound, and Rose turns around: 
"Yeah...Captain Jack just disappeared.” The Doctor turns to see Captain 
Jack's empty chair. Oh, Jack. 


Jim's typing a letter to his dad in a little shack with all the other waifs 
and strays when Nancy enters: “Thought as much. What are all of you 
doing here? Different house every night, | told ya!" Jim complains that 
they thought she was dead or run off, and Ernie sweetly says that he 
knew she'd come back. Nancy drops her stuff, and Ernie shows her Jim 
with the typewriter: "Found that old thing in the junk. Thinks he can 
write now.... You don't even know where your dad is. And how're you 
gonna send it?" Jim's like, “In an envelope, dick?" Ernie -- oh, this is nice 
-- reminds Jim that he can't read or write, and Jim gives it the old 
Platform Five: “I don't need to! I've got a machine!" Nancy, irritated by 
the ding of a carriage return, shouts at Jim to stop, and his face falls. 
Nancy: “I'm sorry, Jim. On you go. You write a letter to your dad if you 
want to.” And he continues to do so. 


Ernie goes to the Sturgeon place: “I know we should've went somewhere 
else, but we need you, see. For the thinking.” Nancy tells Ernie that it's 
no excuse: "What if, one night, | didn't come back for you? There's a war 
on, people go out...they don't always come back. It happens.” She 


pauses, thinks about Jamie. Maybe this is when he comes. Maybe when 
she feels it. "...What would you do then?" she concludes. Ernie -- 
distracted from the creepy "I might abandon you" talk -- grabs at the wire 
cutters in Nancy's hand, but she directs him back to the “thinking”: 
"Someone's gotta look after this lot!" Ernie asks whether she's going 
somewhere, and Nancy admits that she's going back to the bomb site: 
"The child. That's where he was killed. That's where it all started. And I'm 
gonna find out how.” Ernie gets scared and says that the child will get 
her, and then come for the other kids: "He always comes for us!" Nancy 
corrects his J. Jonah Jameson post hoc fallacy soundly, and tells him 
she's the danger: "He always comes after me. There are things | haven't 
told you, things | can't tell you. As long as you're with me, you're in 
danger. Even now, sitting here, you're in danger because of me." "You're 
the one that keeps us safe!" shouts Ernie, deftly bringing in a couple of 
preoccupations that link Nancy ever closer to the Doctor -- one being 
that she has one constant companion, and it is death; the other being 
Jackie's major issue, which is that the thing that keeps you safe and the 
thing that gets you killed get scrambled all up because of love. Nancy 
goes on: “You think so, Ernie? Then answer this: Jim is sitting there right 
next to you. So who's typing?" Nobody. The kids get scared, and Nancy 
rips the paper out. "Is he coming?" whispers Ernie. “As long as you're with 
me, he's always coming," she says. Her mind made up, Nancy drops the 
paper to the floor and turns at the door: "Plenty of greens. And chew 
your food." Ernie investigates the words: first Jim's random jumble, and 
then below -- Jack Torrance- style -- the inevitable "ARE YOU MY 
MUMMY." 


Rose leans on the back of the Doctor's chair, talking about Captain Jack: 
"So he's vanished into thin air. Why is it always the great-looking ones 
who do that?" The Doctor gives her a look, and says that he’s trying not to 
be insulted, and | mean: that's like all you do, dude. It's your whole 
thing. She waves a hand: "| mean men." And again he smiles sarcastically: 
"Okay, thanks. That really helped.” In the corner, a radio comes alive, 
Jack's voice over the speakers: "Rose? Doctor? Can you hear me? I'm back 
on my ship.” So he's at least capable. Generally when people give you the 
speech about "I'm just this" or “I'm just that," they are totally not that. 
Jack's not a con; he's just fucked up, and every iteration is another 
reason to disregard it. That's why they have to keep telling you: it's 
something fictional. It's a way to rewrite the information. 


On his ship, in the pilot's seat, Captain Jack apologizes for not bringing 
them along: “Used the emergency teleport...it's security-keyed to my 
molecular structure. I'm working on it. Hang in there.” As the Doctor 


notes that the wires to the radio are completely severed, Jack twists 
knobs and presses buttons most impressively. The Doctor asks, "How're 
you speaking to us?” Jack calls it "Om-Com," saying that he can 
communicate through anything with a speaker grille. There's a whole 
Excellent breakdown where they discuss that the child can do the same 
thing. The Doctor mentions the TARDIS phone, and the child finally speaks 
you... Captain Jack offers to block for them, because it is awful and 
horrible and creepy -- "Coming to find you, Mummy!" -- and starts up 
“Moonlight Serenade" for them. Glenn Miller as territorial pissing. Rose 
gives a cute, embarrassing face at the Doctor's questioning look: "...Our 
song." He nods at her, but isn't totally cool with her and Jack having a 
song. Rose kind of weakly hops around, weirded out. 


Nancy approaches the RESTRICTED bomb site and starts to cut through a 
mended area in the barbed-wire fence. 


Rose continues to hop around: "What you doing?” The Doctor replies: 
“Trying to set up a resonation pattern in the concrete, loosen the bars." 
She asks him whether he "“finks" that Jack is coming back, and he doesn't, 
and she asks the Doctor why he won't trust Jack. He asks her why she 
trusts Jack. “Saved my life!" she says. “Bloke-wise, that's up there with 
flossing.” The Doctor does not answer. Rose pushes again: "I trust him 
because...he's like you. Except with dating and dancing.” Snip and we're 
in. If she's this good at the game, why the hell piddle around with stupid 
Mickey? "You just assume I'm..." the Doctor snarfles, "...You just assume 
that | don't...dance.” He's wounded and a bit vulnerable, like he's feeling 
the creeped-out sexual repression of half of The 40 Year-Old Virgin 
fandom breathing down his neck. Rose: "What, are you telling me you do? 
Dance?" The Doctor points out that he's nine hundred years old: "I've been 
around a bit. | think you can assume that at some point I've ‘dahnced.” 
(This last word quite proper.) She continues to grin at him, yelping, "You! 
Doesn't the universe implode or something if you...dance?" (That's 
nothing, motherfucker: try suggesting he regenerate as a woman.) "Well," 
he says off-handedly, "I've got the moves. But | wouldn't want to boast." 


Rose, still grinning, stops scooting around the room in her wheelchair and 
stands to turn the music up. The Doctor looks around, freaked. | would 
have liked a shot of Nancy here, cutting through the wire again. Rose 
walks slowly forward, jokey-flirty, and the Doctor turns back to the wall. 
"You've got the moves?" she says, holding out her arms. "Show me your 
moves." "Rose, I'm trying to resonate concrete," he says quite busily. 
Dude, Moffat can retire after that line! So good! "Captain Jack'll be back, 


he'll get us out. So come on: the world doesn't end because the Doctor 
dances." This is the second time modus tollens/modus ponens has come 
up in the last three days. Why? "The world doesn't end” when/ just 
because "the Doctor dances." But also, and better: the world doesn't end 
because the Doctor dances. 


The Doctor takes Rose's hands, romantic for a moment, Rose, looking up 
at him -- considering a digital rewind on this particular barbed wire, if it 
means they lose something -- and then turns them over. The Doctor: 
"Barrage balloon?" She has no idea; she's not got the experience the 
Doctor has, in what's meant to heal turning out to hurt. In healing 
something, and thereby ending the world. The Doctor: "You were hanging 
from a barrage balloon.” Rose remembers -- doesn't even have the sense 
to be ashamed -- that she fell into a bit of trouble “about two minutes 
after" he left her. (At least she phrases it as his fuckup, though.) 
“Thousands of feet above London -- middle of a German air raid -- Union 
Jack all over my chest." And, knowing history as we do, doesn't that 
make her a reminder? An angel of pride and what happens next? The 
Doctor tells Rose that she's setting “new records for jeopardy-friendly,”" 
companion-wise, and continues to examine her hands. Rose quips, “Is this 
you dancing? Because I've got notes." He shakes his head at her and turns 
her hands over for her: "Not a cut, not a bruise." The Doctor smiles, as 
she tells him the story about the nanogenes: "We're calling him Captain 
Jack now, are we?" And she protests that he's a captain and his name is 
Jack, and the Doctor sweetly reminds her, “He's not really a captain, 
Rose.” She gets indignant, a little: "D'you know what / fink? | fink you're 
experiencing Captain envy." The Doctor nearly nods. Duh. They begin to 
dance. Rose: “You'll find your feet at the end of your legs. You may care 
to move them.” Rose is so cool. She and the Doctor are close in tight, 
dancing, hushed talking. “If he ever was a captain, he’s been defrocked," 
the Doctor adds. "...Yeah?" she grins. "Shame | missed that.” Word. 


“Actually, | quit,” says Captain Jack. "Nobody takes my frock." The Doctor 
and Rose look up, shocked, and find themselves on Jack's ship, standing 
apart now. “Most people notice when they've been teleported," Captain 
Jack laughs, and calls them "so sweet." He apologizes for the delay, 
saying that he had to power down navcom to override the teleporter's 
security function. "...Spend ten minutes overriding your own protocols? 
Maybe you should remember whose ship it is," says the Doctor lightly. 
Jack smiles: "Oh, | do. She was gorgeous.” Rose smiles, back in her crush, 
saved from all that dancing. “Like | told her: be back in five minutes,” 
says Jack, ducking down into another compartment to futz around. The 
Doctor notices it's a Chula ship -- like the medical transport Jack noted, 


but Jack lets the Doctor know that "this one is dangerous.” Jack doesn't 
get it either, how you can hurt by helping. The Doctor snaps his fingers, 
summoning the nanogenes that fixed Rose's hands, and fills in their name 
for her. The Doctor: "Nanobots? Nanogenes. Sub-atomic robots. There's 
millions of them in here, see? Burned my hand on the console when we 
landed -- all better now. They activate when the bulkhead's sealed. 
Check you out for damage, fix any physical flaws." Rose beams, and the 
Doctor makes the nanogenes do tricks and disappear. The Doctor turns to 
Jack: "Take us to the crash site. | need to see your space-junk.” WORD. 
Jack's like, “Ugh, chill, let me put the navcom back online," and tells 
them to carry on with "whatever it was" they were doing when he 
grabbed them. "We were talking about dancing!" the Doctor snits. “It 
didn't look like talking,” says Jack, and Rose looks at the Doctor: "Didn't 
feel like dancing.” 


Nancy creeps around the bomb site and ducks behind a tent, but she's 
nicked, and Jack's army friend Algy turns on the floods and tells her to 
halt, guns everywhere. 


In the Chula ship, Rose and Captain Jack are chatting about his history. 
Rose: “You used to be a Time Agent; now you're trying to con them?" Jack 
tells her that it's not about the money -- he found out they'd stolen two 
years of his memories (not to mention Vaughn was married to some bint 
with too much eyeliner). “Two years of my life. No idea what | did. Your 
friend over there” -- Jack nods to the Doctor, who's looking at him hard -- 
",..doesn't trust me. And for all | know, he's right not to.” They head to 
the crash site. 


Algy drags Nancy into a tent, where another soldier, by the name of 
Jenkins, is looking none too good. He waves it off for Algy, who tells him 
to keep an eye on Nancy, and has her handcuffed to the table. "No," she 
says firmly. “Not in here. Not with him.” The scar on his hand, crosswise. 
Check. "You shouldn't have broken in here if you didn't want to stay,” says 
Algy, lightly. Nancy protests, “You don't understand! Not with him.” Algy 
blows her off and says that they're going to need to ask her some 
questions, but Nancy can't look away from Jenkins, and the other soldier 
with Algy finds her wire cutters. "Very professional,” he says. “Little bit 
too professional. Didn't just drop in by accident, then, did you?" Nancy 
says that her little brother died on the site, and that she's investigating 
it. Algy tells the other men to check the perimeter in case there are 
other breaches or accomplices. He makes to leave after them, but she 
calls out again: “Please! Listen, you can't leave me here.” Algy ignores 
her, and tells Jenkins to watch her, and Jenkins replies: "Yes, Mummy.” 


Check. Algy's like, "No you didn't!” but Jenkins -- who's clearly in much 
discomfort -- apologizes for the brain-freeze. “Look,” Nancy tries again, 
"lock me up, fine. But not here. Please, anywhere but here!" Algy isn't 
having it, and leaves. Jenkins apologizes, and tells her that she'll be 
okay, even as she's pulling and shaking on the cuffs, trying to get free. 
Jenkins pants and sweats and chokes and asks what her deal is, and she 
begs again to be let go: “You've got a scar on the back of your hand. And 
you feel like you're gonna be sick, like something's forcing its way up your 
throat. | know because I've seen it before.” Her voice gets desperate. 
Jenkins is getting nervous, too: "What's happening to me?" Nancy tells 
him that he isn't going to be himself much longer: "You won't even 
remember you. And unless you let me go, it's gonna happen to me, too. 
Please. What's your mother's name?” Jenkins tells her, but when Nancy 
asks for his wife's name, his children’s name -- nothing. "What's your 
name?" Nancy asks, and he can't even talk anymore. But he doesn't know 
it. Nancy: "Please. Let me go. It’s too late for you -- I'm sorry -- but 
please, let me go.” She's nearly crying. Jenkins's face begins to contort, 
nastily, and he calls out for "Mummy," and Nancy just looks away, eyes 
shut tight, as he changes. 


Captain Jack spots Algy on duty at the bomb site, and Rose assumes that 
she’s meant to distract him. "I've gotten to know Algy quite well since I've 
been in town," Jack says. “Trust me. You're not his type.” Over his 
shoulder, Captain Jack calls in a flirting tone, “Don't wait up!" The 
Doctor, seeing Rose's confusion, smiles lightly: "Relax, he's a fifty-first 
century guy. He's just a bit more flexible when it comes to dancing.” Just 
how? The Doctor adds, "By his time, you lot have spread out across half 
the galaxy." She refuses to put the pieces together. "So many species..." 
the Doctor grins, "...so little time...." And Rose is a little wigged. "What, 
that's what we do when we get out there? That's our mission? We seek 
new life, and..." The Doctor nods, sniggering: "Dance." Which, whatever. 
Unchain sex from procreation and it turns into art. Ask the ‘70s. 


Captain Jack hops down onto the rails near where Algy is pacing: “Hey, 
tiger! How's it hanging?" But when Algy turns around, you can already 
tell: "Mummy?" Jack -- too big, too much -- won't buy it: “Algy, old sport, 
it's me. It's me, Captain Jack.” His smile fades, as he looks on at Algy's 
confusion and curiosity: “Captain Jack? Are you my...mummy?" Algy 
begins to cough and falls to his knees, and then begins to change. | wish 
we'd seen more about Algy, his pluses and minuses, because | think that 
Jack's feeling something here -- that it's becoming real, but we can't bear 
witness to that because all we've seen is him getting his ass slapped and 
then being mean to a dirty young homeless woman. In front of Captain 


Jack, Rose, and the Doctor, Algy stops being Algy. The Doctor and Jack 
order the other soldiers to stay away from Algy, and the Doctor murmurs 
that the effect has become airborne, and that it's accelerating. "What's 
keeping us safe?” asks Rose. “Nothing” is the Doctor's reply. So of course 
the air-raid siren sounds at this point, and Rose remembers that the 
bomb is due to hit exactly where they are. Captain Jack nods, and 
somewhere Nancy begins to sing. "Never mind about that," says the 
Doctor. "If the contaminant's airborne now, there's hours left." For what? 
“Til nothing,” the Doctor says. "To forever. For the entire human race. 
And can anyone else hear singing?" 


Nancy sings "Rock-A-Bye Baby" to Jenkins, whose gas-masked head is on 
the table. The door creaks open, and Nancy and the Doctor communicate 
silently: he, that she should continue to sing and care for the kid; she, 
that she’s handcuffed in there. Girl, | feel you. She keeps singing, and the 
Doctor sonics her cuffs, as Rose and Jack watch from the door. Soon 
enough, they take off from the shed, leaving Jenkins fast asleep. 


Back at the bomb site, the Doctor and Captain Jack uncover the tarped 
transport, as Nancy and Rose look on. "You see? Just an ambulance," says 
Jack. Rose tries to explain to Nancy how it's an ambulance from another 
world, as Jack's discovering that Algy's men have been trying to get inside 
it. "Of course they have," says the Doctor, in his "you stupid apes” voice. 
"They think they've got their hands on Hitler's latest secret weapon. 
What're you doing?” Jack says he wants to open the thing up so that Algy's 
men will see that it's empty. His need to prove...that says more to me 
about the Doctor than it does about Jack. Jack fucked up and wants to 
clear his name, but it's not like anybody in London is going to talk. But 
you meet the Doctor, and then you redeem yourself. Those are the rules. 
The keyboard on the ship's lock pops with sparks, and they fall back. The 
Doctor realizes that it's emergency protocol, now that the ship's actually 
crashed onto a planet. A red light on the control panel blinks at them. 


The child stands alone at Albion Hospital, and we zoom in: "Mummy?" 
Something has changed again. All the masks in the hospital climb out of 
their beds and make for the front door. 


At the bomb site, the masks from closer in start to rattle the gates. The 
Doctor hurls orders: he tells Jack to secure the gates, and sends Rose and 
Nancy with his screwdriver to repair the hole Nancy made: "Setting 
2428-D: reattaches barbed wire. Go!" That's funny. Jack slams the gate 
shut. 


At Albion, the masks are marching as one from the front door, led by Dr. 


Constantine. Maybe he's like a Lieutenant Mummy? This story has more 
surrogate mothers than real ones. You have to look for the real ones. 


Nancy helps Rose to sonic the fence back together, and asks what the 
deal is, causing Rose to fall back on the usual "you'd never believe me." 
But this is Nancy; she's got an answer for this handy: “You just told me 
that was an ambulance from another world. There are people running 
around with gas-mask heads, calling for their mummies, and the sky's full 
of Germans dropping bombs on me. Tell me: do you think there's 
anything left | couldn't believe?” Rose finds the one thing: "We're time 
travelers from the future.” “What future?" Nancy asks, calling Rose mad. 
Rose looks up at the sky -- at the dirigibles and planes and explosions -- 
and her face goes soft: “Nancy, this isn't the end. | know how it looks, but 
it's not the end of the world or anyfing.... Listen to me. | was born in this 
city. I'm from here, in like, fifty years’ time." Rose smiles at Nancy 
encouragingly: “I'm a Londoner. From your future." But Nancy wonders 
how that can be, since she’s not German? Rose smiles hugely: “Nancy, the 
Germans don't come here. They don't win.... Don't tell anyone | told you 
so, but do you know what? You win." And how? The spirit of the Blitz. By 
becoming stronger than the thing that's coming. A mouse too small to 
fight can roar. Lions make the best mothers. Nancy laughs -- her mind 
blown -- and she and Rose run back to the Doctor and Captain Jack. 


Captain Jack opens the hatch, still begging for his hands-off privileges: 
"It's empty. Look at it." The Doctor asks what he was expecting: 
“Bandages? Cough drops?" He turns to Rose, and she's like, “I dunno,” but 
she does: the Doctor holds up a hand near his face. "Nanogenes!" she 
calls. "It wasn't empty, Captain,” says the Doctor intensely. "There was 
enough nanogenes in there to rebuild a species." Jack goes gray. 
",..Getting it now, are we? When the ship crashes, the nanogenes escape. 
Billions upon billions of them, ready to fix all the cuts and bruises in the 
whole world. But what they find first is a dead child, probably killed 
earlier that night and wearing a gas mask." Rose can't believe that the 
nanogenes could bring them back to life, but the Doctor calls life just 
“nature's way of keeping meat fresh -- nothing to a nanogene.” The ones 
in the transport, unlike Jack's, had never met a human being before, so 
they didn't know what it's supposed to look like. “All they've got to go on 
is one little body,” the Doctor says, “and there's not a lot left. But they 
carry right on.Tthey do what they're programmed to do: they patch it up. 
Can't tell what's gas mask and what's skull, but they do their best. Then 
off they fly, off they go, work to be done.... Now, they think they know 
what people should look like -- and it's time to fix all the rest. And they 
won't ever stop. They won't ever, ever stop. The entire human race is 


gonna be torn down and rebuilt in the form of one terrified child looking 
for its mother, and nothing in the world can stop it!" That's...not so 
fictional, from where I'm standing. Jack protests that he didn't know, and 
the Doctor just looks at him coldly, and then goes to work with his 
screwdriver. Fixing the unfixable. 


Nancy calls Rose to the perimeter, scared. The masks are getting closer, 
shambling over the rails of the traintracks. Rose comes running back, 
asking whether the ship is somehow summoning them. "It's calling up the 
troops. Standard protocol,” the Doctor replies. But they're not troops, 
just Londoners in the Blitz. Just people. "This is a battlefield ambulance. 
The nanogenes don't just fix you up; they get you ready for the front 
line. Equip you, program you." Rose realizes that this is why Jamie can do 
all that stuff with the radios and the telekinesis. The Doctor: "...A fully 
equipped Chula warrior, yes. All that weapons tech in the hands of a 
hysterical four-year-old, looking for his mummy. And now there's an army 
of them." Weapons of mass reconstruction. They crowd the fence, and 
Jack asks why they aren't attacking -- they're waiting for the child? Nancy 
corrects him: “Jamie. Not ‘the child.’ Jamie.” The Doctor looks at her and 
wonders. 


Rose asks how long it will be until the bomb falls on them, and Jack says 
that it'll be any second. He's none too comfortable. “What's the matter, 
Captain? Bit close to the volcano for you?" asks the Doctor -- disgusted, as 
usual. "He's just a little boy,” says Nancy, getting upset. Doing double 
duty here. Nancy adds, “He's just a little boy who wants his mummy." The 
Doctor acknowledges that: “There isn't a little boy born who wouldn't 
tear the world apart to save his mummy. And this little boy can." Rose 
yells about what they're supposed to do, and the Doctor admits that he's 
at a loss. Nancy starts to cry: “It's my fault." The Doctor tries to comfort 
her, but she grows insistent. “How can it be your --" Without finishing his 
sentence, the Doctor goes from gentle to intense all at once, staring out 
at the masks, still calling for Mummy, and then to Nancy, who's sobbing 
crazily. "Nancy, what age are you? Twenty? Twenty-one? Older than you 
look, yes?" A bomb nearby drops as she nods, and Rose and Jack get very 
iffy: "Doctor, that bomb. We've got seconds,” says Captain Jack. Rose 
asks whether Captain Jack can't just teleport them out, and he 
apologizes that, with navcom back on, it would take too long to override 
the security again. "So it's Volcano Day," says the Doctor, without looking 
up from Nancy's face. "Do what you've got to do.” Rose stares -- "Captain 
Jack?" -- betrayal on her face, but Jack just looks at her, and disappears. 
Who's he going to be? 


"How old were you five years ago?” The Doctor asks Nancy. "Fifteen? 
Sixteen? Old enough to give birth, anyway.” Nancy glances up and away, 
ashamed, still sobbing. The Doctor prods: "He's not your brother, is he?" 
She shakes her head. The Doctor: "A teenaged single mother in 1941. So 
you hid. You lied. You even lied to him." He doesn't judge this -- just 
notes it down and begs you to be stronger than your circumstance. The 
gates swing open, with Jamie at the front of the masks’ army: “Are you 
my mummy?" As they walk forward, the Doctor urges Nancy: “He's gonna 
keep asking, Nancy. He's never gonna stop. Tell him. Nancy, the future of 
the human race is in your hands. Trust me...and tell him." The child 
approaches. “Are you my mummy?" The Doctor turns Nancy around, 
toward her son. 


Jamie asks, “Are you my mummy? Are you my mummy?" And Nancy brings 
it out, given to her by the Doctor, the simple need for this no-fault 
horror story to have a hero. Given by the spirit of the Blitz: "Yes. Yes, | 
am your mummy.” Jamie continues to ask, and walks toward Nancy, and 
she kneels down before him. “I'm here.” He keeps asking, and she keeps 
responding, and behind her, the Doctor worries that there's not enough 
Jamie left -- that it's just desire, now, inside the child's body. “| am your 
mummy,” says Nancy. “! will always be your mummy. I'm so sorry." And 
she takes the child into her arms. “I am so, so sorry." 


A golden light appears around them -- a halo -- as Nancy strokes her son's 
hair, and weeps. The Doctor restrains Rose. Nothing so beautiful could be 
going wrong. The Doctor urges them to figure it out, to recognize Nancy 
as Jamie's mother, the way she finally recognized herself. The nanogenes 
glow brighter, and then Nancy falls back as they disappear. The Doctor 
nears Jamie, whispering to himself: "Give me a day like this. Give me this 
one." God's grace is the reminder that you always have been free -- it's 
just the default setting to be too afraid to reach for it -- and the gentle 
push that turns you around to face it. God's grace is a day like this, a 
genocide redeemed in a single day where no one dies. When the Doctor 
gets objective evidence that what he's chosen to be is informed by his 
actions, a well-formed equation, and he's reminded that he can dance 
again. That he never forgot how. This show is not fucking around. 


The Doctor reaches out to Jamie's mask, his nerves and face alive, and 
removes it. There is Jamie's adorable face beneath. Nancy stares, and 
the Doctor laughs, taking Jamie up into his arms. "Welcome back! Twenty 
years ‘til pop music -- you're gonna love it." Looks like that, he'll probably 
be making it. The Doctor hugs Jamie, laughing, and explains to Nancy 
that the nanogenes recognized her DNA -- they didn't change her because 


she was changing them, providing “superior information.” Nancy as a 
blueprint for Cool Britannia doesn't throw me in the very least. “Mother 
knows best!" the Doctor laughs, dropping her son into her arms. It's 
sketchy in that sci-fi way, and it pings my natural hatred of the dominant 
paradigm about who's driving the bus and how old you have to be, who's 
got the “superior information,” but: | don't piss on grace. Another bomb 
lands nearby, and Rose gets worried about their impending doom, but 
the Doctor assures her that he’s taken care of it. But how? The Doctor: 
"Psychology!" 


The bomb drops toward them, and is suddenly stopped in midair by blue 
science. Captain Jack appears in the tunnel and calls down to them. 
"Good lad!" shouts the Doctor. He's in. The bomb, which Jack is straddling 
Slim Pickens-style, says “Schlecter Wolf.” One can assume. Apparently 
there are better words, but | guess that depends on what the “bad” in 
Bad Wolf really means. It could possibly fit. My friend Karen says that it 
stands for “Broken As Designed.” Captain Jack tells them that the bomb's 
already started to detonate, that the science has it in stasis, but that it 
won't last long. "Change of plan," says the Doctor. "...Don't need the 
bomb. Can you get rid of it? Safely as you can?" Captain Jack nods, and 
tells Rose goodbye. In this certain way. And she says goodbye, and he 
disappears, and Rose is sad. He pops back in: “By the way...love the 
t-shirt." Me too. They grin at each other, and Jack is gone, and his ship 
takes off into the sky. 


At the bomb site, the Doctor does his trick again, summoning the 
nanogenes. They sparkle and flutter around his hands. Rose asks what 
he's up to, and he answers, “Software patch. Gonna email the upgrade." 
He looks at the camera through a golden haze: "You want moves, Rose? 
I'll give you moves.” He hurls the cloud toward the masks, still bumping 
around on the train tracks, and they all fall to the ground, surrounded in 
the haze. The Doctor's joy: “Everybody lives, Rose. Just this once. 
Everybody lives!" 


The masks stand up, and they all have faces. They're people again. The 
Doctor skips and jumps and bounds and pirouettes and arabesques and 
triple lutzes over to Dr. Constantine: "Dr. Constantine, who never left his 
patients. Back on your feet, constant doctor! World doesn't wanna get by 
without you just yet, and | don't blame it one bit." He gestures to the 
people all around: “These are your patients. All better, now!" 
Constantine's totally confused and funny: "...So it seems. They also seem 
to be standing around in a disused railway station. Is there any particular 
reason for that?” The Doctor waves it off and hints at more: "Whatever 


was wrong with them in the past, you're probably gonna find that they're 
cured. Just tell them what a great doctor you are, don't make a big thing 
of it. Okay?" | love how time-travel paradoxes are as easy as: "Hush hush, 
okay? Nanogenes and the fall of the Wehrmacht, but that's just between 
us." The Doctor runs off, and an old lady hobbles toward the doctor of 
Albion: “Dr. Constantine. My leg's grown back! When | come to the 
hospital, | had one leg." He cocks his head at her: "Well...there is a war 
on. Is it possible you miscounted?" 


The Doctor calls out to the recovered denizens of London, standing on 
the transport: “Right, you lot! Lots to do! Beat the Germans, save the 
world! Don't forget the Welfare State!" Constantine smiles up at him, and 
leads his people back to Albion. The Doctor tells Rose that he's setting 
the transport to self-destruct -- "History says there was an explosion 
here. Who am | to argue with history?” Rose grins: “Usually the first in 
line." They smile at each other. It wasn't a war, not really. It was an 
invasion, of sorts. But the spirit of the Blitz is the spirit of love -- strong, 
no-bullshit love. The kind of love that would push you to call out a 
shamed mother on her shit, the kind of love that would take her over the 
edge of fear and shame and into strength. The kind of love that Nancy, 
holding her deadly child and waiting for the change to come, or the next 
bomb to drop, wouldn't expect anyone to understand. 


Rose follows the Doctor into the TARDIS, watching him babble happily, 
like this for the first time -- full of love for him, in love with this weight 
off his shoulders. The Doctor: "The nanogenes will clean up the mess and 
switch themselves off, because | just told them to. Nancy and Jamie will 
go to Dr. Constantine for help -- ditto.... All in all, all things considered: 
fantastic!" Rose laughs at him. | just wish we could save the Daleks 
somehow -- not just dancing, then, but flying -- and the Time Lords, and 
the Gelth. And you know me -- the Cylons, too. That'll bite me in the ass 
sometime. "Look at you," Rose says, “beaming away like you're Father 
Christmas!" The Doctor stands tall on the TARDIS deck: "Who says I'm not? 
Red bicycle when you were twelve." She's aghast, but the Doctor 
continues on: "And everybody lives, Rose! Everybody lives!" He fiddles 
with the console, murmuring, "| need more days like this,” and Rose 
falters: "Doctor..." His face is alive. We've never seen this man before. 
He is beautiful. Fantastic: “Go on, ask me anything! I'm on fire!" She looks 
at his face: “What about Captain Jack?" The Doctor goes on working, 
silently. She continues, "...Why'd he say goodbye?" There's no answer -- 
just the Doctor working, and Rose watching him work. 


Captain Jack flies off through space, climbing into the pilot's seat. “Okay 


computer," he says -- see? He's perfect! -- "...How long can we keep the 
bomb in stasis?” There's a stasis decay of ninety percent per cycle, 
equaling detonation in three minutes. Can't jettison it without 
detonation. No escape pods onboard. He shouts at the computer: is she 
sure? "Under the sink?" Even there. He nods, and asks slowly, “Okay. Out 
of one hundred [no]...exactly how dead am |?" 100% probability for the 
termination of Captain Jack Harkness in under two minutes. He sighs: 
"Lovely, thanks. Good to know the numbers." There's a quick shot of the 
ship from outside, as the computer replies, "You're welcome." Captain 
Jack settles in: "Think we'd better initiate emergency protocol 4-1-7." A 
drink appears on the dash, and he takes a sip, the purchase of a hazy 
escape, laughing in that wounded soldier's stance, pronouncing a bit 
punchily that there's too much vermouth. "See if | come here again!" he 
laughs, fearful and strong. He tells the computer about the last time he 
was sentenced to death: “I ordered four hyper-vodkas for my 
breakfast...all a bit of a blur after that. Woke up in bed with both my 
executioners. Lovely couple; they stayed in touch. Can't say that about 
most executioners.” (Oppositional spectatorship turns over this rock: 
couple of what, though?) He laughs again, sadder this time. Zoom out 
and back from the console, back through his tiny ship. "...Anyway. 
Thanks for everything, computer. It's been great." It's too late. The bomb 
ticks, like the empty tape, like the clock at the Lloyds’, like anything you 
can't ignore. It's a matter of time. 


...But this isn't that kind of story, is it? Everybody lives. Glenn Miller is 
playing again, and the TARDIS is suddenly onboard Captain Jack's ship. He 
spins around. The thing about spaceships is that they're like houses on 
wheels -- they take on the feeling and the permanence of the people 
that live in them. The Galactica smells like Laura's perfume; the Doctor 
knows every creaking TARDIS floorboard and how to hit the dash just 
right. It's a mixture of a home and a car, which are the two most 
intimate possible places you can be because that's where you always are. 
So when we talk about the politics of location, about who's inside whose 
ship, that's what we're talking about: the hearth. So Rose and the Doctor 
found themselves quite by accident inside the Chula ship -- that one's 
easy. They're in the story Jack screwed all to hell, and if Rose is the only 
person this Doctor's got, then what must Jack's heart be like? From that 
last scene, the warship feels claustrophobic, or at least smaller on the 
inside than it is on the outside. And now Captain Jack finds himself in 
that lonely place, transformed by the intrusion: the Doctor and Rose are 
coming into his space in order to invite them into theirs -- going into his 
story, his ship, to invite them into theirs. Inside one small ship that looks 


big, a doorway to something deceptively huge. That's not something you 
can just ask for. 


Rose calls to Captain Jack -- "Well? Hurry up then!" -- and he jumps up, 
dashing inside. Rose is there, teaching the Doctor new moves, mumbling 
encouragement. Jack's astounded at the size of the TARDIS inside as they 
twist, showing him their story. Rose: “Right, and turn...” The Doctor 
twists her around awkwardly. “Okay, okay,” she says. “Try and spin me 
again, but this time don't get my arm up my back! No extra points for a 
half-nelson.” The Doctor looks at her, put out, and swears that he used to 
be able to do this -- a globeful of anoraks clasp hands over their ears. 
The Doctor tells Jack to shut the door: "Your ship's about to blow up. 
There's gonna be a draft." Rose sighs and leans against a pillar as the 
Doctor starts up the TARDIS engines. “Welcome to the TARDIS," he says, 
but Captain Jack's not equipped to understand what he's really saying, 
which is, "Welcome to the TARDIS.” Everybody lives. "...much bigger on 
the inside..." Jack whispers, and the Doctor turns to him: "You'd better 
be." Rose grins and takes Jack's hand: “I think what the Doctor's trying to 
say is...you may cut in." (As | write this paragraph, this song comes on 
shuffle. | don't make up the news, | just report it.) 


It shakes something loose: if Rose is teaching the Doctor how to be alive 
in the face of horror, if she’s his Wendy, then that makes 
Jack...somebody who needs to be there more than the Doctor needs him 
to be there. Surrogate mothers everywhere: a pride. The need to 
protect, against the crush of the dark, is something natural: one more 
thing he has in common with Nancy, the mother of all London. But 
Captain Jack is something else: the barbed-wire fence the Doctor can put 
between himself and Rose. Captain Jack might act like Pete Tyler, but 
you could call him "Jacks" too. Suddenly, the Doctor exclaims, “Rose! I've 
just remembered!" Lights begin to flash, “In The Mood" begins to play, 
and the Doctor remembers that he can dance. It's a perfect song for 
dancing, especially here, in context. “In The Mood." How weird is this 
gonna get? Rose offers her thought that Captain Jack might like this 
dance, and the Doctor winks and gives a flourish: “I'm sure he would, 
Rose. I'm absolutely certain. ...But who with?" Captain Jack clears his 
throat, and Rose hops up onto the steps. Jack watches them, these two, 
smiling hugely, dancing in perfect step. The Doctor throws Rose over his 
arm, and she squeals with joy, and the Captain looks away, still smiling. 
Rose pulls herself up and collapses onto the Doctor's shoulder, giggling. 
And Captain Jack smiles on them both. 


TRUTH LIKE GLASS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 11 | Aired on 05.18.2006 


Boom Town - The Doctor gets an object lesson in mercy when an old enemy shows up 
in Cardiff as the new Mayor, and threatens to take Wales, the TARDIS, and Earth with 
her. 


Six months ago, in London, several high-ranking British politicians, 
including the Prime Minister, were skinned and used as disguises by 
members of the mercenary Slitheen clan from Raxacoricofallapatorious. 
They faked an alien invasion in order to concentrate the world’s UFO 
experts, and then killed almost all of them to keep their true goal -- 
destruction of the Earth so they could sell off the remains -- a secret. 
Mickey and the Doctor fired a few missiles on 10 Downing Street, and 
brought it down around the Slitheen, presumably killing them. 


About 130 years ago, in Cardiff, Wales, a group of hungry spirits called 
the Gelth -- dispossessed by the Time War, which destroyed their world 
-- attempted to gain access, by way of an interdimensional Rift, to our 
world, where they hoped to inhabit the bodies of the dead. In their haste 
and greed, they threatened to turn all the world into zombies for their 
use. A young psychic woman laid down her life to close the Rift and stop 
their invasion, but it would seem to have left a scar. 


Now, we're back in Cardiff, at the Wales Millennium Centre -- a 
performing arts complex that opened in November 2004. It was basically 
built because Wales always gets the shit end and can't help but push back 
sometimes. The top level's bar and lounge has windows that are letters; 
at night, the words light up, and we'll be seeing them a lot, throughout 
the episode. It's a double inscription written by the Welsh poet Gwyneth 
Lewis: "Creu Gwir fel gwydr o ffwrnais awen -- In these stones, horizons 
sing." In the literature, you find that Wales is second only to Cornwall in 
terms of strange doorways into other places. Thanks to the Gelth, the 
stones beneath their feet in Cardiff sing with the literal horizons of new 
worlds. Lots of charming and hopeful double-language signs and things in 
Wales; lots of insistence that a speaking population smaller than that of 
metropolitan Houston constitutes a living language, and not an archaic 
beauty. Don't call Welsh a dead language, by any definition linguistic or 
otherwise, unless you'd like to redefine "pedantry" in a pound or two of 
email. Mark my words. But it is a lovely language, and a lovely 
inscription. The first bit means, "Creating truth like glass from a furnace 
of inspiration.” In other words: what the Doctor's been doing since the 
first time we met him. 


The Jonathan M. Woodward Memorial Award for this new series of the 
show goes to William Thomas, who appeared in the Seventh Doctor story 
“Remembrance of the Daleks,” and so is the first actor to make the jump. 
Here, he plays a Mr. Cleaver, the assistant to the new Mayor of Cardiff. 
We open on him speaking with her, stashed ominously out of frame, 
discussing a Broken As Designed nuclear power station set for the heart 
of Cardiff. Cleaver begs her to stop construction, fearing that the project 
could result “in the death of millions.” And the Mayor plays ignorant, 
promising him that, as an expert, she'll go along with his wishes. It’s MI-5 
Margaret, the female (and coolest) of the Slitheen family. Well done, 
Margaret. Her stomach rumbles, in case you've forgotten her face, or the 
Slitheen's unfortunate gas issues. "But you promise you'll stop it, today?" 
Cleaver begs, and she snaps that it's a matter of course: "Nothing is more 
important than human life!" Something about her tone, the hardness in 
her face, throws Cleaver off, and she giggles it away. Margaret confirms 
that nobody else has seen his results. He wipes his brow with relief, his 
back turned to Margaret, and he replies that no one else knows. "The 
scale of it,” he says, as she reaches up to unzip her forehead, 
",..destruction like the British Isles has never seen before.” He worries 
that the project is really just intended to do exactly that: wipe Cardiff 
off the map. He praises the Mayor, and Margaret, who is now in full 
Slitheen form, attacks. 


Episode by Russell T. Davies. Here's a frightening proposition for you: this 
slot was originally offered to Paul Abbott (Shameless), and his pitch was 
a story ("The Void") revealing that the Doctor had actually bred Rose to 
be the perfect Companion. Abbott had other duties, the world kept 
turning, we got MI-5 Margaret instead. Well done again. 


Mickey's train from London pulls up at Cardiff Central, and he takes off 
for the TARDIS, which is parked in the middle of the Millennium Centre 
square. The door opens immediately at his knock, and Captain Jack sticks 
his head out: "Who the hell are you?" (Drink!) Mickey tells him off, and 
Jack tells him to get lost, but Mickey pushes his way in. Hmm. Jack shuts 
the door, guessing that he’s just met Mickey. Charming, both of them. 


Inside, the Doctor's doing some kind of random TARDIS maintenance with 
a blinking light strapped to his head, which looks ridiculous. He 
cheerilywelcomes Mickey -- calling him “Rickey,” of course -- and Mickey 
responds abruptly, of course, and Rose chills him out and welcomes him. 
| can't tell you how happy | am to see Mickey again. So pleasant. Mickey 
and Rose embrace. "You look fantastic," Mickey says to Rose, and Jack 


pronounces them “sweet.” "How come | never get any of that?” asks Jack, 
and the Doctor says that he'll have to buy him a drink first. Jack says that 
the Doctor's such hard work, and the Doctor grins hugely: “But worth it!" 
And then: do they make out? They do not. Somehow | blame Mickey. 
Somewhere in the last few weeks this has become the Doctor's story in 
toto: | can't remember the last time Rose did anything interesting 
besides looking adorable. At least having her around cuts down on that 
futile HoYay going on all the time. Mickey produces Rose's passport, 
which she waves at the Doctor: "I can go anywhere now!" The Doctor, 
perhaps inevitably, sees this as an attack on his abilities to be 
unencumbered and free and fun and the best boyfriend ever, but Rose 
clarifies: "It's all very well going to Platform One and Justicia and the 
Glass Pyramid of San Kloon, but what if we end up in Brazil? | might need 
it. See? I'm prepared for anything!” (Justicia brief: this is the first time a 
tie-in novel -- this called The Monsters Inside by Stephen Cole -- has been 
referenced in the show itself; the story involved Rose and the Doctor, on 
their first adventure away from Earth, encountering the Slitheen and 
another Raxacoricofallapatorian family, the Blathreen, on a system of 
prison planets.) Mickey takes this long-term planning as yet another ina 
desperately long list of clues that Rose is not giving up a-TARDISing any 
time soon, and things get awkward. The Doctor stares, but it's Mickey 
who snaps them out of it: "So, what're you doing in Cardiff? And who the 
hell's Jumping Jack Flash? | mean, | don't mind you hanging out with 
big-ears up there...” The Doctor gives a big strong "Oi!" to this, but 
Mickey tells him to look in the mirror. Mickey tries to find words to 
describe Jack, and Jack tries to help him out: "Handsome?" Mickey thinks 
that Jack's closer to “cheesy,” which leads to embarrassing old-gaffer RTD 
riffery about whether "cheesy" is bad or good, in twenty-first century 
slang -- and if it’s bad, then is that "bad" as in “bad,” or "bad" as in “good,” 
et cetera. The Doctor comes galumphing down the ladder demanding to 
be told that he's handsome, but is ignored, which is cute. 


Rose, Jack, and the Doctor trade lines and crawl all over each other like 
wiggly puppies explaining that the TARDIS needs to refuel off the leftover 
energy of Gwyneth's Rift, which, while healed, still gives off all kinds of 
energy. They've parked on top of the fault and are going to hang out for 
awhile feeling very proud of themselves and giving off a creepy bisexual 
threesome vibe (a party to which Mickey himself is aggressively not 
invited, which is the point of the scene) for a few days before taking off 
again. “Into time!" shouts Jack, high-fiving Rose. "And space!" the three 
of them shout, high-fiving all together now. Rose gives a holler. Mickey is 
grossed out by the dysfunctional back-paddling nastiness of this display, 
but the Obnoxious Three aren't feeling him on that -- they just keep 


congratulating themselves. As though they weren't being unsympathetic 
enough -- and | say this as the very first volunteer to drop-kick Mickey all 
the way to Scotland -- Jack gives Mickey a “friendly” slap on the cheek. If 
somebody did that to me they'd come away with hamburger for a hand, 
which | think would prove massively inconvenient for a space traveler. 
Captain Jack needs a quick review in personal space. | am here to tell 
you that | would, if pressed, volunteer for that duty, as well -- but then, 
I'm naturally quite a helpful person. 


They all bundle out into the square, where the Doctor tells the crew and 
Mickey they've got twenty-four hours to kill. Taking time off from the We 
Are Super Cool Lording-It-Over-Mickey game, they all have a bit of 
Excellent conversation about the Big Blue Elephant in the room and why 
the TARDIS looks like it does, and why people don't seem to care. In 
brief: “Chameleon Circuit, stuck on ‘60s police box for no little time now; 
you could call the police with the phone on the outside and sometimes 
store miscreants inside; people don't notice because people are stupid." 
That's an Olde English kind of justice. Jack, of course, thinks that people 
are staring because they're wondering “what four people could do inside 
a small wooden box," and again with the bad-touch of the Doctor, which 
makes them all giggle. Mickey asks Jack whether he's the “Captain of the 
Innuendo Squad,” which, given that Jack has little to do this episode, is 
fairly funny. But not as funny as Jack's pissy Sign of the Whatever, as 
invented by Ambular in Clueless. Sassy! The Doctor tells them all to chill 
-- and Mickey to stop “nagging” -- and they all take off to have the kind of 
fun you can have in Cardiff, Rose's hand in the Doctor's, and their boys 
trailing behind. 


Either the show is doing a bad job of making us side with Mickey, by 
warping the others out of character, or it's doing a great job of making us 
side with Mickey, by making them seem to be assholes. | think part of my 
inability to connect with the Mickey stuff in this episode comes from two 
things. The first is the fact that | find most teenagers to be abominable 
creatures, and thus Rose and Mickey are both abominable in this episode. 
The other thing is harder to nail down, but it basically seems to be that 
Davies and | view the Doctor quite differently sometimes. | tend to go 
overboard on the Byronic, woe-is-me stuff, but Davies seems to put him 
at times in this box where he's like this Stuart Allan Jones/Brian Kinney 
unattainable perfect-boyfriend Sagittarius person ("I don't do families") 
who's always running off and fucking around and leaving you in the lurch 
with your heart broken. Somebody rather magical. Like, can you imagine 
anything worse than Stuart with superpowers? Other than the ones he 
already has, | mean. And this episode, among the four of them, seems to 


follow in that vein: Mickey will never get to be part of the cool club just 
like Vince will never fuck Stuart, and it's all very sad, but Stuart also 
needs Vince a hell of a lot more than he lets on, which isn't true of the 
Doctor or Rose w/r/t Mickey, nor is it true of the Doctor's relationship to 
Rose. It just equals out to this ongoing, nervous-making pedestallizing of 
the crew over Mickey, who doesn't actually matter at all. On which you, 
me, Rose, even Mickey agree. His character is a function of Rose's 
pattern -- not the way around -- and having to look at things from only 
his perspective is really tiring, because his perspective is annoying. As 
four of five Apprentice recaps shows, I'm immensely uncomfortable with 
the "Cool Kids" concept, because it’s a story you make up for yourself so 
you can act like a victim, while the objects of your desire couldn't care 
less, and enjoy themselves quite literally without a second thought. 
Meaning that it's more fun to be a Cool Kid, but again: Mickey's too weak 
to make the jump, so he acts out all opposition-like every time the 
subject hovers, because teenagers are abominable creatures. 


Speaking of: Margaret addresses a group of people about the power 
station, glass of champagne in her hand, talking about the "radical 
redevelopments’ she's sanctioned. Somebody flashes a picture, and she 
gets all Orlando Furioso in the dude's face: "What did | say? Take pictures 
of the project by all means, but not me, thank you.” Behind her there's a 
sign that reads, “Blaidd Drwg,” and “drwg" means "bad," so | think we can 
assume we've found the Bad Wolf for this week. (Excellent question. 
Approximately: “Blythe” like Apple's grandmummy, "Droog" like Clockwork 
Orange. "D" as in “dead,” "DD" is "th" like in leather, "W" is a vowel, "Y" is 
a word.) Margaret gets it together and smiles, saying that Cardiff Castle 
will be demolished for the construction. "A monument to Welsh 
industry...and yes, some of you might shiver, the words ‘nuclear power 
station’ and ‘major population center’ aren't exactly the happiest of 
bedfellows, but | give you my personal guarantee that as long as | walk 
upon this earth, no harm will come to any of my citizens." That's very old 
story, that kind of promise. She leads the group in a toast "to the future!" 
and promises them that the future “will glow.” She's just really very 
awesome, basically, with the dark foreboding and the faces and the 
general steel magnolia vibe. 


There's a bit of applause and then mingling. A reporter, Cathy Salt, 
hurries over to Margaret with her teeth right up in your face, asking for 
an interview. Margaret begs off, saying that she "can't bear self 
publicity,” but Cathy nails her down: “Are you aware of the curse?" The 
smile on Margaret's face could cure meat overnight: “Whatever do you 
mean?" She means that, when you look at how many people have died in 


association with Blaidd Drwg, it starts getting weird. Of course, 
Margaret's got an answer for them all: The team of French safety 
inspectors couldn't read the Welsh for “Danger! Explosives!"; the Cardiff 
Heritage Committee were electrocuted in a swimming pool thanks to 
"natural wear and tear,” the architect strayed before Margaret's car ona 
rainy day, and Mr. Cleaver “slipped on an icy patch." Cathy: “He was 
decapitated." Margaret: “It was a very icy patch.” Margaret dismisses the 
conspiracy talk as “typical small-town thinking” and makes to leave, but 
Cathy blocks her again, and stupidly tells her that Cleaver posted some 
of his findings online before the icy patch decapitation. | bet you five 
dollars the password was "buffalo," if only because of his resentment 
toward Margaret's interfering. Cathy starts in that the reactor in 
particular caused him heartburn, and Margaret giggles in that way she 
has, about "oh, the technical stuff." Cathy drops some knowledge on her: 
"Specifically, that the design of the suppression pool would cause the 
hydrogen recombiners to fail, precipitating a collapse in the containment 
isolation system, resulting in a meltdown.” Margaret gets up in Cathy's 
face as the journalist reminds the Mayor that -- at least in the 
twenty-first century -- it's her job to do her homework. Margaret asks 
Cathy for a private word. So long, Cathy. So long, Cathy's teeth. 


Margaret drags Cathy down the hall, a deadly treacle smile etched into 
her face, but her tummy starts rumbling. Oh, good. More of that, please. 
She hauls Cathy into the coolest restroom ever -- all retro tiles and steps 
down to the stall -- and they talk through the door while Margaret makes 
the obligatory horrifying noises from within. To the show's credit, 
however, it's more believable as a sci-fi consequence of the skin-suit 
thing than previously, when it was just like a laugh-track of potty humor. 
Margaret asks about Cathy's “outlandish theories,” and as she's talking -- 
"a thousand times worse than Chernobyl" is a particularly stand-out 
concept -- Margaret fiendishly smiles and unzips her forehead. Cathy 
notices the blue light under the door, but Margaret passes it off as 
bureaucracy in action. Cathy says that Mr. Cleaver made it almost sound 
“deliberate,” and although she's just a humble reporter for the Cardiff 
Gazette, she wants to report the facts. Now fully naked, Margaret's voice 
sounds crazy: “And you're going to print this information?” Cathy asks 
whether she's okay, but Margaret fake-coughs and says that it's a sore 
throat. Margaret asks again about reporting the findings, and Cathy says 
that she must. "So be it," says Margaret, darkly, and raises a claw to the 
door. Cathy gets all dreamy how her boyfriend Jeffrey thinks she's crazy, 
and they're getting married next month, and she's afraid to lose her job 
because she's pregnant, and Margaret takes a seat, suddenly unsure 
about killing Cathy. She congratulates Cathy on the baby, and Cathy asks 


Margaret whether she has kids, or a husband. "Not anymore,” she 
answers, wavering. "I'm all on my own. | had quite a sizeable family, once 
upon a time -- wonderful brothers. Oh, they were bold. But all of them 
gone now. Maybe you're right. Maybe I'm cursed." I've got an Associates 
Degree In Caring About The Feelings Of Muppets, thanks to Farscape, but 
if you'd told me back when we met her that seeing a big fat green 
Cabbage Patch-looking alien with sideways eyeballs and constant farts 
having a crisis of conscience could be touching, I'd have laughed at you. 
She's interesting. Cathy tries to console her, and Margaret tells her that 
she's very kind, and to run along. "Perhaps we could do this another day," 
Margaret says, which is hilarious to me. "I've got you penciled in for 
evisceration Tuesday next, and please call if you're going to be late -- my 
assistant Idris is kind of high-strung." Cathy asks again whether she's 
okay, and Margaret shouts that she's fine. They thank each other, and 
Cathy spares one last look back at the door. Margaret moans, in sorrow 
and anxiety, and leans down, down, closing her eyes. It's hard in Cardiff 
for a pimp. 


Sitting in a restaurant by the bay, Captain Jack tells the crew and Mickey 
some bizarre story (fifteen-person naked party, interrupted by a six-foot 
creature with tusks) that's got them all laughing and hopping in their 
seats. Mickey steps on Jack's punchline, but it’s okay, and Rose gets 
rather annoyingly exuberant about "I don't believe a word you say, ever! 
That is so brilliant!" The Doctor notices some old guy reading a 
newspaper nearby, and his smile fades. Jack continues the story (he ran 
away) and the Doctor fully snatches the paper out of the dude's hands, 
staring at the front page: “And | was having such a nice day." He shows it 
to Mickey and Rose: "New Mayor, New Cardiff" is the headline, and below 
it, there's Margaret warding off the photographer. | had no idea 
journalism moved so fast in Cardiff -- that was like ten minutes ago! 


And then there is a very badass moment with the four of them striding up 
the steps of Town Hall, like the credits of a Joss Whedon show, to the 
tune of purposeful techno -- which means they're about to pull something 
off. They stop at the first, broad landing, and Jack delivers a short ops 
brief: “According to intelligence, the target is the last surviving member 
of the Slitheen family, a criminal sect from the planet 
Raxacoricofallapatorious, masquerading as a human being, zipped inside 
a skin suit. Okay, plan of attack: we assume a basic 57-56 strategy, 
covering all available exits on the ground floor. Doctor, you go 
face-to-face, that'll designate Exit One, I'll cover Exit Two, Rose, you're 
Exit Three, Mickey Smith, you take Exit Four. Have you got that?" The 
Doctor watches Jack say these things, and across his face is written the 


words, “Say what, bitch?" Rose is like, "We do plans now?" and Mickey's 
just trying to remember if he’s wearing shoes. The Doctor sternly 
interrupts Jack, who apologizes: "Awaiting orders, sir." Captain Jack is 
really all things to all fetishes, isn't he? The Doctor gets very 
authoritative and then, inevitably: "Right. Here's the plan. ...Like he 
said. Nice plan. Anything else?" This last with the exact grin you're 
thinking of. Jack calls on them to "present arms," and they all pull out 
their cellphones, checking whether their speed dials are set correctly. 
Jack says with a grin, “See you in hell!" and they all take off immediately 
for their assigned exits. Except for Mickey, who is generally a little bit 
slow. 


The Doctor comes up to the Mayor's office, where her secretary, Idris 
Hopper, sits. Idris has a Little Britain kind of face but a lovely Welsh 
accent. He asks for the Doctor's appointment, since she's having tea, and 
there isn't one, but the Doctor insists that he tell her "the Doctor would 
like to see her,” verbatim. Idris sighs and heads, and the Doctor grins 
calmly outside, hands clasped behind his back, barely registering when a 
teacup smashes inside, and there's perhaps a tiny squeal. Idris, now 
sweating it, comes back out, and shuts the door serenely behind him. 
“The Lord Mayor says thanks for popping by, she'd love to have a chat, 
but, um...she's up to her eyes in paperwork. Perhaps if you could make 
an appointment for next week?" The Doctor asks Idris whether the Mayor 
isn't, in fact, climbing out the window, and Idris admits that she is. The 
Doctor pushes into the office and out to the balcony, where he sees 
Margaret hopping out onto some construction scaffolding. He calls to the 
others, over their cell phones, “Slitheen heading North!" and Rose and 
Jack radio back and head that way. Mickey continues to be useless. 
Suddenly, Idris tackles the Doctor on the balcony, screaming. 


Rose runs down a hallway shoving people, scattering papers like a 
badass, and Jack does the long jump over a tea cart, causing a polite 
British squeak of surprise. Mickey does nothing for awhile but gob around 
like a codfish and then tangle with a cleaning cart. Get it? Rose and Jack 
converge from different entrances, while Mickey -- I'm not making this up 
-- hops around with his foot in a mop bucket. There is also toilet paper, 
which is always a sign of somebody being out of their depth for some 
reason. The “it's for kids" defense is getting mighty tired from where I'm 
standing, considering the show's really creepy most of the time, and the 
main character is a genocide, but come on: that's not even funny to a 
dull kid. It's just a guy with his foot in a mop bucket like a thousand guys 
with mops on their feet before. The only reason you'd laugh at that is if 
you'd never seen a guy with his foot stuck in a mop bucket before. If you 


were somehow pre-Buster Keaton or whatever. And even then, you'd 
have to be a little stupid. It's a place-holder for a real joke, and it 
happens a lot in certain episodes. Fuck that, it's insulting -- to 
everybody, kids included. Especially kids, because they get blamed for 
what is in essence a breakdown in creativity. So the Doctor and Idris 
grapple on the balcony, and Margaret reaches the bottom floor, and 
takes off, removing her broach as she does so. Rose corners Margaret and 
she hisses, pulling off an earring, but then Jack's on her other side, and 
she starts to freak and heads back and away, but the Doctor is on his way 
down the scaffolding, calling out to her: "Margaret!" But there are four 
exits, right, so she takes off toward the last one, removing her other 
earring, as Jack, Rose and the Doctor converge at one end, wondering 
who on earth could have been posted to Exit Four, and of course it was 
Mickey, who shows up panting at this point with like a fucking banana 
peel on his shoe and gloves on his feet and socks on his hands and the 
ever-present bucket and a t-shirt that says "I'm With Stupid" and the 
arrow's pointing straight up, and there's some toilet paper coming out of 
his pantyhose and a funny, funny hat. Like a Viking hat, or a propeller 
beanie. 


The Doctor's all, "Mickey the idiot,” but Rose points out that Margaret's 
not like a marathon runner or anything, just a farting alien Mayor. But 
just at that moment, the smiley Margaret clips her various jewelry 
together, and teleports away in a flash of blue light. Jack calls no fair, 
but Rose reassures him: "Oh, the Doctor's very good with teleports.” The 
Doctor gives a gorgeous grin and sonics Margaret back out of thin air, 
running toward them with a self-satisfied smile, so she turns around the 
other way, and he sonics her back around again, and this keeps going on. 
At some point | guess even Mickey was like, “This ‘humor’ is really 
‘subtle,” and so Margaret finally stops right in front of them, gasping for 
breath. She gives up, throws her hands in the air: "This is persecution. 
Why can't you leave me alone? What did | ever do to you?" And a muted 
trumpet could go “waah, waah, waaaaah,” as the Doctor responds: "You 
tried to kill me and destroy this entire planet," succinctly, and Margaret 
dismisses him: "...Apart from that.” 


Back in the exhibition room from the press conference, the Doctor's 
interrogating Margaret. | like how breezy she is about all of it, it’s very 
Buffy-funny -- and | really admire the Doctor's light touch throughout. 
He's like, | blew you up and killed your family and you can't leave Earth, 
so you think to yourself: “Nuclear power station. Of course." She says that 
it's a "philanthropic gesture," but he’s not buying, and points out the 
coincidence of it being on top of the Rift. Margaret, of course, pretends 


not to know anything about the Rift. Jack does some very funny sound 
effects saying that if the power plant went into meltdown, the whole 
planet would "go shwwwaboom,” and the Doctor, on checking out the 
architectural model, immediately realizes that it's BAD. Rose is like, 
"Didn't anybody notice? Maybe somebody in London?” Which is about the 
most dismissive of Wales this episode gets. Margaret starts yelling that 
nobody cares, because Wales could fall into the sea and whatever, and 
then stops herself: “Oh...| sound like a Welshman. God help me, I've gone 
native." 


Mickey asks why "she" would do that, considering that “she” would end up 
dead, too. Margaret complains that “she” has a name, but Mickey's not 
buying: "She's not even a ‘she,’ she's a...thing.” He combines the nameless 
female stuff from "Dalek" with the overall xenophobia from “The End Of 
The World,” but at least Mickey has a reason, since the last Slitheen he 
saw tried to kill both him and Jackie. The Doctor suddenly rips part of 
the model out and flips it over, revealing a ridiculous circuit board: 
“Fantastic.” Jack gets really excited and calls it a “tribophysical waveform 
macro-kinetic extrapolator,” and he and the Doctor geek out like geeky 
boys together. (Sarah Jane Smith mentioned "“tribophysics” in the Tom 
Baker-era "Pyramids Of Mars," and there's a tribophysics that deals with 
friction, but I'm betting on a shoutout.) As Jack bothers Margaret that 
she's incapable of building the tribowhatsit -- and she finally 
almost-admits that it's stolen -- the Doctor stares across the room at the 
banner. Is he actually going to notice the Bad Wolf thing? Yes. 
Meanwhile, Jack explains Excellently to Mickey that it's a forcefield 
generator that would carry her out of the blast zone and the solar 
system. A Silver Surfer kind of surfboard, basically. We'll pause while you 
imagine MI-5 Margaret surfing through space. That's fun, right? Mickey's 
kind of mindblown: “You'd blow up a whole planet just to get a lift?” And 
Margaret gets her edge back, a little: “Like stepping on an anthill.” 


The Doctor asks Margaret about the name of the project ("What, Blaidd 
Drwg? It's Welsh.") and confirms that “Blaidd” is “wolf.” "But I've heard 
that before, Bad Wolf,” says Rose. "I've heard that lots of times..." The 
Doctor agrees. Rose: “How can they be following us?” He stares into the 
distance, worried, and then snaps out of it/has an ADD attack: "Nah! Just 
a coincidence! Like hearing a word on the radio then hearing it all day. 
Never mind! Things to do." Hmm. Is this a Ben/Glory issue, or is he 
pulling something? Putting something off out of fear? Knows more than 
he's saying? Or less? How far down does his fallibility go? He claps his 
hands and offers to take Margaret home. (Is he pulling something? Does 
he know more than he's saying? Does he know what they'll do to her?) 


Jack's like, "That's a bit big-hearted for me," basically, but Rose takes the 
Doctor option on it, overjoyed: "I don't believe it! We actually get to go 
to Raxa..." There's a long, cute sequence in which she tries to pronounce 
it, walking closer and closer to the Doctor, who repeats it back to her, 
and she finally gets it, and jumps into his arms. The Doctor spins Rose 
around and she squeals gleefully. It's pretty cute, even though it just sets 
up the total buzzkill of Margaret: "They have the death penalty. The 
family Slitheen was tried in its absence many years ago and found guilty. 
With no chance of appeal. According to the statutes of government, the 
moment | return, | am to be executed. What do you make of that, 
Doctor?” The whole group's mood has somewhat fallen. Margaret doesn't 
drop the Doctor's gaze: "Take me home, and you take me to my death." 
And the Doctor doesn't drop her eyes either. "Not my problem.” Wow. 


Nighttime, they are bringing Margaret inside the TARDIS (“Superb! How 
do you get the outside around the inside?") and the Doctor giving her 
‘tude: "Like I'd give you the secret, yeah." Margaret says that the TARDIS 
makes her feel better about her string of defeats: "We never stood a 
chance. This is the technology of the Gods." The Doctor prattles that he 
wouldn't make a very good God: "You wouldn't get a day off, for 
starters..." Word! But it’s important to note the link Margaret's just made 
between the TARDIS, specifically the tesseract of the TARDIS, and the 
infinite. The Doctor calls Jack “big fella"; he's trying to wire the 
extrapolator to the console. Welcome to the TARDIS, indeed: he's totally 
letting Jack futz around with his ship! That's love. Jack declares that the 
device will knock about twelve hours off their refueling time -- which by 
my count means they've only got about eight hours left before they can 
leave. Yeah, Jack says that they can leave by morning. 


Meaning, of course, that they're stuck with Margaret overnight. She 
protests quite politely that that will not be a problem. Rose, who's really 
just tough to take from start to finish this week, cheers that the "police 
box is really a police box" now, vide the earlier conversation about the 
history of this TARDIS form. What's generally a sign of the family -- when 
Mickey came in, it was because he's family -- is now the opposite. The 
welcome is now a punishment. It's kind of sad, if you think about it. This 
thing they have that makes them gods. Before Orville and Wilbur, people 
were just like Flatland. Airplanes gave us the third dimension, as a 
people -- and then space. A global and then galactic sea change. The 
TARDIS gives us the fourth. And -- like the Doctor, like Rose -- it's vastly 
larger on the inside than on the outside. It connects you to every single 
thing there is. And it's being used for something so specific, so punitive, 
so creepy as throwing a person into the fire for...well, she'll explain her 


reasons later, but it’s just sad, that's all. It's like storing drugs in a Prada 
handbag, or beating someone up in a confessional booth. And more than 
that: the TARDIS knows better than the Doctor. How many adventures 
have come about because the TARDIS decided to take him somewhere he 
didn't ask to go? There's being in control of time, right, and then there's 
being time. I'm surprised we didn't see the Doctor actually hand a key 
over to Jack in this episode. Well, messing about with her circuitry is 
close enough, | guess. "You're not just police, though,” says Margaret 
through aggressive teeth. “Since you're taking me to my death, that 
makes you my executioners. Each and every one of you..." Mickey's cool 
with that, and she commends him on how quick he is to acclimate 
himself to that role: "You're very quick to soak your hands in my blood. 
Which makes you better than me, how, exactly...?" No answer. Margaret 
says that it's a long night coming, and slowly moseys around the TARDIS 
and takes her seat: “Let's see who can look me in the eye.” Nobody can. If 
this episode turns into some kind of capital punishment bushwa we've 
already seen fought a million times, I'll fuckin’ kill her myself. This show 
is better than that -- but not good enough, | think, to come at the issue 
from anything like an unheard-of perspective: just “some say this” and 
“some say that.” So it's a null sum, and it'll be like idiot liberals who only 
read Common Dreams, or the retards who watch FOX News: "That same 
thing you thought yesterday? | just wanted you to know you're still right. 
Don't bother questioning it -- that would be a waste of your valuable and 
oh-so-correct time!" 


Rose joins Mickey at the fountain outside, shivering. He says that -- 
although he believes she deserves what she's getting -- it's still weird in 
there, and he'd like the cold. Because teenagers are abominable 
creatures, Rose grins and tells him that she didn't really need the 
passport, and that's your segue into romance. Paraphrased Graeme the 
Angry Correspondent on why | hate this scene so much: “That's how 
teenagers are! It's very true -- and very sucky to watch." They giggle and 
nudge and prank and caper and goggle and mince and fart around for a 
million years and decide to go on a date, and then decide to go toa 
hotel and fuck. Which is all very sweet, except: she should have dumped 
him ages ago, and sex-as-souvenir is the saddest thing of all time. | know 
everybody does it, but it's still pathetic. They giggle some more and 
decide to hit a pub -- Mickey asks Rose whether she shouldn't let the 
Doctor know that they're taking off, and Rose (smart girl sometimes) 
gives a very head-tossy “none of his business.” Which is emotionally true, 
but factually false, and anyway, sets up a pretty funny parallel in a few 
minutes, when the Doctor goes on a date with Margaret (Not kidding! 
Spoiler!). 


Jack surprises the Doctor spying on Rose and Mickey as they take off, 
using the TARDIS scanner, and the Doctor quickly shuts it down. It's 
actually kind of weird, the way he acts in this moment -- more guilty and 
intense than you might expect. Margaret darkly delivers a speech: "I 
gather it's not always like this, having to wait.... | bet you're always the 
first to leave, Doctor. Never mind the consequences, off you go. You 
butchered my family and then ran for the stars, am | right? But not this 
time. At last, you have consequences...how does it feel?” Which sounds 
like bullshit to me, even though the Doctor totally co-signs it. Yeah, the 
Doctor generally takes off at the end of each episode...but only after 
doing shit like saving the world and making sure he's not created any 
weird paradoxes. It would be a weird fucking show if the Doctor took off 
in the middle of the story like that. | guess it's a POV issue, though: from 
where Margaret's standing, he came in after things got good and left 
again before she was half done. But she was dead, it's not like he left a 
loose end. Whatever, I'm sure there's a point here, but like | said, | don't 
always jibe with this reading of the Doctor. And this is not an 
armwrestling contest, and I'm not the showrunner, so yes, I'm the crazy 
one. But then, that’s all I'm really saying, that my personal response is: "I 
don't get it, here's why." The Doctor whines back at Margaret that he 
didn't “butcher” her family, and Jack's shocked as his low level of cool: 
"Don't answer back, that’s what she wants!" But for some reason the 
Doctor's gotta defend this to Jack, as well ("I didn't!") and then bitches at 
Margaret for teleporting out of there alone. You're all idiots! They fully 
admitted to a plan which involved killing everyone on Earth! He stopped 
the plan! What's the problem? That not everybody lives? Is that really it? 
Is she going to get him because of all the times that didn't happen? Did 
the Doctor just become stupid? 


Margaret confesses that her teleport only carries one, and that she was 
flying blind and ended up “on a skip in the Isle of Dogs,” which sounds 
exciting, but actually just means a garbage dump in the East End. They 
laugh, she yells, they apologize, then laugh, she laughs along with them. 
| should just start assigning case numbers to the cliché scenes. That was 
Case #3427: "Not Funny! Well Okay, It Kind Of Is! Now We All Have 
Respect For Each Other And A Certain Détente Has Been Reached...For 
The Moment!" She interrupts the non-funny non-laughter non-mood 
disruption long enough to ask for a last request. The Doctor's smile 
clatters to the floor and he asks what it is. Margaret: "Il grew quite fond 
of my little human life, all those rituals. The brushing of the teeth, and 
the complicated way they cook things...there's a little restaurant. Just 
‘round the bay. It became quite a favorite of mine.” So she wants a last 


meal? The Doctor comes closer, and she complains that she has rights. 
Which...she doesn't, but whatever. Margaret pleads,"Don't | have rights?" 
with this snotty tone like she's going to tell the Massacre Police on him. 
Jack totally scoffs tha she's going to escape, and Margaret gets bitter: 
“Except | can never escape the Doctor, so where's the danger?" When she 
looks like a lizard, she has big black baby eyes. When she looks like a 
woman, she sometimes gets snaky eyes. (What is this actor's name? 
Annette Badland. She was in The Worst Witch and Charlie and the 
Chocolate Factory, and on Coronation Street, and now she's on The 
Archers. Well done, Annette.) 


Margaret: “But | wonder if you could do it? To sit with a creature you're 
about to kill and take supper. How strong is your stomach?" The Doctor's 
reply is that it's strong enough. My reply would be: "That depends on how 
Slitheen eat." They look like slurpers. Margaret: "I've seen you fight your 
enemies, now dine with them." This is very old story stuff too, this eating 
with the enemy. | love that. Those hearth laws are older than the oldest 
testaments -- if you don't have refrigeration or Band-Aids or A/C, the way 
you treat fellow-travelers means everything, because it keeps your race 
from becoming extinct. "You won't change my mind,” says the Doctor, 
and she dares him to prove it. Which of course means he's going to, not 
that he wasn't before, but don't dare the Doctor to do things or he will do 
them. "There are people out there," the Doctor says, almost crestfallen, 
that could be killed if she got loose. Captain Jack, from ex machina, 
pulls a couple of bracelets: "You both wear one. If she moves more than 
ten feet away...ZZZZZZT! She gets zapped by ten thousand volts." Jack 
comes with handcuffs. Hands up if you're surprised by that. I'm with 
Mickey, this episode: Is that really how far down Jack goes? Because he 
was interesting for a second, and now he's like...well, two to go, no 
stress. This episode's about exactly what it's about, which is the Doctor, 
so it's cool. He's a bit queasy: “Margaret, would you like to come out to 
dinner? My treat?" And she gives the nastiest little smile back: "Dinner 
and bondage...works for me.” Then a commercial break so you can really 
let that settle in. 


Montage: The Doctor and Margaret enter her restaurant chatting and 
holding hands, because of the bracelets: the snake you put in your 
pocket so it won't go loose. Captain Jack lies alone in the TARDIS, still 
messing about with wiring: the snake you put in your pocket because it's 
pretty, which...may or may not be a snake, depending on...the memories 
that were stolen from it...by Time Agents. Yeah, the metaphor kind of 
breaks down. Mickey walks Rose down the sidewalk, happy and in love: 
the snake you put in your pocket because you can't help yourself. As the 


Doctor and Margaret take their seats, Jack gets the lights on the 
extrapolator to flash, and smiles wonderfully. | don't know what the 
parallel structure here is supposed to...oh wait, yes | do. It’s not the 
TARDIS that Jack's on a date with, it’s the extrapolator: the snake you put 
in your pocket because it was shiny and made you feel strong. That's 
smart. And necessary! Good job. 


As the Doctor and Margaret peruse their menus, she chastises him: “Here 
we are, out on a date, and you haven't even asked my proper name!" He 
squeals that it's not a date, and immediately asks her name. She tells him 
it's Blon Fel Fotch Passameer-Day Slitheen: "That's what it'll say on my 
death certificate.” He says that it's nice to meet her and goes back to his 
menu. She stares over his shoulder. “Look...that’s where | was living as 
Margaret." He turns around, and Blon empties a little powder from a 
poisoner's ring into his glass, chatting about its real estate stats. He turns 
back around and swaps their glasses with a smile, and goes back to his 
menu. She smiles sarcastically, he smiles a bit less. "Tell me then, 
Doctor," she says, “what do you know of our species?"The Doctor says only 
what he's seen, which | guess means killing and farting. Blon adds, “Did 
you know, for example, in extreme cases -- when her life is in danger -- a 
female Raxacoricofallapatorian can manufacture a poison dart within her 
own finger...” And then she shoots a dart at him from her fingertip; he 
catches it without even looking up. Dude, he's so awesome. “Yes | did,” 
he says pleasantly, and they sort of joke around how awesome this date 
is turning out to be. Blon leans in close: “And one more thing, between 
you and me..." He leans in tight, as well, like there's a secret to be had. 
"As a final resort, the excess poison can be exhaled through the lungs. 
HOOO!" Blon breathes out a green gas, and the Doctor squirts her mouth 
with breath freshener. "That's better,” he says, and leans back. "Now 
then, what d'you think? Mmm, steak looks nice. Steak and chips!" She's 
kind of disgusted as she goes back to her menu. That reminds me, | 
haven't watched Mr. & Mrs. Smith in, like, hours. Be right back. 


Man | like that movie. So Rose and Mickey are loitering and wandering 
around near the bay still. Rose is going on and on, and Mickey's failing to 
seem quite as interested as he's shooting for. She has a cool little 
monologue though, so here it is: “The Doctor took me to this planet a 
while back -- it was much colder than this -- they called it ‘Woman Wept'’. 
The planet was actually called ‘Woman Wept’, because if you looked at 
it, right, from above, there's, like, this huge continent, like all curved 
round...sort of looked like a woman, you know...lamenting. Oh, my God, 
and we went to this beach, right, no people, no buildings, just this beach 
like, a thousand miles across! And something had happened, something 


to do with the sun, | don't know, but the sea had just frozen! Like, ina 
split second in the middle of a storm, right, waves and foam, just frozen! 
All the way out to the horizon. Midnight, right, we walk underneath 
these waves a hundred feet tall, made of ice." That is really fabulous. | 
wish Russell Davies wrote comics so he didn't have to have a budget all 
the time. Mickey blurts that he’s now going out with Trisha Delaney 
because he's bored, and because he has no inner light whatsoever. Rose 
just stares: “Right. That's nice.... Trisha from the shop? ...she's nice. 
She's a bit...big," Mickey stares at Rose and gets all justificationy: "She 
lost weight! You've been away!” Rose congratulates him more 
enthusiastically, and he calms down and asks her to tell him more about 
the awesome planets. Rose is like, “That was it, really..." Oooh, rough. 
That part kind of got to me. They just keep walking, silent, refusing to 
figure it out. 


"Public execution," quoth Blon, “is a slow death. They prepare a thin 
acetic acid, lower me into the cauldron...and boil me. The acidity is 
perfectly gauged to strip away the skin. Internal organs fall out into the 
liquid. And | become soup. And still alive. Still screaming.” The Doctor 
tells Blon he doesn't make the law, and she says that he delivers it, and 
he doesn't respond to that, but it’s not true. He's not delivering the law -- 
he's taking her home because she's proven that she can't be trusted out in 
the big universe. "Will you stay to watch?" she asks, but what she's really 
saying is nothing she hasn't said before: you can't look me in the eye and 
do this. “What else can | do?" he sighs, but he's not answering her either 
-- he means that it's his job to look her in the eye and do it. By capturing 
her and dining with her, Blon’s become his responsibility. She tells him 
that there are plenty of other Slitheen family groups off-world 
everywhere, and they could shelter her. Which is, admittedly, a smooth 
reading on her part of the Doctor's lateral-jump way of doing things. But 
again, she's proven that she can't be trusted. "But then you'll just start 
again," he counters, and she whispers that she won't. The Doctor 
counters: "You've been in that skin-suit too long. You've forgotten. There 
used to be a real Margaret Blaine. You killed her, and stripped her, and 
used the skin. You're pleading for mercy out of a dead woman's lips." 
Good, good line, and one that gets the whole thing out of the way. The 
best argument for not killing is that it brings "killing" as a concept back 
on the board -- and how much more so from his immortal perspective? 
Blon pleads that she's gotten used to being human, living an “ordinary” 
life, and that's all she really wants now. And he stares her down. "Give 
me a chance, Doctor... | can change," she says. You could buy it. There 
are tears in her eyes, but the Doctor doesn't buy it: "I don't believe you." 
And she leans back again. 


Rose looks out over the water; Mickey sits on a bench with his back to 
her: "So what do you wanna do now? We could ask about hotels..." That 
time is past. Rose asks, “What would Trisha Delaney say?” He agrees, and 
starts to suggest a bar a ways down the street, when she suddenly turns 
on him: "You don't even like Trisha Delaney!" The anger in that. When it's 
now been a year and a half, and it's not just the Doctor, but the Captain, 
too -- and he doesn't even know about the Adam Mitchell fiasco, which is 
basically what he says, after a quick and lousy attempt to stand up for 
his relationship with poor Trisha Delaney: “At least | know where she is!" 
And she nods, because she finally gets it, because he finally handed it to 
her. Rose starts to lecture Mickey that it's got nothing to do with Trisha 
and it's all about him, and he explodes with what he should have said ten 
episodes ago: "You left me! We were nice. We were happy. And then 
what, you give me a kiss and you run off with him and you make me feel 
like nothing, Rose. | was nothing.” Consider the early-act pratfalls 
earned, then. Rose is an asshole. "I can't even go out with a stupid girl 
from a shop, because you pick up the phone and | comes running.” He 
asks whether he's just standby -- like that's not obvious -- and she shakes 
her head, because what do you say to that? "| am an abominable 
teenager creature and that is my prerogative. Two birds in hand and 
another one in the bush, and you have to ask why?" If Rose did drop-kick 
him to Scotland, she would at least feel her foot connect, and then she'd 
be a better person than this -- she’s not even registering that when she's 
not there, he still has to be. A year of being accused of murder and six 
months of Trisha Delaney? Poor Rose for being responsible for this. 
Mickey: "Am | just supposed to sit here for the rest of my life, waiting for 
you? Because | will.” Gross. They're both so gross. She apologizes softly 
and tries to touch his arm, but he shrugs her off. 


Blon promises the Doctor she's changed since they met in London: "There 
was this girl, just today. Young thing. Something of a danger, she was 
getting too close. | felt the blood lust rising -- just as the family taught 
me. | was going to kill her without a thought. And then...| stopped. She's 
alive somewhere right now, she's walking around this city, because | can 
change. | did change. | know | can't prove it..." He calmly stops her: “I 
believe you.” She asks whether that doesn't prove she's capable of being 
better, because she still doesn't understand that from where he's 
standing, she always was. "It doesn't mean anything," he tells her. She 
protests, but he's not having it: “You let one of them go, but that's 
nothing new. Every now and then, a little victim's spared. Because she 
smiled, because he's got freckles, because they begged. And that's how 
you live with yourself. That's how you slaughter millions. Because once in 


a while, on a whim, if the wind's in the right direction...you happen to be 
kind.” This is tenuous, this bit, because what's going on is good, but it's 
done in a really weird way. It's about problematizing the whole rebirth 
thing from last week: that the healing of Albion meant the Doctor could 
choose to be who he wanted to be. The next step of his development 
should be looking into the mirror that Blon represents and being able to 
synthesize his darkness with his light, his guilt with his grace, instead of 
praying for a blank slate and a fresh start every time. That's the next 
mature step, and maybe it's asking too much for a creature with thirteen 
lives that they should reach for that. But what Blon says next takes it to 
a tangent: "Only a killer would know that,” and that throws him. She 
presses: “Is that right? From what I've seen, your happy-go-lucky little life 
leaves devastation in its wake. Always moving on ‘cause you dare not look 
back. Playing with so many peoples lives -- you might as well be a god." 
(Which, see above re: her biased viewpoint here, and the Davies 
obsession with Boys and Girls Who Leave, but still. The other side of the 
lateral jump is that you're taking advantage of your privilege to do so, 
and nobody else has to.) The Doctor drops his eyes. "...And you're right, 
Doctor...you're absolutely right. Sometimes...you let one go.” Tearing up 
in earnest, and pretty heartbreakingly from this side of the screen, Blon 
looks into the Doctor's eyes: "Let me go.” Well played and real. 


Rose holds Mickey's hands on the park bench, as Mickey's explaining that 
he's not so very slow as to think that she'll leave the Doctor -- and that he 
knows damn well it would be a shitty, unfair request: “But | just need 
something, yeah? Some sort of promise that when you do come back, 
you're coming back for me." That's valid. I'm proud of this moment. 
There's a low rumble in the distance, and Rose perks up: "Is that 
thunder?” Mickey, still under the impression that he signifies: "Does it 
matter?” "No" and "More than you," respectively. 


What were the movies about the gay dudes on the mountain? The Lord Of 
The Rings? My favorite book has always been The Two Towers, and here's 
why: It's Sam's prerogative to hate Gollum; he's there to protect Frodo, 
and that's like his entire function. Gollum’s the Slitheen: he's there to 
show Frodo what happens if you're not careful, and what his future looks 
like, and why that's scary. But hating Gollum is not Frodo's responsibility: 
loving him is. And no matter how many times Frodo tries to explain this, 
people look at him like he's crazy, but that's Gollum to Frodo: how easy 
he could have been like that. How Gollum's a sign of the potential inside 
Frodo, growing stronger every day. And the quickest way to hurry that 
transition up is to ignore the truth of that fact -- pushing Gollum off a 
mountainside like Sam wants to do is just another way of praying for a 


blank slate, and Frodo's too strong for that, and that’s why | love The Two 
Towers. Gollum stays Gollum; he's not redeemed -- the snake is still a 
snake no matter whose pocket it's in -- but that isn't the point. The point 
is that Frodo knows better, and couldn't tell you why, because he's the 
special one that can do the job, because he's visited by grace. (Albeit a 
certain kind of grace than ends with him committing elfin suicide. ) 


But thank God Gollum stays Gollum and Margaret stays Margaret. Thank 
God for Mickey, that Rose stays Rose and keeps breaking his heart. The 
more | learn about this show, the more | get why the Daleks were such a 
big deal -- they never stopped. They were destruction. If grace is a wave 
that never breaks, if the search for God is the kind of search that doesn't 
ever end, then the Daleks were the opposite of that: an unending wave 
of destruction and...mm, not-grace. Anti-grace. All the stuff in "Dalek" 
that | felt hammered by is true here, but told slant, and | like it more in 
this scenario, but I've been reading the history and | know now why it had 
to be the Dalek. And why there have to be two stories like this: because 
one of them took place before the Blitz, and one of them afterwards, 
and you can see without binoculars how much the Doctor's changed. How 
much closer he is to loving Gollum. It's weird to miss them, but | kind of 
do -- another Dalek here, as much as | love Margaret, would have blown 
your ass off. It's why Willow's hair turns white -- okay, you in the back, I'll 
stop with the Buffy -- because good is always on the other side of 
massively destructive and selfish fuck-uppery, or else it's too easy. Truth 
is the glass that we make in the furnace of inspiration, and if you're 
talking about inner truth, the truth about you, then the inspiration is 
always the worst thing that you ever avoided admitting about yourself. 
Avoiding that thing, whatever it is, is such a large piece of lie that you 
can hide any amount of smaller lies behind it. Blon's best case scenario? 
Hide behind the Doctor's lie. Trick him out of loving you and into hating 
himself, and you can get anything you want. Grace doesn't save you, it 
just gets you ready to save yourself. Like the Doctor pushing Rose toward 
Pete on the ground, lending her strength: he can dance again, but that's 
not the end of it. It's the beginning of it. And now he's ready for the 
furnace. 


Blon speaks more quickly, as though she knows something is coming: “In 
the family Slitheen, we had no choice. | was made to carry out my first 
kill at thirteen. If I'd refused, my father would have fed me to the Venom 
Grubs." (Which appeared in "The Web Planet," First Doctor story; I'm not 
going to make a habit of doing this, but | like it in this one because the 
whole episode's so continuity heavy.) And | get where she's coming from, 
but also: still not the point. The Doctor hears the rumbling from the last 


scene, and stops paying attention, even as Blon’s still refusing to take full 
responsibility for what she is: “If I'm a killer, it's because | was born to kill 
-- it's all | know!" His non-answers are eloquent, even if they're just 
because he's not paying attention. Blon: "Doctor? Are you even listening 
to me? I'm begging for my life!" "No," and "This isn't about you," 
respectively. He looks down at the table, and sees the glasses shake, 
which generally means there are T-Rexes afoot...and then the windows 
of the restaurant explode inwards, and the screaming starts. 


Outside, street lights explode, and the Welsh are screaming, and Mickey 
spots Rose running for the TARDIS: “Oh, go on then, run! It’s him again, 
isn't it? It's the Doctor! It's always the Doctor! It's always gonna be the 
Doctor and it's never me!" And maybe that's why | hate Mickey so much: 
where's Rose, in that equation? Where's the “always Rose"? 


The Doctor and Blon take off through the crowd, but she's huffing and 
puffing and screwed because of the bracelets -- she can't keep up, but if 
she doesn't, she'll die. The Doctor waits for her, and takes off the cuff, 
but grabs her wrist. Giving a good impression of deathly fear, she 
promises to stay close to him, and then shouts that he's a shitty date. 
Rose and | disagree. People screaming, cracks in the pavement, and 
then, around the corner, lightning shooting out of the TARDIS and into 
the sky. It’s the Rift. The Rift is opening. Clouds gather and whirl. 


Inside the TARDIS, Jack freaks out at all the sparks and scariness and 
tries to rip out the extrapolator's wires. Some date he turned out to be. 


The Doctor and Blon hurry across Millennium Square, cracks opening 
beneath their feet, Blon terrified as the Doctor shakily sticks the TARDIS 
key (ding!) in the lock and yanking her in with him. Everything shakes 
and sparks, and the Doctor's all over Jack: "What the hell are you doing?" 
Jack protests that everything just went crazy, and then the Doctor does, 
too: “It's the Rift! Time and space are ripping apart. The whole city's 
gonna disappear!" The Rift is a scar. Nothing stays buried. Maybe Blon 
was right about the Doctor always running off. 


Rose comes around on the scary TARDIS action, and she gasps and 
flinches and wigs and runs toward it. Inside, Captain Jack and the Doctor 
work quickly and furiously to unplug the extrapothingy. Jack yells, "I've 
disconnected it but it's still feeding off the engine! It's using the TARDIS 
-- | can't stop it!" The Doctor verifies that Cardiff is not the only issue 
here; it's going to rip apart the planet. Rose comes running in, all freaked 
out, and Blon giggles. She rips off her human arm like the swan boy in 
the fairy tale, and grabs Rose with a big Slitheen claw: "One wrong move 


and she snaps like a promise.” She always did have a way with language, 
didn't she? The Doctor's like, “Still a snake no matter what pocket,” and 
sighs, and Blon tells him to shut it: “I've had you bleating all night, poor 
baby." She calls out to Captain Jack -- "Flyboy!" -- to drop the 
extrapolator at her feet, the better to surf off with. After ten seconds of 
Rose-strangling, the Doctor gives Jack the go-ahead, and Blon very 
pleasantly thanks them for playing perfectly into her plan. Rose asks an 
Excellent Question, so Blon dutifully explains that, in the event of 
getting waylaid, she planned to use the presumably advanced tech of 
whoever could stop her, and programmed the extrapolator to "go to Plan 
B." | like any villain with a Plan B, but especially Margaret Blaine. She's so 
cool. She yanks on Rose's hair and says that Plan B meant it would “lock 
onto the nearest alien power source and open the Rift.” Which would be 
a strikingly contingent plan, if it weren't for the fact that her captors 
would have to have pretty good stuff, like she said. Jack complains that 
the whole planet's going to be destroyed, and Blon’'s like, “Duh, and also 
you.” She steps up onto the extrapolator, one hand around Rose's neck. 
",..While | ride this board over the crest of the inferno, all the way to 
freedom. Stand back, boys! Surf's up.” And outside, there is lightning, 
because it’s all very dramatic and suspenseful. 


Then a thing happens. Either a very cheesy thing, or the only possible 
thing, depending on where you're standing. A panel in the TARDIS wall 
opens up, bathing them in beautiful and blinding white light. “Of course,” 
the Doctor smiles from his console. “Opening the rift means you'll pull 
this ship apart.” She's like, “Suck it, tool," but he's not done: "It's not just 
any old power source, it’s the TARDIS. My TARDIS. The best ship in the 
universe." Blon doesn't know about these speeches, because the last time 
he won, she was being blown up, so she just snots off at him. Rose asks 
what the light’s about. "The heart of the TARDIS. This ship's alive. You've 
opened its soul." And Blon stares into the light, and whispers, entranced. 
"It's so bright...beautiful..." It's the heart of the thing that connects you 
to the infinite. Of course it's bright. It's the most beautiful thing in the 
world. And the Doctor looks on: "Look at it, Blon. Look inside, Blon Fel 
Fotch. Look at the light." She stares, lets Rose go. Rose stumbles over to 
Jack, as a beautiful, blissful smile breaks out across Blon's face. She had 
to stay human for this, had to keep a human arm, or we wouldn't get it. 
She's our agent in this. She looks up into the Doctor's smiling, wonderful 
face. And she thanks him. Genuinely, beautifully, gorgeously thanks him. 
And she's gone. 


The Doctor jumps around the console and cautions his crew to close their 
eyes, slamming levers and pushing buttons. The panel closes. The light 


goes away. The Doctor, Jack, and Rose work, all three in tandem, to shut 
down the TARDIS. Don't let the unutterable cause you to forget there's a 
Rift mid-opening, or else you might as well join a cult. The family gets it 
done, the Doctor thanks them. In the silence, Rose asks what happened 
to "Margaret." Captain Jack thinks that she was burnt up, a 
self-execution, but the Doctor knows better. He looks down into her 
discarded skin-suit, that pile of lies, as Rose asks where she went. The 
Doctor answers, "She looked into the heart of the TARDIS, and even | 
don't know how strong that is. And the ship's telepathic -- like | told you, 
Rose. Gets inside your head. Translates alien languages. Maybe the raw 
energy can translate all sorts of thoughts..." Maybe it can grant wishes. 
Maybe it can grant choices. He kneels down to the skin-suit, Rose and 
Jack huddled behind him, and the Doctor pulls out an egg: “Here she is!" 
Rose: “She's an egg?" They both are. Grace isn't the end, it's the 
beginning. 


The Doctor exclaims that they can take her home, give her to a different 
family that might raise her properly. Which, given that their penal 
system involves turning people into living, screaming soup, seems a bit 
optimistic to me, but the Doctor knows. "She might be worse,” says Jack, 
and the Doctor reminds him that that’s her choice, too -- it always was -- 
it's still her responsibility to live the life she’s been given. “She's 
an...egg," Rose digests, and remembers Mickey. Nice. She dashes out into 
Millennium Square. 


A few blocks away the police are cleaning up the Doctor's mess, 
ambulances and heroes. At first, Rose doesn't see Mickey amongst all the 
excitement, but he watches her ask a paramedic where he is, and come 
up with no answer, and go off looking for him elsewhere. Mickey turns 
and walks back into the night. Smart guy, and kind, and strong: he's 
making a hard choice, too. 


Back inside, the Doctor and Jack are still working, since the opening of 
the Rift has powered up the TARDIS to capacity. The Doctor sees tears on 
the returned Rose's cheeks, and asks whether Mickey's okay. Rose: "He's 
okay. He's gone." Jack and the Doctor glance at each other, and tell her 
that they'll wait if she wants to find him, but she shakes her head: "No 
need. He deserves better.” Jack and the Doctor fake the kindness of all 
business, flipping levers and stuff. “Off we go, then. Always moving on 
.... the Doctor says, but he doesn't mean it the way Blon did. He means it 
the way the TARDIS did. “Next stop, Raxacoricofallapatorious. Now, you 
don't often get to say that," babbles Jack, and smirks. The Doctor says 
that they'll "just stop by and pop her in the hatchery," and then Blon can 


live her life again! "A second chance," he says. And Rose stares, as the 
engines rise and the TARDIS vanishes: "That'd be nice...." And then we 
look at the egg, in the light, and all the things it might turn out to hold. 


Next week there's no episode, and then there are the last two. A break is 
fine by me because I'm scared with all that “furnace” talk, which when 
combined with all the "David Tennant" talk, and the fact that the next 
episode is called "Bad Wolf," is scary. Is the Bad Wolf just his furnace 
after all? | like that more than any theory so far. He's a wonderful man, 
this Doctor, and he deserves a big final exam. There's more to life than 
dancing. The difference between gods and heroes -- and the jury's out on 
which one applies to the Doctor, for now -- is apotheosis. Gods don't die, 
they just change. But heroes die, in sacrifice -- and now that he's ready 
for the furnace, what truth will the Doctor make? 


OUR VIEWING NUMBERS HATE CLIFFHANGERS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 12 | Aired on 06.01.2006 


Bad Wolf (1) - The crew comes back to Satellite Five, where the learn they screwed up 
majorly thinking it would right itself -- and who was really behind the "long game” all 
along. Oh, and Rose totally bites it. 


One hundred years ago, the Doctor and Rose took care of the Jagrafess 
that ruled Satellite Five (and thus Earth) in the year 200,000. Since the 
stasis of the culture was due to outsider interference, they were sure 
that the timeline would accelerate to right itself. The Doctor was really 
wrong about that -- and that is weird considering who he is and how he 
tends to know things. A few weeks ago, MI-5 Margaret told the Doctor 
that he was a fuckup that tended to leave messes behind, and | assumed 
she was speaking for jilted brides everywhere, but | was really wrong 
about that, because really she was just telling us what happens next. 
There's nothing weird about me being wrong, though. 


The last thing we saw, back in "Boom Town," was the egg of Blon, 
perhaps the very first part of a brand new life. The first thing we see 
now is the Doctor, curled on the floor, fetus-style. The incredibly loud 
theme song of Big Brother UK plays as the camera spins wildly on its axis, 
Zooming out as we zoomed slightly in before. We're in the middle of 
things. The Doctor jumps up and frantically starts feeling at the walls, 
shouting. It's his nightmare, | said. No way out. He falls through a hidden 
door and onto his face, where a cute young woman in raver pigtails 
named Lynda is shocked to see him. The room is all primaries, bright 
colors and silly modern furniture. "Why'd they put you in there?" she asks. 
“They never said you were coming!" He tries to get himself together, as 
Lynda helps him to his feet, explaining that the “transmat" can 
sometimes scramble your head. He tells her his name -- "The Doctor, | 
think" -- and tries to remember what happened between last episode and 
this. “You got chosen!" Lynda says, excitedly. “You're a house mate!" 


The difference between the gay accent and the British accent comes 
whinging out of the house: "That's not fair!" A couple of very good-looking 
housemates are sitting on a purple couch facing the Big Brother screen: 
Crosbie and Strood the whinger. Strood continues: "We've got eviction in 
five minutes! I've been here for all nine weeks, I've followed the rules, | 
haven't had a single warning, and then he comes swanning in..." The 
thing about this is that, even though in the states we're not nearly as Big 
Brother crazy as Europe, it's still one of my favorite shows, so you -- as 
an American -- have to do the quick-step doublethink for this to make 


sense. At least on the level of watching this episode in the UK: translate 
the theme music you're hearing into our music, swap Davina McCall's 
voice for Julie Chen's. (All the android presenters in this episode are 
voiced by the people they're mimicking, which is so cool; | will not, 
however, be making a "Chenbot" joke, because Julie Chen is a hero of 
mine.) If you can manage to do this, this episode rocks. If that's too hard, 
it's still a good episode, although the amount of things that happen is 
actually quite low. Lots of plot, short on answers. 


Likewise, it might interest UK viewers to note that, here in the U.S., the 
evictions are done by housemate majority votes, rather than the viewers 
themselves. I've always found it incredibly telling that U.S. viewers in the 
first season tended to pick off the more disruptive players, leaving 
themselves with a boring house they didn't want to watch. Once the show 
started having the housemates pick each other off, and the whole show 
became more cutthroat and eviction-focused as a result, the ratings 
picked back up. Americans want the conflict, but they don't want to be 
responsible for it -- they just want to say “who's in" and “who's out" based 
on some kind of made-up moral code. Last season, the winning 
housemate was the most hardcore of a bevy of group-huggers that 
self-aggrandizingly called themselves "The Friendship" and took every 
decision in terms of what their oldest male member, who was voted off 
in the third week, might do. They called him “Captain.” On the other 
hand, the European Big Brother has become “evil” and regularly does the 
Pilgrim's Progress on the housemates just for fun, which is by any 
measure just as interesting, especially here. Then to swing back the 
other side again. The last few seasons of the U.S. version -- ever since 
9/11 -- have involved secret conspiracies and double-agent tricks: twins 
switching out for each other, secret preexisting relationships, old 
romantic failures that erupt into violence. Not knowing who your 
neighbors are. Wolves at the door. 


Crosbie picks up the thread of complaint: "If they keep changing the 
rules, I'm gonna protest, | am. You just watch me, I'm -- I'm gonna paint 
the walls." The Doctor stares around, weirded out, as a camera turns to 
focus on him. Big Brother then asks the Doctor to report to the Diary 
Room. He drops down into a bright red chair and Big Brother informs 
him, right in line with the show you know: "You are live on channel 
44,000. Please do not swear." And into the camera the Doctor looks and 
says, "You have got to be kidding." 


Episode by Russell T. Davies, smashingly directed by Joe Ahearne 
(favorites "Dalek," "Father's Day," and these last three). In many ways it's 


the best-directed episode yet, with a really stylish turn that recalls the 
plastic brightness of "The End Of The World," or the opening of "Rose," 
and matures it immeasurably. This is the only really risky one, in terms 
of the experimental take in certain scenes, but it certainly adds an edge 
| fear would be missing from another rendition. This is really not my 
favorite episode storywise, and unless something really crazy happens 
next week (which it probably will), "The Long Game” will end up being 
my favorite of the lot. But since this week is (a) gorgeous; and (b) 
connected intimately with my favorite episode, I'm down. | like Lynda, | 
love the last act, and | like the (fair warning) intense thinkery that it 
inspires. 


After the credits, we find Rose lying in a beam of light, waking slowly up. 
And whom does she see crouching beside her but the Marquis De Carabas, 
named Rodrick here, checking out her vitals and telling her, again, that 
the transmat does your head in: “Just remember,do what the Android 
says. Don't provoke it. The Android's word is law." This is a joke that 
doesn't work on paper as I'm relating it to you -- and, to be honest, works 
out just a bit better aloud. “Like a robot?" asks Rose. So | guess she's 
stupid again this week. | miss Rose. She was really great in “The End Of 
The World.” Billie Piper is always the same amount of awesome in the 
role, don't get me wrong, but after "The Empty Child" the show's seemed 
almost irritated at having to include her, and her development has 
seemed tacked on as we get more and more into the Doctor's head. 
Which | guess is as it should be, given that the point of the companion is 
to make sense of the Doctor. But | like her, and | don't know whether | 
really want to see her screeching and getting rescued and fucking up 
timelines indefinitely, because it's like she's just peeking her head in. A 
producer's sharp voice calls everyone to positions, and as Rodrick helps 
Rose up, she babbles, beginning to sound worried: “I was travellin’. With 
the Doctor and a man called Captain Jack.... The Doctor wouldn't just 
leave me." Rodrick helps her get her bearings at her podium, which bears 
her name. Rose begins to realize that she's standing on the set of The 
Weakest Link. (Another U.S./UK note: our version did include Anne 
Robinson, and her whole deal, but Americans have a weirdly accepting 
relationship with critical and brutal Brits, because the accent goes to a 
harsh schoolmistress/movie villain place, which means even the biggest 
British bastard is still somewhat kittenish and adorable, or -- if that's just 
me -- at the least, that you would punch an American for saying the shit 
that will earn a Brit a dirty look at most.) Rose starts to exclaim about it 
when "the Android" is activated, and comes to life: it's the Anne Droid! 
Bottle of whiskey and notice from Child Services sold separately. 


Into a white, sterile room, where blurry robot faces and voices slowly 
clear up. This is What Not To Wear, the British (i.e. acceptable) version. 
There's a Susannah Constantine robot called “Zu-Zana" and a Trinny 
Woodall robot called "Trin-E." If you need extra time to figure that one 
out, let me know. Bah, it's all in good fun, | shouldn't complain. They 
discuss how they've got their work cut out for them, though Jack (for it's 
Jack they'll be dressing) is “sort of handsome" and has a “good lantern 
jaw." | confess that when | first saw this part of this episode, | had no 
idea what this was supposed to represent, but | figured that, since it was 
Jack, it really didn't necessitate worrying about. “Lantern jaws are so last 
year,” Trin-E responds. Jack introduces himself to the ladies and tries to 
figure out what's going on. They tell him that he's getting a “brand-new 
image," and his look of dismay and alarm at this is hilarious. Zu-Zana 
criticizes Jack's clothes: “It's all very twentieth century.... Where did you 
get that denim?" He says that it was a little place in Cardiff called the 
“Top Shop.” I'm not here to tell you how to live your life, but: Cute. And 
creative. Zu-Zana calls his look a “design classic” -- he’s wearing jeans 
and a white t-shirt -- but Trin-E leans more toward “Oklahoma Farm Boy." 
John Barrowman is so great, just a really complex actor, but, fora 
second, | wanna see what the Jack in Davies’ head looks like. Like how 
Ron Moore always mispronounces "Kara," or my intuition that Mickey 
looked very different in the planning stages, | want see how Jack looked 
before Barrowman came on board. Jack gets all akimbo at them, and the 
ladies tell him to stand still for the “Defabricator,” which Jack questions 
but quickly learns does “exactly what it says on the [box or can] tin." 
That means Jack is naked, which is a-okay with him and everybody else 
in the entire world. "Am | naked in front of millions of viewers?" Jack 
asks. Absolutely. He looks down at himself: “Ladies, your viewing figures 
just went up.” 


The Doctor attempts to use his sonic screwdriver to escape, but it is no 
match for Big Brother, ever since the "deadlock" was put in during Season 
504 and “they all walked out." There's a mirror made of “exoglass," that 
you'd need a nuke to get through, and all manner of unsatisfactory exits 
everywhere, and finally Lynda asks the Doctor the question that she's 
been thinking about the whole time: "I know you're not supposed to talk 
about the outside world, but you must've been watching. Do people like 
me? Lynda with a “Y", not Linda with an "I" -- she got forcibly evicted 
because she damaged the camera.” The Doctor grins and nods and isn't 
listening. “Am | popular?” Lynda asks again. (Even if you know the 
creepiness here, keep in mind that they get voted out by viewers: it’s not 
that kind of question. This whole sequence is a lead-up, so you might not 


notice how fast the desperation starts. She's not looking for fame. Like 
when the Doctor told Adam to “open his mind” at the beginning of the 
episode: clever like that.) The Doctor's bored and irritated by this kind of 
behavior, but Lynda presses: "Oh, but does that mean I'm nothing? Some 
people get this far just ‘cause they're insignificant. Doesn't anybody 
notice me?" And well, welcome to the Doctor's buttons, Lynda. He gives 
her a serious look, because there's nobody that was ever insignificant. 
"No. You're nice. You're sweet. Everybody thinks you're sweet." He grins, 
and she glows. “Am | sweet? Really?" And he gets those eyes, above the 
grin, with all the love in the world: "Dead sweet!" | like the Doctor. So 
does Lynda, who's quite taken by this. He nods at a solid black wall: “Isn't 
there supposed to be a garden out there?” Not since Adam and Eve. 
Maybe before. | knew his nightmare was being stuck in a box. "Don't tell 
me you've got a garden!" gasps Lynda. "No, I've just got the TARDIS...." 
Click. It's about intimacy. The Doctor is inspired: "| remember." 


The Doctor continues: "We'd just left Raxacoricofallapatorius. Then we 
went to Kyoto, that’s right. Japan in 1336, and we only just escaped," 
which: Google the Muromachi Period and dust it for the Doctor's thick 
and spatulate fingerprints. Rose and Jack and the Doctor were laughing 
together, having a good old time like between every adventure, and then 
a bright light takes over the frame of his flashback: Rose, sucked back 
away from the camera, into the light, reaching out to him. The scariest 
thing, inside the safest place. “And then | woke up here,” the Doctor 
says, as the whole screen goes white. 


Lynda says again that it's just the “transmat,” the way they pick the 
housemates, but the Doctor's already gone beyond. "Oh, Lynda with a "Y." 
Sweet little Lynda.... It's worse than that." The Doctor looks out at us, 
staring into the mirror where he knows the camera lies: "I'm not just a 
passing traveler, no stupid little transmat gets inside my ship. That beam 
was fifteen million times more powerful, which means...this isn't just a 
game. There's something else going on." He steps closer to us. “Well! 
Here's the latest update from the Big Brother house. I'm getting out. I'm 
gonna find my friends. And then I'm gonna find you." He sticks his finger 
in your face. | had to have this explained to me, but it works in the UK 
like this: Davina would say, "I'm coming to get you," like a police escort, 
right, and then she would come and get the evicted housemate. (By 
comparison, Julie sits in a gorgeous living room and waits for their asses 
to carry their bags out to see her, while wearing amazing outfits and 
body glitter, and then interrogates them mercilessly with a cold, 
awesome smile.) When Davina's location was moved closer to the front 
door, they kept up the tradition, so she's saying it basically from just 


outside, which somehow makes it creepier. Like the Big Bad Wolf. The 
things you miss as an American. Just remember this for later: "I'm coming 
to get you." 


A male programmer sees the proceedings and knows a situation is 
coming. He approaches a female programmer, who is working at a 
computer, and asks for a word, but she's busy doing some live production 
stuff on Rose's Weakest Link. 


In the studio, Rose is still complaining to Rodrick about finding the 
Doctor, but he kind of shoves her and tells her to shut up and play the 
game, to which Rose responds, “All right then, what the hell? I'm gonna 
play to win!" She smiles, even though the information has always been 
her issue: having it, earning it. If the Doctor's nightmare is capture, hers 
is ignorance. It's a big timespace continuum out there, and another word 
for the things you don't know is “alien.” Anne starts up, and asks the 
contestants easy questions ("Food anagram for beard,” "258 minus 158"), 
and Rodrick banks. If you need to know what that means, ask somebody 
else, because | never understood it. Game shows are, like, totally 
mysterious to me. Eventually, Anne gets to the boy on the end, a hottie 
name of Broff, and asks where the Great Cobalt Pyramid was built. And 
this is where a funny thing happened to me. | don't think it has to do with 
this question, or the answer ("Torchwood"), but | think there was a chain 
of mental events that | still don't have all the pieces to, and it started 
here. | told you that | saw "The Christmas Invasion," "The Empty Child," 
and “The Doctor Dances" on New Year's, and “the beginning of the Big 
Brother one." And it was at this point, bless them, that LisaDiane and 
Joey look at each other, in the dark, over my sweet little head, and said 
in unison, “no.” And Joey turned this shit right off. Made the hairs on my 
neck stand up, because how deep or awful could this possibly go, right? 
So deep, so awful, and I'm glad they did, as we'll see by the end of this 
episode. So anyway, based on episode descriptions, | assumed that all 
the stuff we've been talking about this week happened in “The Long 
Game," which makes sense, and then | just completely forgot about it 
altogether by the time we got there. (Except for the Captain Jack part, 
but | mean, you could make that part up yourself.) | thought the reality 
TV stuff was okay, kinda silly, just like now -- but the whole world 
around it is so different. Isn't that crazy? 


Cutie Broff's face falls as Rose laughs. As if she knew the answer about 
the Great Cobalt Pyramid. More easy questions, and the woman on the 
Opposite end, Fitch, misses a question about Red Blood Cells, and again 
Rose laughs, and again the wrong Link looks at her like she just slapped 


an infant in its crib. Rose is up next, asked who the Grexnik is married to 
in the holovid series Jupiter Rising. I'm guessing the answer is “Paula 
Marshall," because Rob Thomas does all those Roman mythology shows 
and | hope he's still doing it in 200,000 AD. Apparently Paula played “Lord 
Drayvole" on that show, given Anne's answer, and up in the booth the 
female programmer is asking why the fuck Rose would be laughing at this 
point, since she answered wrong. It takes a second, but the programmer 
finally grasps that maybe Rose doesn't know what's really going on. “And 
I've got a housemate to appear out of nowhere," her friend pipes up. "I 
told you -- it’s like the game's running itself." 


Jack stands flexing in the mirror, wearing black leather trousers and a 
white vest. It's a look, | guess. If it was just this for an hour a week, 
Captain Jack could be wearing the Synergy uniforms from Embassy Suites 
and I'd still watch that show. Trying On Clothing With Captain Jack 
Harkness. Trin-E calls it the “buccaneer look": “dash of pirate" with “a 
tweak of President Schwarzenegger." Those kind of jokes are not funny! 
Jack suggests some color into the mix, but Zu-Zana chides that block 
with color “makes the colour look cheap and the black look boring.” (The 
"U" is for “unusual and archaic spelling"!) He points to a jacket he likes, 
and Zu-zana says that it's a bit too “Hell's Angel,” and points out that a 
shorter jacket will “show off the bum." Which she then smacks. | don't 
know what's going on here. Somebody wrote this down on a piece of 
paper and then a crew of people made it happen, and now I'm getting 
paid to watch it happen and tell you about it. Captain Jack Harkness 
Getting Naked And Spanked By Robots. Every week, dude. This 
Torchwood thing just got a lot more interesting. Trin-E asks Jack whether 
he's ever thought about cosmetic surgery, and he admits to considering 
an eyelift and maybe some jawline work, and as he does this he cops a 
feel of the robot's breasts. For real. These robots are like those Lego 
people -- they are not sophisticated, they are not fooling anybody. Jack 
is a freak. "Oh, let's have a bit more ambition," says Trin-E, and removes 
her forearm to reveal a chainsaw. “Let's do something...cutting edge.” In 
other news, everybody's viewing figures just plummeted. Not Touching A 
Damn Hair On Captain Jack Harkness's Beautiful Face. 


"So, Rose," says the Anne Droid. “What do you actually do?" Rose giggles 
and moues and cocks her head and gives a relaxed rundown: "I just travel 
about a bit. Bit of a tourist, | suppose.” Rodrick's holding up a card that 
says "Fitch" for the Weakest Link, and Anne corrects Rose: “Another way 
of saying ‘'unemployed.” Rose protests, but admits that she doesn't have a 
job job. “Then you are unemployed," Anne says "And yet, you've still got 
enough money to buy peroxide." Child abuse humor aside, | think Anne 


Robinson is a very sharp, very interesting lady. Did you see that road trip 
doc she made with her daughter? | felt like her very best friend after 
that. | like her. Anne asks why Rose chose Fitch, and Rose stammers that 
it's because Fitch got a few questions wrong. On the side, there are tears 
coming down poor Fitch's face. “Oh, you'd know all about that," Anne says 
harshly, even for a robot, and Rose shrugs that she can't vote for herself, 
so it had to be Fitch. Fitch sobs, and Rose starts getting weirded out. It's 
confusing. She turns to the mess of Fitch and apologizes: "That's the 
game, that’s how it works. | had to vote for someone.” There's a whole 
nerve cluster here about this Twilight Zone or something | saw a long 
time ago with Mare Winningham where she got a magic box and every 
time you pressed the button you got some sum of money, but something 
terrible would happen to somebody you didn't know. | remain a steadfast 
capitalist, but that story still gives me pause. 


Fitch ignores her, pleading with Anne, terrified: “Let me try again, it was 
the lights and everything, | couldn't think! " Anne points out that cutie 
Broff was technically the Weakest Link for the round, but that it's the 
votes that count, and Fitch starts to beg, even calling out for God. Rose 
just stares, Rodrick looks away, Broff sobs silently into his voting board 
("Rose"). "Fitch: you are the weakest link. Goodbye!" Anne's mouth opens 
and a gun comes out, and a bolt of yellow light strikes Fitch, who 
vanishes. Just like on the regular show! 


Rose freaks out and asks Rodrick what's going on. “She was the weakest 
link,” he says. “She gets disintegrated. Blasted into atoms." Rose chokes 
on that, and Rodrick rolls his eyes. He is so not your friend, girl. Rose 
wigs. "But | voted for her. Oh, my God. This is sick." Her voice echoes. 
Everybody stares. Rose's voice heads into delirium territory: "All of ya, 
you're just sick! I'm not playing this --" But Broff totally upstages her, set 
off by her protests, and screams and goes running. The cute one always 
gets it on that show. Anne: "You are the weakest link. Goodbye." So long, 
Broff. Rose stares, grossed out to the max, and Rodrick shuffles around a 
bit. "Don't try to escape," he perhaps needlessly advises her. “It's play or 
die." | remember | was sitting on my couch this one summer and Amie 
came into the house all abuzz about this new show called Survivor about 
people who were left on a deserted island to die, and the last person to 
survive would win a million bucks. | was just out of college and going 
through my whole Baader-Meinhof period and | was like, “Sounds like 
good TV." We later learned our information was a bit lacking. 


Lynda, Strood, and Crosbie sit on the Big Brother couch awaiting the 
eponymous narrator. “Doctor,” Lynda calls, “they said all the housemates 


must gather on the sofa. You've got to!" TV says, and we follow. The 
Doctor thanks her, but says that he's "busy getting out." She tells him that 
if he doesn't -- "obey" is the word she uses -- all the housemates will be 
punished, and being a normal sort of guy, he moseys over to the sofa. 
"Maybe I'll be voted out, then," he says, goggling at them. Strood calls 
him stupid, and hisses that the Doctor's not eligible since he just showed 
up. Demonstrating that she's got the Doctor basics down, Lynda tells him 
not to try anything clever. "Davina Droid” announces herself and the 
housemates all grab hands, Crosbie hanging onto the Doctor's, and again 
he rolls his eyes. Doing The Apprentice and watching Big Brother is fun 
because you can watch them going crazy and forgetting there's a world 
outside. There's a way in which their rhetoric about “sacrificing” 
themselves and throwing each other under busses is really real, because 
there's a level on which the house or whatever is reality. The prison 
they're inside, and the rest is just hazy. You forget that there's a whole 
world out there that's not your prison, so the "deaths" and betrayals 
become absolutely real. Davina Droid speaks: "Crosbie, Lynda, and 
Strood: you have all been nominated for eviction." They stress. “And the 
eighth person to be evicted from the Big Brother House is..." The Doctor 
continues to be quite clearly bored senseless. | don't think he has ever, 
ever Sat still this long. In nine hundred years! 


",..Crosbie!" The evictee gasps, and the three of them crawl all over each 
other like a box of puppies for sale, moaning and crying about how sorry 
they are and how much they love each other. The Doctor leans back and 
acts all ADD some more. Davina Droid announces to the group, "Crosbie, 
you have ten seconds to make your farewells, and then we're gonna get 
you!" See? That shit is creepy. All Julie does is say, “But first..." between 
each and every independent clause that comes out of her gorgeous face. 
Strood calls Crosbie a “smashing cook," but first, the evictee apologizes 
to Lynda for stealing her soap. The front door opens onto a tiny white 
anteroom with another door on the other side, but first Big Brother asks 
Crosbie to please leave the Big Brother House. Then they do another 
weird thing: Strood and Lynda hold their arms to make an archway for 
her to walk through. That's pretty cool. All we have like that is Tailhook. 
| imagine when the house is full it's a pretty interesting feeling to walk 
through that human arch. | bet you feel loved, or something. In the 
American version, there's a ritual when the eviction nominees are 
revealed, in which a box is revolved around the dinner table and the first 
person receives his housekey (like with the TARDIS, it means that you can 
stay), and then pulls out another key, which they hand to the person 
with the ritual phrase, “Strood. You are safe." That ritual is my favorite 
part of the whole show, because | like the words and the repetition of 


safety and hearth, but also because the person who puts the keys into 
the box determines the order, so you can point out people's secret 
alliances by making them tell each other they're safe, or make people 
sweat it out until the end, and that's like the most beautiful form of art 
to me. 


Lynda comes close to tears, and the Doctor calls back indolently over the 
back of the sofa that it's just a game show, and that Crosbie will make a 
fortune on the outside. Lynda reacts like he just said that to an American 
Idol fan: “What the fuck do you mean by that?" Only, you know, sweet. 
Crosbie trembles, still not through the door. Lynda and Strood dash back 
and crouch on the edge of the sofa, watching in fear. The Doctor sighs 
and stretches, and they watch Crosbie stand, terrified, in the white 
room. "Well, what are they waiting for?" the Doctor laughs. "Why don't 
they just let her go?" Lynda begs him to stop: “It’s not funny.” Big Brother 
counts down the “eviction,” and a bolt of energy zaps Crosbie on her 
feet. ZZZAP! (Here's a list | made on a piece of scratch paper: “Hardy, 
Josh and Chiara, Man-Troll, Nathan, Robert, Scott and Jase, Diane, 
Cappy and Fucking Ivette.” Try and figure out what it's a list for!) Strood 
explains to the Doctor that it was, Excellently enough, a disintegrator 
beam, and the Doctor's thrown for a loop. Lynda describes it, somewhat 
dramatically, as eviction "...from LIFE!" 


The two programmers head onto Floor 500. The male programmer says, 
"No one programmed the transmat, no one selected the new 
contestants.. it's exactly like those stories." Lady programmer begs him 
not to start up, and tells him that he needs a vacation, and he flirts that 
he'll take it if she comes with. “And don't start that again either," she 
says. The male programmer is says that “the rumors go back decades," 
and that there's something "hidden" up on Floor 500,"underneath the 
transmissions.” Lady programmer adds that “the Controller" would know, 
that she "watches everything.” The Editor is now the Controller. But 
who's the new Demiurge? Not the Jagrafess, he got splodey. THE male 
programmer says that maybe the Controller is missing it -- “gotta allow 
for human error" -- and lady programmer says that explains it: "I don't 
think she's been human for years.” Which is funny and cute if you don't 
know the details of the poor Controller, but once you see her, they're not 
hard to deduce. Borg Queen by way of La Virgen De Guadalupe -- all 
wires and strung up in a web, pale and bald and small and lovely, 
breathing and whispering and monitoring transmission. 


The Doctor paces around the house yelling at Lynda and Strood for just 
stepping "right into the disintegrator" when requested: “Is it that 


important, getting your face on the telly? Is it worth dying for?" Lynda 
tells the Doctor that they don't have the choice, and Strood informs him 
they haven't used an application process for centuries. Not since Series 7 
did so well on DVD, I'd imagine. “The transmat beam picks you out at 
random, and it's non-stop: there are sixty Big Brother houses running all 
at once." The Doctor's shocked, and Strood clucks almost sadly: "They've 
had to cut back. It’s not what it was.” The Doctor shrieks that it’s a 
“charnel house" and asks what, if the losers get blown to carbon, the 
winners get. "They get to live,” says Lynda, pointing out that, given the 
shittiness of the situation, it's a pretty great prize. It takes him five 
seconds of being horrified and superior to flip to the next card in his 
mental Rolodex: "Rose is out there. She got caught in the transmat. She's 
a contestant. Time | got out." He confirms -- as a camera zooms in for us 
-- that Linda with an "I" was evicted for damaging property, and then 
sonics the camera, destroying it. | won't go to the broken-camera place 
again exactly, except: when we line up every week to watch these 
people die -- when one single episode where nobody dies is reason to 
dance -- isn't the difference that they're something fictional? And 
wouldn't Strood’s blasA© reply tell you that this is the same thing? | don't 
want to be trite, but | do feel like there's a point to routing every third 
angle through the surveillance cameras. Number one being that ina 
surveillance culture, everyone's a star, but also: if Rose died, wouldn't 
that make you sad? Sadder than if Lynda with a "Y" died, for example? 
And when people die on the news, how sad is that? You can't feel every 
death like it's your grandma, but the horror here compared to that is not 
across a gap; it's just a matter of degree. I'm not taking a moral stand, 
just saying the exaggeration in this story isn't located precisely where | 
thought it was, because the truth still stands that if you're not tasting 
your entertainment with your whole tongue, you're starving and it's your 
own fault. 


Jack swishes a tennis racquet about in front of the mirror, finding his 
new ensemble too safe, too decent, and too hard to keep clean. What 
about the part where they were going to chainsaw off his face? "Stage 
Two ready and waiting!" Zu-zana shouts, and they Defabricate him again, 
so he can be naked for us some more. Trin-E pronounces that it's now 
"time for the face-off!" and Jack assumes, as did I, that he’s now going to 
compete with somebody else, all Hot-Or-Not style, but no, it’s just a pun. 
Needles and knives and Swiss Army Action of Death come out all over her 
hand, and the other one is all chainsaw again. And I've never seen the 
show, but | always kind of thought that was how this went. He's not 
entirely shocked by this stuff, but a bit scared. Zu-Zana says that he'd 


look good "with a dog's head," and snip-snaps her scissors hands. “Or 
maybe no head at all!" says Trin-E. “That would be so outrageous!" They 
go on and on describing more and more outre things that could be done 
to Jack, and he offers to shoot them. They say that he's unarmed, and 
then from the nowhere immediately behind him, he produces a small 
gun. “But that’s a Compact Laser Deluxe!" the girls shout. “Where were 
you hiding that?" Just like bad stuff's never as bad as you think, the 
unarmed are never as helpless as you think. “You really don't wanna 
know," says Jack, and | keep trying to understand what this conversation 
means, but my brain keeps turning off, because my brain is a Puritan. | 
don't care where the gun came from, I'm just happy that Captain Jack 
won't die naked. He shoots their robot heads off even as they're ordering 
him to give up the “accessory.” 


Anne Droid blows away another weak link, and Rose asks Rodrick why he 
voted for this latest: "] want to keep you in! You're stupid! You don't even 
know the Princess Vossaheen's surname. When it comes to the final, | 
want to be up against you. So that you get disintegrated, and | get a 
stack-load of credits. Courtesy of the Bad Wolf Corporation.” A voice 
announces solar interference for the next few minutes, which explains 
the paragraph following this one, which took me forever to work out. 
Rose thinks hard and has a bunch of flashbacks about previous episodes: 
"If the Bad Wolf is in charge of this quiz, then...maybe I'm not here by 
mistake. Someone's been planning this.” 


Big Brother is very unhappy with the destruction of house equipment. 
“The Doctor, you've broken House Rules.” | love calling him "The Doctor" 
like it's his first name. The Doctor gets evicted, and runs to the door with 
a leap and a skip. Lynda worries for him, but Strood’s murmuring that the 
Doctor's probably a plant brought in for drama. A voice tells the Doctor 
to leave the Big Brother house. The Doctor steps into the white room as 
Strood heads back to watch the eviction onscreen, but Lynda stays at the 
door, to keep the Doctor in her sights. When he's gone, shouting madly 
about getting himself disintegrated, Lynda shakes her head. Nothing at 
all happens to the Doctor, and our programmer friends on Floor 500 
argue that he's going to die a mystery. Back in the white room, Big 
Brother counts down to eviction, but nothing happens. "Someone brought 
me into this game. If they'd wanted me dead, they could've transmatted 
me into a volcano," rants the Doctor, because he doesn't understand that 
he's talking about two different agencies there: the one that brought him 
there to die, and the one that saved him. And that they look terribly, 
horribly similar. 


As the Doctor sonics the outer lock open, Lynda opens the inside door 
and pops her head in. "Come with me," the Doctor asks her, over the 
whines of Strood back on the couch. “Stay in there, you've got a fifty-fifty 
chance of disintegration. Stay with me, | promise I'll get you out alive. 
Come on!" She can't be blamed for not assuming he's right about all of it. 
The Doctor pleads: "Lynda, you're sweet. From what I've seen of your 
world, do you think anyone votes for sweet?" Valid. He holds out his hand 
to her, and they streak out of the white room, and into the real world: 
Floor 56, Satellite Five. 


The Doctor recognizes it, but Lynda corrects him: "No one's called it 
Satellite Five in ages. It's the Gamestation now. Hasn't been Satellite Five 
in about a hundred years." The Doctor checks his watch and confirms that 
it's been a hundred years exactly since their last visit. "| was here before. 
Floor 139. Satellite was broadcasting news channels back then, had a bit 
of trouble upstairs. Nothing too serious. Easy; gave ‘em a hand, home in 
time for tea.” Lynda's skeptical about all this "hundred years ago” thing, 
but he explains: "I moisturize!" The Doctor notes that there's a lot of 
power running through -- way more than the normal transmissions would 
need, no matter how many channels there are, and asks Lynda where she 
thinks his friends would be. "There's a hundred different games ... ten 
floors of Big Brother...Call My Bluff, with real guns...Countdown, where 
you've got thirty seconds to stop the bomb going off...Ground Force, 
which is a nasty one, you get turned into compost...Wipeout, speaks for 
itself...Stars In Their Eyes: Literally, stars in their eyes. If you don't sing, 
you get blinded.” The Doctor asks Lynda whether she watches these 
awful shows, and she says that everyone doesn't. Doesn't the Doctor? 
"Never paid for my license.” (Everybody with a TV in the UK pays their 
license, which is more than you'd think, and that's why British TV is good. 
| have had it explained to me any number of times, and | still don't get 
exactly how it works, but that’s it: own a TV, turn it on, pay your 
license.) "Oh, my God! You get executed for that!" The Doctor brandishes 
his sonic screwdriver and dares them to try. He is fantastic. 


Lynda notes that the Doctor makes no sense, and asks the usual -- “Who 
are you though, Doctor? Really?” -- and he answers in the usual way, but 
she tells him not to blow her off, considering that she has just put her 
life and entire concept of reality in his capable hands. “I'm just a 
traveller, wandering past," he says. “Believe it or not, all I'm after is a 
quiet life." She asks the same question Blon asked in the previous 
episode, whether after this he’s just going to fuck off again, and he's not 
even kidding: “Fast as | can.” She asks to come along, and he takes like 
less than five seconds to issue the invite. So: she’s sweet, she showed up 


out of nowhere, no obvious deformities, and the Doctor adores her on 
sight. Welcome to your dead ass in the next five minutes, Lynda with a 
"Y." "First of all, we've gotta concentrate on the getting out. And to do 
that, you've got to know your enemy, who's controlling it, who's in charge 
of the satellite now." Who's the Demiurge to the Controller's Archon? 
Who's the Fake Bastard God that's got the world convinced it's real this 
time? Whom of all the evils in the universe and time and space is the 
Doctor going to have to smack the shit out of this time, and play Milton's 
Lucifer to? Who created this version of the Fourth Great and Bountiful? 
Who's the bad watchmaker this time? Lynda pulls a switch and a huge 
placard on the wall of their cavernous room lights up. “Your Lords and 
Masters," says Lynda. Bad Wolf Corporation. 


Male programmer admits that this is a matter for the Controller, and the 
Archive, where they can figure out about all the irregular transmat 
activities. Male programmer tries to call up Archive Six, but the 
Controller puts him off: “Continue working." But there's a security 
problem, he explains. Still, he is told to “continue working.” But male 
programmer can't, because there are contestants outside the games and 
the alarms have not gone off, he explains. The Controller tells male 
programmer, "No security. The games continue." She's covering her 
demigod ass, and you'd never know. There is no problem here. “They are 
no one," she says. The same words as the Editor, with the opposite 
meaning. What privileged the information over the reality, for the Editor 
-- they don't exist because they're extra -- is now her way of keeping the 
Doctor safe, her way of using this binary opposition of what's transmitted 
v. what's true, against itself. If the Station is a Game, then think of the 
Editor as a programmer: he's got the cheat codes, he can edit and 
rewrite the transmission, which you could mistake for reality. But the 
Controller, she's in control of not just the codes, but the box on your 
living room floor, and the room around it, and the space in the air 
between you and it. The football field that the Archon plays upon. She's 
editing, but it's not just the transmissions. What's awesome is, on first 
blush, you can't see any of this: the way she's using the relays and the 
solar activity to save the Doctor from the fates laid out by the Archon, 
whoever he or she is -- the Controller's creepy-looking, and talks like a 
neurotic robot, and she's got wires and shit coming out of her head. But 
it's all there, and it's beautiful. The secret grace inside the machine, the 
heart of the Gamestation, that saves. 


Lady programmer tries to open the Archive with a hand-activated panel 
like we saw in the spike ritual a hundred years ago, and it causes the 
Controller pain: “Archive Six is out of bounds.” The Controller goes a bit 


nuts now, scared and unable to move: “Archive Six is out of bounds. No 
one may enter Archive Six. Return to work.” You'd think she was 
protecting the Archon, his secret transmats -- not hiding things from 

Him. Genius, this. She falls back into herself, muttering. "Return to work. 
Inform all staff: solar flares in delta point seven. 19...20...." That's how 
long until she's free again. 


Jack attaches the Compact Laser Deluxe to the Defabricator and creates 
a gun from it, and possibly a Sopranos reference for himself, and says 
farewell to the ladies: "Got myself a gun! Well, ladies. The pleasure was 
all mine...which is the only thing that matters, in the end." He exits, 
finding himself on Floor 299, and immediately uses his wrist tech thing to 
find the Doctor's two hearts. Good little Companion. 


The Doctor shows Lynda the world, literally, on what looks like a very 
similar observation deck. The whole planet is ugly and mottled, with a 
few patches of light on the surface. "It's always been like that,” Lynda 
says. “Ever since | was born.” She points out “The Great Atlantic Smog 
Storm," which has been going on for twenty years and the safety and 
breathing index on which the news determines for everyone. The Doctor: 
"So, the population just sits there? Half the world's too fat, half the 
world's too thin, and you lot just watch telly?” Stop yelling at me, Davies. 
“Ten thousand channels, all beaming down from here," Lynda says, and 
the Doctor goes on a wobbly that the human race is sheep and whatever, 
and then interrupts himself to ask whether they've still got "that program 
where three people have to live with a bear," and they agree that they 
love the show (Bear With Me), especially the celebrity edition where the 
bear got in the bath. The cruel mistress that is adult ADHD swings him 
right back around on how history's gone wrong, “again,” and that the 
Fourth Great and Bountiful Human Empire is still neither "Great" nor 
“Bountiful.” “Last time | was here, | put it right,” he says, and Lynda 
corrects him: "No, but that's when it first went wrong. A hundred years 
ago, like you said. All the news channels, they just shut down 
overnight.... There was nothing left in their place. No information. The 
whole planet just froze. The government, the economy, they collapsed. 
That was the start of it. One hundred years of hell." Ouch. The Doctor 
swallows his watchmaking diploma with a mighty effort, looking down on 
this ruined place: "| made this world.” 


Anybody ever toppled anything ugly, he or she had to have a pretty high 
self-opinion. You don't play Jesus to the moneychangers, or Satan to a 
lovely couple like Adam and Eve, without a pretty good feeling that 
you've got the stuff to back it up. So | guess that answers that: The 


Doctor's not a god after all, because gods don't fuck up like this. They do 
it, but not in this way. This is hubris. The first commandment of any god 
usually goes, "Don't go thinking you know what I'm up to," and then you 
get smacked after you inevitably forget that one, and start telling people 
what to do, or bringing down information economies all willy-nilly. This is 
the furnace. 


Agorax, the other link other than Rose and Rodrick, screams and goes 
down. "Let's play... The Weakest Link," Anne says, in that way she's got, 
and Rodrick says with a tiny bit of sorrow, without looking: "Right, that's 
the end of tactical voting...you're on your own now." Things we didn't 
see, while the Doctor was realizing what a dickwad he might be, and 
Jack was running around all horribly clothed: Rose selecting one link 
after another for destruction, and watching them die. One after another. 
To save herself. 


Jack comes running up to the Doctor and Lynda all “Hey, handsome!" and 
they embrace and decide to track down Rose, who's in a shielded game 
room. The Doctor gets a bit snippy when Jack informs him of the 
downside of the games, and they work together to find her in the Station 
using Jack's wrist thingy. While the Doctor searches, Lynda and Jack say 
hello, and the Doctor gets shirty about Jack flirting right in front of him. 
"| was just saying hello!" Jack says, grinning, and the Doctor points out 
that there's no difference in Jack World. Lynda pipes up that she's not 
exactly complaining, and there's more flirting. After a lot of 
computer-related bitching and grumpiness about the computers, and 
letting Jack know about the Station's unknown secondary transmissions, 
the Doctor comes clean to Jack. “This whole Bad Wolf thing's tied up with 
me. Someone's manipulating my entire life. It's some sort of trap, and 
Rose is stuck inside it." Which is scary and suspenseful, but doesn't say 
the second part, which is: "...And so am |." These Ahriman tales, they 
always end up with the God stuck inside the prison he created. So | guess 
the question is: is the Doctor strong and smart and good enough to turn 
Lucifer on his own ass? Of course he is! He's awesome! Or if you like the 
Gnostic story better: who's going to be the Sophia that breaks it all back 
down into divinity? 


We cut back and forth from Rose to the A group: As Rose gets another 
One wrong, they locate her floor, and Lynda tells them she's “with the 
Anne Droid." Rodrick gets another one wrong, and then Rose gets one 
right: “Rose, the oldest inhabitant of the Isop Galaxy is the Face of 
what?" But even you know that one: "The Face of Boe." Rodrick and Anne 
are impressed by that one. Jack, Lynda and the Doctor find that even in 


200,000 years give or take, elevators on TV shows still take just as long 
as they have to. Rose and Rodrick are tied in the final round. Rodrick 
answers correctly that "the President of the Red Velvets" was “Hoshbin 
Frane,” and | find that whole thing very interesting, but | don't know 
what it means, other than the dessert. Rose gets the next one wrong -- 
planet of origin for “the dish Gaffabeque” -- and guesses Mars, and not for 
nothing but the correct answer is Lucifer. 


Rodrick's extremely pleased, in a gross sort of way. They both get the 
next ones wrong, so Rodrick's up one and there's only a question left for 
each. The Doctor and his Companions come flying out onto Floor 407, 
where they can hear Anne's voice echoing. Rodrick gets one wrong as 
they locate the correct game room, and start to work on the door just as 
Rose is answering her final question. "Which Icelandic city hosted Murder 
Spree Twenty?" (Does that count as the Series 7 shout-out I've been 
praying for this entire time?) And she names the only Icelandic city 
anybody knows: "Reykjavik?" Aren't there like four total anyhow? Iceland 
is so cool. The correct answer is "Pola Ventura," the game is over, 
Rodrick is the Strongest Link -- he looks over without pity, high on life: 
"You've lost!" | know it's a rough spot, but he's still kind of a dick, isn't he? 


Rose, terrified, begins to beg, asking for the Doctor: “He's got to be here 
somewhere -- he's always here! He wouldn't just leave me!" Anne 
congratulates Rodrick, ignoring her, and Rose's voice rises to a scream: 
"This game is illegal! I'm telling you to stop!" I'm not liking Rose so much 
right now, considering she toned this shit down for the whole game, once 
poor Broff was gone. The floor manager gets distracted, as the Doctor, 
Jack, and Lynda finally come charging into the room. Anne is giving a 
speech: “Rose, you leave this life with nothing...” The Doctor calls out to 
Rose over Anne's speech. Jack and the Doctor scream and cry out for 
them to stop, but nothing can stop the game. The Doctor sprints toward 
Rose. Rose leaves the podium and runs toward him, shouting caution 
about Anne's laser. Anne Droid delivers her "You are the weakest link" 
catch phrase and shoots her laser. Rose screams, and falls, and dies. Feet 
away from the Doctor, his arms still held out toward the space she left 
behind. 


The Doctor crouches and touches dust. The smoke clears around him. He 
stares. Jack threatens Rodrick and the staff with his gun, and when the 
security guards arrive and approach the Doctor, it’s Jack's voice that rings 
out, nearly broken: "Don't you touch him! Leave him alone!" They put 
their guns to the Doctor's head; he does nothing. Jack shouts and curses 
them as his hands are tied, but the Doctor doesn't hear it. The voices go 


away. Even as they're cuffing him, he looks at the dust of Rose, and 
weeps silently. Security gives a speech, it goes unheard. Half of him is 
gone. 


The Doctor's face comes slamming into a grate, as Security searches him 
in the lockup. They pull out his screwdriver, he doesn't move or speak. 
Security asks the Doctor, “Can you tell us the purpose of this device, sir?" 
It doesn't have one. 


Lynda tries to protect the Doctor as they're being interrogated, but the 
guard grabs her roughly by the chin. "I'm asking him." He shoves her. “Sir? 
Can you tell us who you are?" 


The Doctor stands against a wall under a harsh light. He faces us, the 
camera flashes. He turns to the left, in the silence. The camera flashes. 
He turns to the right. 


Security tells the Doctor, “You will be taken from this place to the Lunar 
Penal Colony, there to be held without trial, you may not appeal against 
this sentence.” The Doctor doesn't move or look or hear. Jack doesn't 
move. Lynda shifts but won't look at the men. “Is that understood?” No 
response. Nothing. 


The guard opens the gate. “Let's do it,” says the Doctor. And they do. All 
three leap to their feet: Jack punching and just actually throwing 
people, the Doctor knocking guards out, all grabbing weapons, heading 
upstairs. The male programmer realizes that there might be a problem 
now. 


Jack, Lynda, and the Doctor pile into the lift and head for Floor 500, 
where the male programmer sets off an alarm: "Clear the floor! He's on 
his way up here. With a gun!" The Doctor takes the safety off his gun. He 
is unrecognizable. 


The girl programmer begs the Controller to close the elevator shaft, and 
reminds the staff again that there will be solar flare activity coming 
soon. “Never mind solar flares! He's gonna kill you!" shouts the male 
programmer. And the elevator opens, and out step our heroes, armed 
wildly, looking scary, about to take everybody down. The Doctor can only 
see the Controller. Jack shouts orders to the staff, scattering them to the 
sides of the room. The Doctor shouts up at the Controller: “Who's in 
charge of this place?” She counts the seconds until she is free, doesn't 
even look down. The Doctor: "This Satellite’s more than a Gamestation." 
The Controller continues to count. The Doctor demands to know who 


killed Rose Tyler. The Controller reminds the staff that solar flares will 
commence shortly. The Doctor screams at her for answers. 


The male programmer tells the Doctor that the Controller can't reply, 
and the Doctor swings around on him, making the whole staff shrink away 
in a mix of what I'm guessing is 60% the gun, 40% his very scary face. The 
male programmer begs him not to shoot, and the Doctor calls him “thick.” 
"Like | was ever gonna shoot,” the Doctor says, and he tosses the gun to 
the shocked male programmer. The Doctor tells “Captain” Jack to secure 
the exits against more security. He turns back to the male programmer, 
and asks him to continue. “But I've got your gun," the kid says, mystified. 
The Doctor tells him, “Okay, so shoot me. Why can't she answer?" The 
male programmer stammers for awhile, distracted by the BFG, and 
finally asks the Doctor whether he can put it down. “The Controller is 
linked to the transmissions," the male programmer says. “The entire 
output goes through her brain -- you're not a member of staff, so she 
doesn't recognize your existence." Something fictional. She doesn't have a 
name. The programmer continues, “She was installed when she was five 
years old. That's the only life she’s ever known." And yet, this grace. Jack 
calls out to the Doctor that they're sealed in and safe for about ten 
minutes. “But that stuff you were saying,” says the male programmer. 
“About something going on with the Gamestation: | think you're right. 
Unauthorized transmats...it's been going on for years." The Doctor asks 
him to show them, as Captain Jack's wrist tech notices the TARDIS behind 
the door to Archive Six. As he heads for the door, the lady programmer 
makes him jump a little bit: “You're not allowed in there! Archive Six is 
out of bounds!" Which: welcome to Cathica 2.0. Have you not realized 
that things are shit crazy? Jack brandishes his guns, which are slung 
bandolero-style across his chest: "Do | look like an out-of-bounds sort of 
guy?" Not sure about the dialogue, but the visual is supremely bad-ass. 


Jack enters the room, and finds the TARDIS standing there. He fits the 
key into the lock (SEE?) and enters. The hum and thrum of it is very 
comforting. Just inside the door are a few pieces of clothing, slung over 
the rail, including Jack's jeans and the jacket Rose was wearing when 
they are all abducted. He touches it sadly, and the leans into the TARDIS 
screens: "What the hell?” 


The Controller states, “Solar flare activity at delta point zero." The lady 
programmer complains at the Doctor that the frightened staff should be 
released. He points out that they've been executing hundreds of 
contestants every day and doesn't deserve any favors. She pisses him off 
forevermore: “That's not our fault, we're just doing our jobs." He takes 


away her right to even talk to him, and then tells her to back off, 
disgusted. | think he'd be that grossed out even without the Rose factor. | 
wonder if he's even letting himself go there at all. Some of the engines 
and screens get staticky, and the male programmer explains that the 
solar flares interfere with the broadcast signal, so there are automatic 
power-downs, and they show reruns on Earth. "It's all quite normal," he 
says, as if the Doctor cares about interrupted programming. 


"Doctor..." comes a tiny voice. The lady programmer tries to alert the 
Doctor to the Controller, but he still hates her. The lady programmer 
ignores his disregard, and tells the Docotr, "| think she wants you.” He 
turns around to look at the Controller, and strides toward her. "Doctor? 
Doctor? Where's the Doctor?" He stands before her. The Controller: "Can't 
see. I'm blind. So blind. All my life, blind. All | can see is numbers, but | 
saw you.” | like to think that this isn’t just grace; | like to think of Suki 
tapping away somewhere long ago. “Solar flares hiding me. They can't 
hear me -- my -- my masters, they always listen, but they can't hear me 
now. The sun. The sun is so bright...." She explains that she's wired so 
she cannot utter the names of her masters. laldabaoth, Saklas, Samael. 
The Controller: "They control my thoughts, my masters... my masters, | 
had to be careful. They monitor the transmissions, but they don't watch 
the programs. | could hide you inside the games." Everybody stares. The 
Doctor gives her the cold look: "Doesn't matter." He freaks out on her 
about that -- again, she's like a Cassandra, never lying but telling all of it 
backwards -- but she continues, telling it as fast as she can without 
saying anything she can't say. “They've been hiding. My masters, hiding in 
the dark space, watching and shaping the Earth. So, so, so many years. 
They've always been there. Guiding humanity, hundreds and hundred of 
years. They wait. They plan and grow in numbers, they're strong now. So 
strong, my masters --" | thought, who's that guy, not the Master, but the 
one that looks like the Jigsaw Killer. Davros. Somebody behind it. She 
adds, “But they speak of you. My masters, they fear the Doctor." You 
know what, | think we've been played. 


“Tell me! Who are they?" The Doctor screams, but the Controller gasps, 
and the lights come back on. These conversations take place in the dark, 
the light eclipsed by the sun -- that’s hardcore. The next solar flare isn't 
for two years. Jack comes running in about the TARDIS, and the Doctor 
informs him they aren't leaving just yet, but Jack already knows that. 
Without being really informative -- he's a shower, not a teller -- he 
demonstrates the truth about the disintegration beams by...killing Lynda 
with a Y. 


The Doctor wigs on Jack, but Jack just smiles beautifully and presses 
another button. Lynda appears, bedazzled but still cogent enough to ask 
what the hell just happened. Jack explains to everybody that it's a 
transmat beam, a secondary system that makes like disintegration but 
actually takes the victims elsewhere. "People don't get killed in the 
games! They get transported across space! Doctor, Rose is still alive!" 
They throw their arms around each other, laughing giddily. 


Rose wakes on the floor, and as we pull back you can see it's a spaceship, 
which hums in a way you might recognize if you've been to this bistro 
before now. "It can't be..." she gasps, shoving herself backwards, and 
there's a sickening lurch as we cut to a memorable POV, target centered 
square on Rose. She stands up huffing: “But you're dead! | saw you die!" 
Backed up against the wall, trying to edge away, as a Dalek plunger 
comes out at her. | guess | asked for this. 


As the Doctor runs around like a giddy chicken with its soul restored, the 
Controller's voice rings out again, full of the pain of betraying her 
unnamable lords and masters. “Co-ordinates 5.6.1..." she says, and even 
as the Doctor frantically types them out, he begs her to stop. "The solar 
flare’s gone, they'll hear you!" She cries out with pain, and continues in 
the midst of it. "...434. No. My masters, no! | defy you!" She screams out 
the sequence, and then she just screams, and when he looks up, the 
Doctors sees the wires fall away, niche empty, Controller gone. 


The Controller appears on the floor of the spaceship, ports open and 
gagging all over where the wires were. And she stands, back straight. 
And she looks with her blind eyes at the place where her masters stand, 
and she is proud. Grace can be brave, it's not always a hug. More often 
than not, it's a slap. Justice isn't Mercy. Sometimes it brings the whole 
down. "Oh, my masters..." Behind her, you can see them advancing. She 
almost laughs in her glee. "You can kill me. For | have brought your 
destruction." And her skeleton shines brightly, and she falls to the floor. 
The only hero in at least a hundred years of history. 


Jack and the male programmer flirt at great length about the transmat 
logs, and again the Doctor tells him to chill. The lady programmer, who | 
guess is now provisionally okay Excellently asks the Doctor to explain 
what's going on, and he tells her: "Going way back -- installing the 
Jagrafess a hundred years ago. Someone's been playing a long game. 
Controlling the Human Race from behind the scenes for generations." 
Jack reveals the location that the second transmat is taking them, and 
girl programmer is like, “There's nothing there.” Which is the point: 


"Looks like nothing," says the Doctor. “That's what this satellite does. 
Underneath the transmission, there's another signal...hiding whatever's 
out there. Hiding it from sonar, radar, scanner.... There's something 
sitting right on top of Planet Earth...but it's completely invisible." 


The Doctor cancels the signal, and before them lies a spaceship, 
revolving slowly, tearing his eyes wider. A chorus begins to scream, in 
Hebrew, and what they are asking is: "What is happening?" | feel kind of 
guilty for wishing they'd come back (or maybe the guilt is just a natural 
response whenever | hear Hebrew these days). We zoom out on hundreds 
more, all the same. Jack gasps that it's impossible, that "they" were all 
destroyed. "Obviously, they survived," says the Doctor, who's had kind of 
a big day and can be forgiven for being a bit blasA© this late in the 
afternoon. Over Lynda's unheard questions, his fear rises. “Two hundred 
ships. More than two thousand on board each one. That's just about half 
a million of them." The male programmer asks "Half a million what?" and 
the Doctor answers: "Daleks." 


The Daleks swarm around Rose, having a time of it, freaking out that the 
Doctor's located them, and they immediately summon her as a hostage 
and open a channel to the Gamestation. “I will talk to the Doctor,” says 
one. "Oh, will you?” the Doctor snits. “That's nice. Hello!" And then the 
Doctor's grin fades quickly. A Dalek announces, “The Dalek Stratagem 
nears completion. The Fleet is almost ready. You will not intervene.” And 
the reason why the Doctor won't intervene is because the Daleks have 
Rose. She stares at the Doctor on the screen and shivers. "No," the Doctor 
says, and everyone on Gamestation gives a giant "SAY WHAT?" On the 
Dalek ship, Rose's mouth hangs open a bit wider than usual. 


“Explain yourself,” shrieks a Dalek, and the Doctor repeats his response. 
This bit is like a spelling bee: "What is the meaning of this negative?” He 
explains that it means "No," and the Dalek tries to reiterate that that 
means Rose is toast. 


And the Doctor stands. "No. Because this is what I'm gonna do: I'm gonna 
rescue her. I'm going to save Rose Tyler from the middle of the Dalek 
Fleet, and then I'm going to save the Earth, and then just to finish off, 
I'm going wipe every last stinking Dalek out of the sky!" But the Dalek 
points out that they have no weapons, no defenses, no plans. And then 
the Doctor's grin, lots of teeth: “Yeah. And doesn't that scare you to 
death?" It would seem so, based on what little | understand of Dalek 
nonverbal communication. The Doctor continues: "Rose?" And she eagerly 
replies, “Yes, Doctor?” The Doctor: “I'm coming to get you.” 


The Doctor hangs up on them, and the Daleks freak the hell out, 
screaming about this and that, how the Doctor is “initiating hostile 
action" and that they must advance "the Strategem" and once again try to 
invade Earth. They wheel around and look ridiculous, and if they would 
shut up their creepy-ass terrifying voices it would be like the funniest 
thing. Rose just kind of Froggers her way out of their mess, and the 
camera pulls out as the thousands of Daleks onboard come to one voice, 
synchronized -- and you know what they're screaming. 


So here's the score heading into the last inning. Or more properly, here's 
my wish list with one episode to go, based on proving something to 
somebody or something. Or more properly, where the tightrope game I've 
been playing unspoiled not only dumps me on my face in front of 
everybody who reads this and already knows better, but also sets me up 
for unbelievable disappointment no matter what happens. I've got this 
feeling that the "Long Game" recap might be the best one, in addition to 
being my favorite episode, because | think that whoever re-created 
Satellite Five into the Gamestation, whoever installed the Jagrafess, is 
something amazing and scary, behind the unthinking Dalek. | just don't 
think we're there yet. They're not clever and when they are it's as 
bad-asses, from what | understand. Their whole thing is “obey” -- they 
don't have the ego necessary for this -- to be a god. Either somebody big, 
equal to/greater than the Dalek, or somebody small, like the Gelth. And 
that maybe there's somebody we don't know about, like Face of Boe, who 
is large, and has been mentioned twice. But here's what I'm thinking: 
we're not done with the Demiurge and Archon stuff. | think that it could 
be true that the evil prison guard "God" next week might even have 
forgotten his/her/their glory, and gotten trapped in his own creation. 
Like, Cathica could easily be what's above the Controller: something 
lovely become something ugly. How the Controller was something ugly 
and scary that turned out to be amazing and angelic. Or maybe it's a 
normal person going nuts and thinking he’s God. (Adam somehow?) My 
Cylon-loving heart doesn't want to see Dalek at the disposal of something 
higher -- it dilutes their meaning. What happens if you draw the line from 
Mercy to Justice and then just keep drawing until you're off the page and 
then off your desk and on into the dark places. God as Wave of 
Mutilation. 


So that's thing one: the God/Demiurge thing is going to come back with a 
vengeance, and Nine's already a God, so that means Rose has to do 
whatever it is, because Lynda’s ass is grass and the Controller got 
zapped. I'd love her as a Sophia figure, somehow bringing the light of God 
into the paltry trap/matter/cage of the false reality. Taking it apart and 


restoring the divine. Seems unlikely given her pointlessness/suckiness the 
past few episodes. It would make me feel smart, anyhow. The reason | 
was so taken with my Gnostic and Zoroastrian stories in "Long Game" was 
because | like the subversive take on Lucifer as Redeemer: that if you're 
trapped in the maze with the Devil, and the Devil wants out, then who is 
the bad or good guy? And isn't "God" just a fake out for the real God? Ask 
Milton. But | doubt that's how it'll shake out, like | said. | can't see this 
show going to the Goddess of Truth vs. the Imperfect Watchmaker route. 
Still, it's nice to fantasize. Especially given this latest development of the 
Doctor setting himself up as the False God and seeing how wrong things 
went for his little insignificant ordinary people, that didn't manage to 
work it out. Things that go “click” make me feel very smart and | like to 
feel smart. Power over the narrative. 


And Bad Wolf? Total gyp this week. | feel like at this point Bad Wolf 
cannot be something bad. It has to be something beautiful, because all 
the ugly things are beautiful and all the seemingly normal things are 
ugly, on this show. Another chance at grace. What's the most beautiful 
thing a wolf could be? Maybe Nancy figures in? That seems a bit too 
Farscape, bringing in supporting characters at the last second. But then, 
that's the Dalek, basically, from the brink of extinction. So | think Bad 
Wolf will be...not even a warning, maybe. Something beautiful. If | wrote 
it, the light of the TARDIS would factor in, but that's just because I've 
been obsessed since “Father's Day" with the TARDIS as an angel, (aggelos, 
messenger, minister of grace), as a connection to the true God that is 
Everything, the infinity of timespace and everything that ever was or will 
be, in its complex wonder. How could she not be? All this giving and 
taking away of keys and such as a way of demonstrating love and 
intimacy. Love being the key that gets you inside. And after Blon, that 
seems to be how the show thinks, too. But it's such a random, 
late-introduced concept that | don't think it would seem realistic in the 
forty year historical aspect of the show. Deus Ex Machina as deus ex 
machina. Still, | can see the angel TARDIS sending out the Bad Wolf in 
some way, trying to translate reality into something that the Doctor 
would understand. | think | want the TARDIS to just be the Bad Wolf, 
Medium As Message-style. Imagine that much love. If the loud, crashing, 
bright scary thing that was coming to get you was God all along. And He 
was only coming to take you home. 


ALL THE UMBRELLAS IN LONDON 
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The Parting Of The Ways (2) - The season ends. Captain Jack dies. Leto the God 
Emperor of Suck spectacularly dies. The Doctor dies. Rose...doesn't. Bad Wolf is 
revealed. The first and last enemy is defeated. Plans are made for Barcelona. 


Last week, Rose died. That was sad. And the Doctor was sad, and that 
was hard. But then she wasn't really dead -- just hanging out with Daleks 
waving their things at her, and that was bad. But then the Doctor said, 
"I'm coming to get you,” and that was fantastic. 


So the Doctor does. Inside the Dalek ship, the Daleks are predictably 
freaking out. It's always the whole Beanie Baby frenzy with those guys. A 
Dalek shouts to Rose, “You know the Doctor! You understand him! You 
will predict his actions!" Rose says that in fact, other than what he just 
told them, which was to basically fuck off, that she doesn't have any 
inside scoop, but that they, you know, probably should. The Daleks go 
wild, all, "Predict! Predict! Predict!" They want the information and they 
think that she's got it. One of them notices the TARDIS is on its way, “in 
flight,” which is a funny way to describe the TARDIS doing anything, and 
they launch missiles. Rose wigs because it's just the TARDIS. No defenses; 
just a working connection to the infinite and a phone that doesn't talk to 
anything. “You'll kill him!" Rose yells, which is an interesting thing for her 
to be worried about, considering she's right now on the Black Freighter 
her own self. "You have predicted correctly," says one of them. We'll find 
out why in a second, but the whole thing sounds really off: aren't the 
Daleks usually pretty decisive? Like they can't even float around without 
making these big declaratives: “Elevate! Exterminate!” But now they just 
want to know what's going to happen next. 


Missiles come shooting at the TARDIS, which is indeed flying through 
space, as Jack and the Doctor do that random made-up sci-fi TARDISing 
with buttons and levers and whatever. Everything's shaking. The missiles 
actually connect, but Captain Jack confirms that they've got a “fully 
functional forcefield" happening...thanks to MI-5 Margaret's surfboard! 
That is awesome! 


TARDIS goes “vworp, vworp.” | mean, of course it really doesn't, but we'll 
pretend that is the sound it makes, because that's what we've been doing 
for forty years. Rose watches as the TARDIS and the Doctor take 
for-freaking-ever to materialize. The Doctor shouts at Rose to hit the 
deck, and the Daleks go all "Exterminate," and Jack uses the Defabricator 
gun he made to bounce the lasers back at them. One of them dies 


screaming, and there's smoke all over, and Rose gets kind of wiggly: “You 
did it!" The Doctor grabs her without talking. She says that she never 
doubted him, and he admits that he really kinda did. The Doctor has not 
seen this show, | guess. Well, last week, the Doctor saw Rose die and also 
realized he'd ruined Earth permanently, so | guess he's got reason to 
worry things aren't going to go swimmingly. I'm not in the habit of 
doubting him. Jack comes running up and demands a hug from Rose, but 
jokes that he was talking about the Doctor. Jack and Rose embrace 
sweetly, and Jack notes that the big Defabricator gun -- which people 
kept not shooting last week -- only had the one shot in it. The Doctor 
kneels to check out the fallen Dalek with his screwdriver, and outside the 
TARDIS there's a creepy voice that says, “Patience, my brethren.” That'll 
be God, | think. 


Rose asks the Doctor how come there's a Dalek, and Jack says the rumor 
on the international time traveler circuit was that they all just 
disappeared at once. The Doctor fills Captain Jack in on the Time War: 
",..With the whole of creation at stake. My people were destroyed, but 
they took the Daleks with them.” Apparently so. The Doctor mumbles 
that he “almost” thought it was worth it, but now it seems clear that his 
people died for nothing. Rose says that, given how the one singular Dalek 
they dealt with before almost ruined them -- not to mention fucking with 
the Doctor's head to an upsetting degree -- the concept of encountering 
“thousands” is less than appetizing, and the Doctor gets all cheery and 
irritating: "No good standing ‘round here chin-wagging!" He cracks on 
humanity slightly, always a sign that he's more stressed than he's letting 
on, and says that they'd better talk to the Daleks. Then the Doctor totally 
just walks out of the TARDIS and out into the Dalek ship like they need to 
have a friendly chat, something along the lines of, "Why didn't my 
genocide work on you? Can you help me fix that? Just stand over here." 
Oh, okay. 


“Exterminate! Exterminate! Et cetera!" But the extrapothingy forcefield 
makes all the lasers just bounce off, for a couple yards around the 
TARDIS. Jack and Rose creep cautiously out behind the Doctor, because 
they are not crazy like his ass. The Doctor: “Is that it? Useless! Null 
points!" (Which is a Eurovision joke, about Norway. Poor Daleks, at the 
mercy of Russell Davies having apparently discovered every single TV 
show in the past two weeks.) The Doctor fully does the Rockaway and 
just stares at the Daleks like the asses that they are. He calls out very 
blustery to his Companions, "It's alright, come on out. That forcefield can 
hold back anything!" And Captain Jack, no stranger to bravado, stupidly 
says, “Almost anything.” | don't know why he said that, but it doesn't 


signify in the episode, so that's good. Maybe a Delta wave could take it 
down? Is that the point of that little aside? Anyway. The Doctor steps 
closer to the silent assembled Daleks and gets quite serious: "Do you 
know what they call me in the ancient legends of the Dalek Homeworld? 
The Oncoming Storm. You might've removed all your emotions, but | 
reckon that right down deep in your DNA, there's one little spark left: 
and that's fear. Doesn't it just burn when you face me?" That's not 
bravado; that's fantastic. The Daleks get twitchy. So would you, if 
somebody said that shit to you. | had a whole deal here about the seven 
evil demons of Assyrian mythology (One is “a furious Wolf, who knoweth 
not to flee;" another is “a storm, an evil wind, which takes vengeance"), 
but whatever, you can Google it as easy as pie if you're into that sort of 
thing: looks like it’s Paul Cornell's take on Ka Faraq Gatri. The Doctor 
turns to the Daleks: "So, tell me -- how did you survive the Time War?" 


“They survived through me,” says a creepy voice. It's like a Dalek voice, 
but not neurotic, pretty deep. Kind of Bad Wolfy, actually. The Doctor 
turns around and suddenly a towering shape is lit up: A huge monster of a 
Dalek, that purple vomit guy inside a clear tank with a giant Dalek head 
dome on top and buttresses going up with those bumps on them. It 
sounds silly and | guess it should be. Maybe it's the way it's lit, but it is 
actually very scary and you don't really have time to think to yourself, 
“purple vomit with buttresses.” The Doctor answers the Excellent 
Question nobody asked: "Rose, Captain. This is the Emperor of the 
Daleks.” | was confused that the Doctor knew that, but there have been 
other Emperors, it turns out, and the Emperor doesn't actually call 
himself that at any point, because as expected, he calls himself "God." 
God explains that the Doctor's “inferno” did, in fact, take the Daleks out, 
but his ship survived the inferno and he lived and just went bouncing 
through time. Just like the other one. Who committed suicide. These are 
the options? Kill yourself or become God? Even purple vomits need mood 
stabilizers sometimes. 


Well. The same thing happened to the Doctor, surviving and getting 
bounced around after the War, and we don't know for sure that he didn't 
do one or both at some point after that. | wonder what happened to the 
Eight Doctor? Lots of people have pointed out that his weird behavior at 
Rose's house the day they met might mean that he had just regenerated 
that day. | don't want to think about it. That's too much pain for 
anybody. The Doctor starts to tell Him that they get it, because they 
already went through it in 2012, and the other less-awesome Daleks freak 
on him not to interrupt. The Companions jump, but the Doctor's not 
having it: "I'm the Doctor. If there's one thing | can do, it's talk. I've got 


five billion languages, and you haven't got one way of stopping me. So if 
anybody's gonna shut up, it’s you!" | don't necessarily understand the logic 
there, but | don't suppose you need to speak Doctor to translate it. The 
“fuck off some more" comes through pretty clear -- clear enough that 
that Daleks kind of shuffle back a little bit. He smiles back up at God: 
“Okey doke. So, where were we?" 


God: "We waited here in the dark space, damaged but rebuilding. 
Centuries passed, and we quietly infiltrated the systems of Earth. 
Harvesting the waste of humanity. The prisoners, the refugees, the 
dispossessed -- they all came to us." And remember that a hundred years 
ago, the Doctor engineered the perfect fertile ground for the 
Gamestation, and it got easier. God continues: "The bodies were filtered, 
pulped, sifted. The seed of the Human Race is perverted. Only one cell in 
a billion was fit to be nurtured." Rose starts getting kind of barfy in the 
face. She hates it when you use corpses for fun. The Doctor clarifies that 
the new army of Daleks is made of human dead folks, and Rose -- clearly 
a biology major, if she hadn't dropped out -- suggests that this means the 
Daleks are “half human." God calls these words “blasphemy,” and the 
Daleks say the weirdest thing they ever said: "Do not blaspheme!" | like 
it, but | don't like it, because like | said last week, | don't want them 
blunted. Seeing them following this doctrinaire weirdness about God and 
whatever makes me somehow sad. But then, he's not really God, and 
they're not really Daleks. Not that He'd agree on either point: “Everything 
human has been purged. | cultivated pure and blessed Dalek.” The Doctor 
wonders how the Daleks can even conceive of blasphemy, and he's very 
creeped out, because it’s very creepy to hear them talk like that. God: “I 
reached into the dirt and made new life. | am the God of all Daleks!" The 
Doctor's like, "Fuck." He was not expecting that. How could you? He's 
seen the Daleks go crazy a bunch of times in a bunch of places, but never 
anything this stupid. 


The Daleks chant, “Worship him! Worship him! Worship him!" The Doctor 
worries back at Rose how deeply crazy these creatures have gotten -- "A 
hundred years hiding in silence, that's enough to drive anyone mad" -- 
and walks toward them with something like pity: "...But it’s worse than 
that. Driven mad by your own flesh. The stink of humanity. You hate your 
own existence. And that makes them more deadly than ever.” If your 
whole thing is destroying, then | guess that is pretty sad. Driven to 
destroy something that you actually are. Built on not just a total lie, but 
a really crazy one. Albeit one that we perpetrate all the time. The 
Doctor turns to God: "We're going.” As they off for the TARDIS, God 
bitches at them that they can't leave His presence, and the Daleks all 


complain and whine and scream about "exterminating," but it’s no good. 
Crazy religious fanatics are like internet trolls or addicts: they need your 
attention to survive because they don't like it on their side of the fence 
and they need you to validate it. Inside, the Doctor drops his chin to his 
chest, because crazy and pathetic or not, they are still a giant problem. 
Specifically, his giant problem. Again. But like, if anybody tells you 
anything along these lines? That they know more than you, and that gives 
them power. Or that they created you, so they own you. Or that you 
should listen to them and not question it. Or that you don't have a duty 
to investigate the real truth about everything you put in your body -- 
whether it's through your mouth or your eyes or your ears -- and see how 
it tastes to you. And hold yourself up against whatever they tell you, and 
see if it feels right or if you want to know more than they're telling you 
... the best policy is to disobey. Always. Even if it's just in your heart, 
even if it's just that second long enough to make sure. All this philosophy 
and mythology and religious claptrap is nothing compared to what this 
show is telling you: Just disobey. 


Parts of this next scene were cut, but | like them -- so they're staying in. 
Lynda with a "Y" waits for them on Floor 500, thinking how the Doctor 
made sure her life had no meaning and then explained in depth to her 
that her life has no meaning. The TARDIS arrives, and the Doctor comes 
out like a bullet: “Turn everything up. All transmissions, wide open, full 
power. Now! Do it!" The programmers step into line and ask Excellent 
Questions. By turning up all the transmissions past eleven, the Doctor'll 
be able to keep the Daleks off the Satellite. | like that because it calls 
back to the secondary transmission that covered up the fact that the 
losers were being transmatted, but also it has to do with the 
information: if you can't stop the signal, you can at least drown it in 
noise. Like the Controller last week pretending that the Doctor and Rose 
were fictional, recuperating the Editor's perversions of reality back into 
grace. Male programmer tells the Doctor that they attempted to warn 
Earth, but ended up getting their license suspended for stopping the TV 
shows. The Doctor gets set for a wobbly that Earth would rather be 
content and defenseless than bored and scared, but notices Lynda is still 
there, and the Doctor about smacks the male programmer for not 
evacuating her. "Didn't want to leave you," she smiles up at the Doctor, 
and Rose...well, | mean. It’s the Doctor. | already kind of hate Lynda. If 
you were Rose...? Hoo. Maybe the Daleks won't have the chance. Lady 
programmer says that her ass would be gone too, but there weren't 
enough shuttles. There are a hundred people stranded on Floor Zero, in 
fact. Which | guess means Lynda saved somebody. 


Down on Floor Zero, everybody's wandering and being worried, except for 
Rodrick de Carabas from last week, who is, predictably, being a dick and 
wondering where his money is, even though everybody else is clearly 
edging on panic. Upstairs, male programmer tells the room -- "Oh my 
God!" he says -- that the Daleks are on the way, and on the ship, God's 
going nuts some more: "Purify the Earth with fire. The planet will 
become my temple and we shall rise. This will be our Paradise!" And the 
ships move towards the Satellite, far above the Earth. | don't even know 
what He's talking about. | prefer minimalism in decorating, too, but, as 
with anything, moderation is probably best. 


Up on Floor 500, while everybody stares, the Doctor rips wires out of 
decks and wigs loudly: “Dalek plan -- big mistake. Because what have 
they left me with? Anyone? Anyone? Oh, come on, it's obvious. A great big 
transmitter! This station! If | can change the signal, fold it back, 
sequence it...anyone?" Captain Jack works it out: a "Delta wave" of "Van 
Cassadyne energy" that will fry your brain if you get in the way. | don't 
know. Delta waves are for sleeping, which is the opposite of what they're 
trying to do, but delta is change in the calculus, so maybe we just ignore 
it. (Oh, here we are, the Fifth Doctor built a “delta wave augmenter" to 
... help somebody sleep. Fuck it. Wave of Change.) Jack and the Doctor 
hop around like boyfriends about the Delta wave and Rose is about to 
join in when Lynda gets her "Y" all up in the mix instead, shutting Rose's 
mouth like a trap: "Well, get started and do it then!" Which is probably 
more to the point than anything Rose might've come out with, these 
days, anyway. Even with a brain “as clever as" his own, the Doctor’ says 
that they're still looking at three days to build the wave...and the Dalek 
are arriving in twenty-two minutes. But the Doctor just continues to 
frantically pull cables out...but he does smile in that way he has, so | 
guess it'll be all right. 


Jack explains that they can't get blown up because of the forcefield, but 
realizes that the Daleks will still come rolling in physically onto the 
Gamestation -- and that they will have cottoned to the Delta wave 
concept, as well. He points to a schematic of the Gamestation and shows 
the rest of them how he's going to concentrate the magic surfboard 
vibrations around the top five levels, so the Daleks will have to come in 
at 494 and fight their way up. Fight who? Excellent question. Fight 
Captain Jack. And anybody on Gamestation who's up for a tussle. Which 
amounts to...Captain Jack. See what reality TV does to people? Even 
with Jack's nonsense about "bastic bullets” (which we've seen in older 
stories), lady programmer is like, "Um, can you count? There are five 
people here." The Doctor calls to Rose to help him with the futile 


wire-stripping and Delta prep, and the lady programmer is like, “And now 
there are four of us." Jack orders them to move out -- all four of them -- 
like when he was being all Riley Finn in "Boom Town.” As usual, it is very 
thrilling, as Jack makes orders: "Move it! Into the [elevator!] lift! Isolate 
the [elevator!] lift controls!" Everybody runs off, and Lynda comes up to 
say "thanks, | suppose” to the Doctor. She promises to do her best. So 
does he. Rose's hilarious face is behind them, all "What's the word for 
exterminate times a thousand?” as she tries to create a Lynda-centered 
Delta wave with the power of her mind. But to be fair, the Doctor and 
Lynda come a whisper close to fully kissing, in an awkward "Do | hug my 
brother-in-law right now or is that gay" kind of way. The wire in her 
hands gets stripped like no wire has ever been stripped before. It's like, 
"Lady, leave me something." 


"It's been fun!" Jack says to the Doctor, and | mean that's what his mouth 
says. What his eyes are saying is a lot sadder and a lot braver: “But | 
guess this is goodbye." Rose snaps that there is no reason to doubt this is 
going to come off beautifully: "The Doctor's gonna do it, you just watch 
him!" Jack takes Rose's face in his hands, and... Karen and | have decided 
to blame Captain Jack for the ensuckening of Rose. The theory is that on 
the page, he's nothing -- a cipher, this Eros element that revitalizes and 
radicalizes and calls into question the Doctor/Companion relationship by 
his very existence, but then is just basically pretty -- but Barrowman has 
a cheery Trickster menace naturally, and lends a darkness and 
complexity to the role simply because he's been through the kind of shit 
we're supposed to impute for Jack but never get around to seeing. And 
then there's Billie, who is gifted -- but had been dealing with the 
contained nuclear blast that is Eccleston, every day, alone, for nine 
intense episodes, and reacts to the Barrowman energy by pulling back 
and becoming younger and flirtier, instead of choosing to get real on our 
asses. (And | do think it's a choice, because at the end of the episode she 
shows her capability to be authoritative and powerful.) So it's like they're 
not even written on the same page, and it minimizes them both. And 
there are all these adventures we've never seen, but that's emotional 
shorthand to get us to believe that they love each other, and luckily, it 
works. But | think that's Barrowman and not Billie doing that, and that 
sucks, because he has the easiest job in the world -- be sexy and 
conflicted -- and she has the hardest: be a normal person no matter what 
happens. 


So. First kiss. If this is alchemy, there will be three. Jack takes her face 
in his hands and looks at her with love, and passion, and more sincerity 
than honestly could have been imagined, given the limits of the 


character as designed. Which is the point. And Jack says, "Rose. You are 
worth fighting for." And she is. And he kisses her. 


"Wish I'd never met you, Doctor,” says Captain Jack, taking the Doctor's 
face in his hands, very close. Full of love. "Il was much better off as a 
coward," he says, and he kisses the Doctor. That's two. And it is good. 


Jack then executes a very Yogi Bear kind of self-Launched run toward the 
elevator, shouting out, “See you in hell!” Already there, that's the point. 
The Doctor and Rose watch him leave, and Rose starts telling lies again: 
"He's gonna be alright, isn't he?” The Doctor looks at her, but he doesn't 
have anything to say: Jack's a hero. He's going to die. Back to ex-Gnostic 
Saint Augustine and I'll keep it short: as a sincere Platonist and 
rationalist, his Trinitarian explorations are kind of mind-blowingly 
Aspergers-ish, as any good saint's detail-oriented overthinking should be. 
They always start with the friggin’ diagrams when it gets too close to the 
uniterable. But he had this idea about how the Holy Trinity was mirrored 
in every human soul through memory, knowledge and will. Everything 
that ever was, the ability to analyze it, and the will to commit to the 
process -- and that’s God, which is about as Gnostic 101 as you can get. 
And, as he saw it, the restoration of the divine was a three-part act of 
faith: holding God in your mind, contemplating the truth of God, and 
delighting in it. Retentio, contemplatio, dilectio. Each of the three 
supporting the others, leading to a meditative ecstatic experience of 
God, which cannot be put into words. | think you know where I'm headed 
with this, but for now: Captain Jack is the Will. Even without his 
memories, he delights in the truth (and the now) in a way that the 
Doctor can only get to about half the time -- given his cosmic ADD and 
soul-crushing guilt. 


See? Painless. Two kisses. Jack speaks to the strandees on Floor Zero, 
who are in no mood for a speech and have started to crazily babble with 
fear. Finally, Jack fires off a couple rounds and they finally get quiet: 
"One last time. Any more volunteers?” And | mean: these are the people 
the Doctor and the Daleks created. They like watching each other get 
blown up on TV and they don't have to stuff to get bugged about it. 
There aren't any Suki's left. | expected, last week, that Rose would do 
this, be the agent provocateur, because of her Hero's Quest stuff. That 
the search for knowledge would lead her to be the Sophia and cause a 
revolution against God. | was aiming...a bit low, last week. Near Jack 
stand a few volunteers -- Lynda, the programmers (glad to have you with 
us, Girl One) -- and the rest are very cagey about all this. Jack's very 
horror-movie exasperated, but keeps the burn quiet: “There's an army. 


About to invade this station. | need every last citizen to mount a 
defense." And who should start up out of nowhere bitching and getting all 
false prophet but fucking Rodrick: “Don't listen to him! There aren't any 
Daleks! They disappeared thousands of years ago!" And you know what, it 
scans emotionally. The dialogue's a bit thick, but it makes sense that 
Rodrick would have pushed himself this far. | guess | don’t hate him 
anymore -- not that | won't giggle when he dies, but | mean: you wanna 
admit there are wolves at the door? When you just escaped certain 
death? Coming from the Fourth Still-Not-Great-But-Pretty-Bountiful? Who 
would? The PA from Rose's Weakest Link stint steps forward, out of 
nowhere but her grace. She nods at Jack, who is grateful in the eyes for 
her. Jack: “Thanks. As for the rest of you...the Daleks will enter the 
station at Floor 494 and as far as | can tell, they'll head up. Not down. 
But that's not a promise. So here's a few words of advice: keep quiet. And 
if you hear fighting up above -- if you hear us dying -- then tell me that 
the Daleks aren't real.” Rings false, doesn't matter, but | mean: they're 
going to know either way. | say, fuck ‘em. Can't expect better, so you 
shouldn't rub it in. Another Gaffer Davies activist moment, | think, which 
always hit my personal ears wrong and | know it's just my personal deal. 
"Don't make a sound," says Jack again, and orders his eight heroes back 
onto the elevator. 


Rose and the Doctor sit alone on the floor, working peacefully together 
on the Delta futility. "Suppose..." begins Rose, but doesn't finish the 
thought, because of the information. He pushes her, and finally she 
admits -- Excellently indeed -- to wondering why he can't just TARDIS 
back to last week and blow some shit up or something. He keeps working, 
answering her mildly, because they both already know the answer, pretty 
much: "Soon as the TARDIS lands in that second, | become part of events. 
Stuck in the timeline.” She's like, “Yeah, that's pretty much what | 
thought, but the TARDIS being magic and all, | thought maybe you just 
hadn't thought about it.” The whole conversation is such a lovely human 
moment, like the sixth time you look for your keys in the same place -- 
thinking that it's worth a shot -- even though you're already a half-hour 
late for the interview. "There's another thing the TARDIS could do -- it 
could take us away," says the Doctor, and Rose smiles over at him with 
that cute, loving, small smile. “We could leave, let history take its 
course," he says. "We'd go to Marbella in 1989." (That's the year Spain 
joined NATO, and the Warsaw Pact and Iron Curtain ended, and that's all 
| got as far as Doctor-adjacent activities. Unless he means the 
neighborhood in Panama City, with Noriega and all that, but that's a 
pretty obscure, American reference.) “Yeah, but you'd never do that," 
she almost whispers. The Doctor finally looks into Rose's eyes: "No, but 


you could ask." She is silent, and he loves her, and says, “Never even 
occurred to you, did it?" Rose laughs it off like a shopgirl -- “Well, I'm just 
too good!" -- but that’s not why he loves her, at this moment. Creu Gwir 
fel gwydr o ffwrnais awen. She's created her truth, in the furnace of 
inspiration, and doesn't even remember what it was like to be a petty 
human like that. She'd rather die than leave them behind. In her resolve, 
horizons sing. He loves her for her insignificance, reaching higher; and 
the fact that she'd die for a planet populated by veal: how many times 
has she watched her world die now? The wave of change begins to build. 


Very excitedly, the Doctor and Rose go check out the futility on the 
monitors, and his grin falls like it was meant to, and she asks a 
meaningless question as his head drops to his knees. The Doctor gives her 
a lie in response, because he loves her. But Rose know something is up: 
"Is that bad? How bad is it?” And oh, the perky spark in his eyes, bright 
like a fever, as he jumps up, to anyone's eyes overjoyed. “Rose Tyler, 
you're a genius!" He plants a kiss on her head, but it's a shadow, an echo, 
a lie: "We can do it! If | use the TARDIS to cross my old timeline.... Yes!" 


The Doctor fires himself toward the TARDIS. Rose follows close behind. If 
he just keeps talking he won't have to say anything; he won't betray 
himself. Remember Pete Tyler's apartment? How she just kept talking? 
"Hold that down, and keep position!" the Doctor shouts, excited, pointing 
at a level, ignoring Rose's questions. She holds it down, unknowingly 
canceling the forcefield, giving the TARDIS a way out. The Doctor: "If I'm 
very clever -- and I'm more than clever, I'm brilliant -- | might just save 
the world. Or rip it apart." She says that she'd go for the first one, 
cutely, and he agrees: "Now, I've just got to go and power up the 
Gamestation. Hold on!" He runs out again, so happy and full of energy 
that you know the Daleks are screwed. And the TARDIS door shuts behind 
him, and his face goes cold, and he stops running, and turns around. 


Inside the TARDIS, Rose waits for him, equally excited, loving this part. 
The Doctor raises his screwdriver and points it at the TARDIS. And the 
engines start to run. "Doctor, what're you doing?" Rose shouts from 
inside. "Can | take my hand off? It's moving!" And outside, the Doctor 
keeps the screwdriver steady. Rose panics and tosses herself at the 
doors. He's always leaving, and it always hurts, no matter how many 
times it happens. Ask Jack in an hour. Rose: “Doctor, let me out! Doctor, 
what have you done?” And the TARDIS fades away, and the Doctor's alone. 
It's been bad before, when they've been separated, but at least when 
Rose died he could cry about it. This time it was his idea. 


Rose pounds on the door as the TARDIS hurtles through the time vortex, 
which is blue-shifting: the Doctor is sending her back to Jackie, and 
Harrod's, and chips. All the things he loves about her, that he could never 
have. He's sending her home. Then things get wicked sad. (I think we lost 
some of this, too.) “This is Emergency Program One,” says the Doctor. 
Rose spins around and sees a hologram of the Doctor. There are some 
neat production things going on here: he's shaky and technical-looking, 
and his voice is kind of sciencey. "Rose, now listen; this is important. If 
this message is activated, then it can only mean one thing: we must be in 
danger, and | mean fatal. I'm dead, or about to die any second, with no 
chance of escape." Rose jumps forward, screaming protest. And the 
Doctor hologram continues: "And that’s okay. Hope it's a good death." And 
Rose stops and stares up at him, on the ramp to the console. The Doctor: 
“But | promised to look after you, and that's what I'm doing. The TARDIS is 
taking you home.” She rushes toward him, promising that this isn't going 
to happen: "I won't let you." The hologram speaks into space: “And | bet 
you're fussing and moaning now. Typical. But hold on and just listen a bit 
more. The TARDIS can never return for me. Emergency Program One 
means I'm facing an enemy that should never get their hands on this 
machine. So this is what you should do: let the TARDIS die.” The last time 
Rose and the Doctor separated, that's practically what happened. The 
keys went useless. The Doctor's hologram continues to speak: “Just let 
this old box gather dust. No one can open it, no one will even notice it. 
Let it become a strange little thing standing on a street corner. And over 
the years, the world will move on and the box will be buried." Heaven on 
a street corner. After all that. I'm telling you, | lost it. “And if you wanna 
remember me, then you can do one thing, that's all. One thing." And he 
turns to us/her, beautiful, lit up. Voice clear now, not like a hologram or 
anything. Just the Doctor. Eyes full, and focused. Like he knows that 
she's there. Like he knows that we're there. “Have a good life,” he says. 
"Do that for me, Rose. Have a fantastic life." Stories about grace don't 
mean anything until it touches you. It’s a tall order he just issued. And 
the only one that means anything. 


"You can't do this to me," Rose says, staring, and starts into some serious 
TARDIS abuse, screaming desperately for it to take her back. Nothing 
happens, and then the engines begin to cool. Rose throws herself at the 
door -- still looking for her keys in the last place she left them -- and 
finds herself back in the estates. Back inside immediately, begging the 
TARDIS to help: “Come on, fly. How do you fly? Come on, help me!" 


Mickey, having heard the "vworp," comes rushing around the corner, and 
sees Rose -- very tiny, down the road, very broken -- and he catches up 


to her, leaning against the TARDIS: “I knew it! | was all the way down 
Clifton's Parade, and | heard the engines and | thought ‘there's only one 
thing that makes a noise like that’." And he sees that she's in tears, and 
downshifts faster than you ever thought he could. And she reaches out to 
him without looking, clinging, crying, eyes shut tight. You've gotta be 
pretty primal and pretty good to cut right to the abandonment like that: 
when she was fighting the TARDIS, | thought | was going to break in two. 
That's pretty good TV. 


Captain Jack to Rose over the Gamestation intercom, asking for help 
setting up the internal lasers. “She's not here," says the Doctor. Just like 
that. Jack cracks a joke about her taking a leak and tells the Doctor to 
get her to read the codes when she comes back. "She's not coming back.” 
Jack asks, but he kind of already knows. The Doctor admits he sent her 
home, and how bad that means it's going to get. Jack: "The Delta wave. 
Is it ever gonna be ready?" 


God appears on the screen: "Tell him the truth, Doctor." The Doctor looks 
up at Him. "There is every possibility that the Delta wave could be 
complete," God says, “but no possibility of refining it. The Delta wave 
must kill every living thing in its path -- with no distinction between 
Human and Dalek. All things will die. By your hand.” Again. Jack gets iffy 
about the prospect: "Doctor, the range of this transmitter covers the 
entire Earth." And God almost snickers. "You would destroy Daleks and 
Humans together. If | am God, the creator of all things, then what does 
that make you, Doctor?" (JACKPOT! | was so weirded out by things coming 
together that by this point, this conversation kind of slipped me by until 
just now, but...it’s nice to know that I'm not crazy, or some religious nut, 
or a Satanist -- all of which | have wondered about, in the week since 
that last recap.) 


“There are colonies out there,” says the Doctor evenly. “The human race 
would survive in some shape or form, but you're the only Daleks in 
existence; the whole universe is in danger if | let you live." That's the 
math, and he's got the BFG. | say fire away. Those people suck anyway. 
But | guess after exterminating a couple of entire races, you get touchy 
about this stuff. He looks back at Jack on the other screen, begging him 
to make the call. To be the Will. "Do you see, Jack? That's the decision 
I've got to make for every living thing. Die as a human or live as a Dalek. 
...What would you do?" It's ugly and painful to see the Doctor without an 
answer or even the pretense at an answer that he usually gives, but also 
kind of neat that he sees Jack this way. (Karen pointed out that, in 
addition to balancing the energy of the Doctor and Companion in every 


other way, Jack's also a 6 on the time scale: not a shopgirl, not a 
demigod; somewhere in the middle.) “You sent her home," Jack says. 
Good answer. "She's safe. Keep working." God bitches at Jack that this 
will mean Jack's death, but Jack grins hugely: "Never doubted him; never 
will." It's another kind of kiss, the echo and the shadow of the first kiss, 
and it works. 


The Doctor jumps up, suddenly taller, and walks right up into the face of 
God on the screen: "Now, you tell me, God of all Daleks, because there's 
one thing | never worked out. The words Bad Wolf, spread across time 
and space. Everywhere, drawing me in. How'd you manage that?" Here 
we go. "I did nothing,” says God. And why would he lie? The Doctor 
scoffs: "No secrets now, Your Worship.” God insists they weren't part of 
the design: "This is the Truth of God." Then what's the Bad Wolf? The Bad 
Wolf is not part of the Truth of God -- it's the thing that takes that "truth" 
apart. The Doctor looks up at the Bad Wolf Corporation sign, and the 
music goes, "Ya'll are not even ready for this shit." 


There are four chickens on a spit (three pigs would have been insanely 
cool) as Jackie blathers on and on that the chicken place is now so classy 
they're selling shitty-tasting coleslaw. It's a very nicely visceral way of 
smacking you over the head with the suckiness of Rose's sudden reality 
check. Mickey and Jackie have a smashingly inane and Britlarious 
conversation about the new pizza place in town (“What's it selling?” 
"Pizza." “Oh, that’s nice.") as Rose stares a million miles into the distance, 
terribly sad. Jackie finally gives up trying to have boring conversation 
and pleads with Rose to eat, but Rose just shakes and worries. And this 
made me yelp: all through this conversation they're about to have, 
there's a poster stuck to the window by her head, and do you know what's 
scrawled across it? 


Rose: “Two hundred thousand years in the future, he's dying. And there's 
nothing | can do." Jackie's like, on the other hand, that's a long way off 
from now, and Rose loses it, because the enemy's gate is down, and she 
finally gets that: “But it's not! It's now! That fight is happening right now, 
and he's fighting for us! For the whole planet, and I'm just sitting here 
eating chips!" Jackie gets very stern and very beautiful, very quickly: 
"Listen to me. God knows | have hated that man, but right now, | love 
him. And do you know why? Because he did the right thing. He sent you 
back to me.” 


And with the Bad Wolf watching over her shoulder, Rose in her Little Red 
Hoodie tries to explain the central truth of prophets, and how they seem 


crazy. "But what do | do every day, Mum?" Rose asks. "What do | do? Get 
up, catch the bus, go to work, come back home, eat chips and go to bed? 
Is that it?” Mickey's like, "You mean like everybody else, asshole?" It's the 
Red Pill conversation all over again -- and why the religious are so 
fucking insufferable. If you try to talk about feeling special, you're 
undeniably talking about being better than everybody else. But the thing 
with the Red Pill conversation is that the "real" shit, the weird shit world, 
is way worse than the normal world, in most ways, and the addiction to 
it has less to do with wanting to feel special and more with not wanting 
to take the easy way out: “But | can't!" Mickey pushes back with more of 
the superiority complex stuff, and Rose gets frustrated. For the same 
reason every saint eventually starts drawing weird diagrams. Rose 
protests and breathes and tries to get it together to tell the truth about 
her quest in a way where the change and the difference don't come up, 
and Jackie watches her, because this is the work she already did, in 
"World War Ill," that we saw Mickey still hadn't done in "Boom Town." 
That there's the truth that you have to live, now that you know about it, 
versus the lie that you didn't know you were living before. These 
moments always remind me of Delia, or more kindly, Daphne, or more 
kindly yet, Donna: They're not abandoning you if they're running toward 
something. 


Rose: “It was...a better life. And | don't mean all the travellin’ and seein’ 
aliens and spaceships and fings -- that don't matter. The Doctor showed 
me a better way of living your life.” And demanded it of you. So this is 
alchemy: the only reason she doesn't die (SPOILER!) like the other two is 
because she already did it last week, so she could be reborn and take the 
story home. Step whatever in the Hero's Quest: you come back to the 
village with magic powers, and everybody looks at you funny. She looks 
up and into their eyes, into Mickey's eyes, with a shadow of that kiss: 
"You know. He showed you, too.” Mickey doesn't answer, and we won't 
see it for a couple scenes, but: this is where she got him. Right here. 
Rose somehow managed to make the impossible speech and get to him, 
and make him understand. And that's beautiful. The rest is just Davies's 
parsley on it. Rose: “That you don't just give up, you don't just let things 
happen. You make a stand. You say no. You have the guts to do what's 
right when everyone else just runs away, and | just can't...." She breaks 
off, stops talking, kicks the table...and runs. Faster than anything. 


Jack instructs Lynda in an observation gallery, where she'll be monitoring 
the Daleks’ movements, and says that the door should protect her once 
they detect that she's there. She reacts as well as you would to the 
“should,” and he apologizes that it's the best he can do. The Dalek fleet 


arrives. Jack: "This is it, ladies and gentlemen! We are at war!" (Eris, 
Eros, Ares: the three Gods who will fuck you up for fun.) He heads out to 
the battlements, and we see the pretty scary visual of a bajillion Daleks 
floating eerily through space toward the Satellite. So that’s what Lynda’'s 
doing? That's a gyp, kinda -- with Rose gone, | was expecting Lynda to be 
more of a yeller and do all that last stand stuff. But then, | expected 
Jack to somehow mediate between the Doctor and Rose across time, like 
maybe he'd be the Bad Wolf in some way, acting as the Chariot card. (But 
then, that’s the TARDIS. Always.) Is there anything | haven't decided is 
the Bad Wolf at this point? Jackie. That would be very Tennessee 
Williams. 


Rose sits on a bench, staring into space, wth Mickey speaking down at 
her: "You can't spend the rest of your life thinking about the Doctor." 
Um, how about the next ten minutes, motherfucker? Rose is much nicer 
than | would have been: “But how do | forget him?" Mickey tells her that 
she's gotta start livin’ her own life, and | thought she was pretty clear 
that that’s the plan. Mickey: “A proper life, like the kind he's never had. 
The sort of life that you could have with me." So maybe Mickey didn't 
quite get it in the diner after all. But then, neither did Rose. She stares 
past him, to the asphalt beneath their feet, and we zoom back like a 
crop circle from the air: BAD WOLF, huge, across the playground 
pavement. Rose goggles and stares and walks around crazily, noticing 
that it's spray-painted all over the walls, as well. "That's been there for 
years!" Mickey shouts, following her to the wall. “It's just a phrase! It's 
just words!” But Rose is in a Doctor kind of place with the crazy 
exuberance and figuring things out really fast. How much of intuition is 
just pattern recognition? "| thought it was a warning -- maybe it's the 
opposite. Maybe it's a message. The same words written down, now, and 
two hundred thousand years in the future. It's a link between me and the 
Doctor! Bad Wolf here...Bad Wolf there!" Tenuous. Tenuous. | don't mind. 
This zany, grand music starts playing, in case you're not buying that 
something amazing is happening. Mickey's all, "But if it's a message, 
what's it saying?" Something beautiful. Rose: “It's telling me | can get 
back!" 


Jack gets his men ready, male programmer and lady programmer and the 
PA: "Stand your ground, everyone. Follow my commands. And good luck.” 
Everybody gets ready, as over in the observation gallery, Lynda notes 
that Jack was right: they're coming in on 494. The Doctor works and 
works at a fever pitch -- what's he actually doing? -- and the Gamestation 
shakes a bit. The strandees on Floor Zero all look up, scared, and on 494, 
the Daleks arrive in formation. 


Rose and Mickey are inside the TARDIS. Rose is babbling that she just 
needs to kick it into reverse. Against Mickey's protests, she tells him that 
the TARDIS is alive, telepathic: "It can listen." He says that it’s “not 
listening now," which made me laugh, and Rose reminds him that the 
thing opened up for MI-5 Margaret that time. (You would not believe the 
profanities that came out of my mouth when Rose started talking about 
this. It was like a kiss from Captain Jack Harkness, only it was somehow 
Russell T. Davies instead, like, with transatlantic mind powers. Which 
was damn sporting of him, considering half these recaps have amounted 
to me shaking my little fist at the screen yelling, "Go home, old man! 
Kids hate the environment now! No future!") 


Rose: “There was this light, and the Doctor said it was the heart of the 
TARDIS. If we can open it, we can make contact. | can tell it what to do!" 
Mickey pisses on the suicidal parade, as per usual, but Rose is adament: 
"That's a risk I've gotta take. ‘Cause there's nothing left for me here.” And 
Mickey confirms that with her -- "Nothing?" -- which is wonderful on all 
cylinders. I've hated her for this, and I've hated him for this, but they 
finally got it right: you gotta rip that Band-Aid the hell off. And Mickey 
gets very stern and very beautiful, very quickly: “Okay, if that's what you 
think, let's get this thing open.” 


Lynda monitors the Dalek's progress, telling Jack where they are, and 
Jack activates the Gamestation lasers ("Slice ‘em up."), and something 
beeps. "Defenses have gone offline,” Lynda says with hesitation: “The 
Daleks have overridden the lock." Daleks move down the corridor, smooth 
and scary. | cannot even believe how scary the Daleks are. It's so stupid! 
But terrifying, they are. | guess | like this show, you guys. The volunteers 
get ready, and when the Daleks come they start shooting. And there's no 
effect. The PA lady from Weakest Link screams over the guns: "You lied 
to me! The bullets don't work!" Is this a “keep fighting" thing? Did Jack 
really lie? | don't get that. Her bravery was enough, and they even 
referenced the bastic bullets and everything. | mean, my assumption is 
that they had no reason to think the bullets wouldn't work, but that line 
of dialogue niggles. But she keeps shooting anyway, and the Daleks keep 
coming, and then the PA lady is exterminated. The second hero in at 
least a hundred years. 


Mickey sits in his Beetle, revving hard, and we follow it back to the thick 
chain attached to the back, which leads into the TARDIS, where Rose is 
standing, yelling "Faster!" Now, | don't know for sure, but considering 
how much reverence the TARDIS is due, this seems like a really bad idea. 
Drugs in a Prada handbag again, you know? You don't slap the oracle 


around, you just give her more dope. There's a system here. Smoke 
comes out of the car, but the console won't budge, and Mickey's wheels 
are spinning, and finally the chain just snaps. Well, good. That was a 
dumb, gross, vulgar idea. Rose compounds the offense by smacking hell 
out of the TARDIS console, and then drops to lean on it, head down. 


Lynda notifies the defense team that the Daleks are now on 495. Jack 
smiles and tells the Doctor that's cool: "I like 495." Me too. The Daleks 
come around the corner and start yelling at the figure standing there. 
"Identify yourself!" But it's the Anne Droid! And she's all, “You are the 
weakest link. Goodbye!" That's gorgeous. | love Jack's sense of humor. 
She takes all three of them down, and Jack does the stupid fist pump, 
but it's so, so good. You know | like Anne Robinson: | like that she got to 
be a hero. But you know what happens to them. The next Dalek around 
doesn't wait for her speech and just blows her head off. "...Goodbye," 
says her head. The Daleks announce their intentions, as they do, and 
proceed to the next level. 


Lynda watches the Daleks flying up the ventilation shafts on her board, 
then realizes that they're heading downward. She doesn't figure it out 
immediately, but that feeling in your stomach sure does. The Daleks 
flood out of the doors on Floor Zero, and start exterminating the veal 
left and right. It’s a horrible scene, lots of zapping and people dying and 
not knowing why, and all the time with the "Exterminate!" A Dalek closes 
in on Rodrick, and he challenges his right to exist: “It's not fair! | won the 
game! | should be rich! I'm a winner, you can't do this to me!" Just 
sympathy, now. He's an asshole in exactly the same way Cathica was: she 
might as well have created him. Maybe she did. 


Lynda listens to the screaming of Floor Zero, horrified, and eventually 
turns it off. (And how cool is it that out of “nowhere” she can't even 
handle hearing the contestants dying anymore? Well done, Doctor.) She 
fights back her tears and opens the intercom to Jack: "Floor Zero. They 
killed them all." She begins to sob. Given that her character has now 
gone through an entire arc in like ten scenes, she might as well drop 
dead now. Which I'm sure she will, but still: nice. 


Rose slumps on to one of the comfy TARDIS chairs, just completely out of 
it. No more hoping for her keys. Jackie watches and tries to console her: 
"It was never gonna work, sweetheart. And the Doctor knew that. He just 
wanted you to be safe." Rose protests, but Jackie advises her to lock the 
door: "Walk away." | wonder whether she knew about that part of 
Episode 1? Nice connection with the Doctor, if not. "Dad wouldn't give 


up," says Rose, and Jackie stares at her: "Well, he's not here, is he?" 
Beat. "And even if he was, he'd say the same.” Rose doesn't even think: 
"No, he wouldn't. He'd tell me to try anything. If | could save the Doctor's 
life.... Try anything." Jackie's like, “We could both make up stories about 
your father all day, considering we've been doing it since the day he died 
and it's proven a pretty good coping mechanism,” but Rose has the upper 
hand now: "I know, because | met him. | met Dad.” Jackie gets very still 
and not entirely unscary: "Don't be ridiculous." And | think by “ridiculous” 
Jackie means “speaking.” Rose sits up straight and spills the beans: "The 
Doctor took me back in time, and | met Dad." Jackie tells her not to say 
that, and Rose begins to remind her of the day Pete Tyler died: "There 
was someone with him," Rose says, voice cracking all across. "A girl. A 
blonde girl. She held his hand...." Jackie stares; she doesn't blink. Rose 
begins to get frustrated: "You saw her from a distance, mum! You saw 
her! Think about it! That was me. You saw me.” And Jackie tells her 
harshly to cram it. Rose continues: "... That's how good the Doctor is --" 
Jackie shouts at her to stop, and goes running from the TARDIS. Rose 
begins to shake now, sobbing, overcome with grief. | gotta tell you | was 
mystified by this scene. Why? Why go there? Why bring it up at all? But | 
think | worked it out. 


Lynda watches the Fleet gliding down, and marks their destruction of 
continents: “Europa. Pacifica. The New American Alliance.” The screen 
shows things going south. “Australasia's just...gone. 


God: "This is perfection. | have created Heaven on Earth.” Only a fake 
bastard God could think that was beautiful. 


Jack hurries onto Floor 499 with a gun, calling out to the remaining men: 
"We're the last defense. The bullets should work, if you concentrate them 
on the Dalek's eyestalk. I've got the forcefield at maximum, so the Dalek 
fire should be at its weakest." There's a junky barricade, all jury-rigged 
pieces of office equipment and stuff. It's totally cool. They settle in to 
wait. The male programmer tells the lady one that he's only here 
because of her: “I joined the program because you were on it.” She 
messes with him, and says, “Am | supposed to say, when this is all over 
and if we're still alive, maybe we could go for a drink?” He admits that 
that would be good, and she clucks, "Yeah, well, tough.” But when he 
looks at her, she winks, and they smile, and it is very cute. Their asses 
are so dead. They click off their safeties and get ready to fire. 


Mickey and Rose lean on the Beetle and look at the TARDIS, and now it's 
good old Mickey refusing to wave the flag: "There's gotta be something 


else we can do." Rose is like, “My dad died, the Doctor died, Jack's about 
to die, my dog died, my cat died...." But Mickey's not having her leaving 
the TARDIS on a street corner -- he understands love: "I'm not having you 
just -- just give up now. No way. We just need something stronger than 
my car. Something bigger. Something like that.” And right on cue, there's 
the roar of an engine, and behind them they see a huge tow truck. And in 
the driver's seat is Jackie, and if you're wearing my emo/overanalysis 
glasses, you can see Peter Tyler sitting next to her, and that's how you 
know this is going to work: it's always love that gets you in. 


And the truck is painted, if you weren't sure, with what I'm sure is a fairly 
common phrase in the UK but means nothing here: "Rescue & Recovery.” | 
had a huge "healing of Albion" thing to say here, but screw it. You know 
the drill: he’s a Doctor, they go to the Hospital, Jackie's doing 
Rescue-Recovery. Jackie jumps out and spits dialogue at them like usual, 
just amazing, and tells them they only have the use of it until 6:00. 
"Mum!" Rose laughs. "Where the hell did you get that from?" And Jackie 
tells Rose its from a fellow named Rodrigo, who owes Jackie a favor, 
“never mind why," which -- | mean, | love Jackie Tyler. She will get some 
shit done. Jackie tells Rose, "You were right about your dad, sweetheart. 
He was full of mad ideas, and this is exactly what he would've done. 

Now, get on with it before | change my mind." It's not vulgar anymore. 

It's just wonderful. 


Less so: the doors slide open on Captain Jack's barricade and the Daleks 
begin to advance. The Doctor listens to the defense team shooting as he 
dashes around (Again: what is he actually doing? The Earth IS DONE. Is he 
going to blow up the Station now, too?) There's lots of shooting, lots of 
it, and at some point somebody clips a Dalek so that he says something 
hilariously out of character (God did a crappy job eliminating the 
humanity from his angels, | think is the point): “My vision is impaired! | 
cannot see!" The lady programmer cheers at this minor victory, and goes 
down. The male programmer gets amped and starts shooting madly, and 
he soon falls, too. Jack is made of rage. 


Lynda's computer beeps at her, and she calls to Jack about a problem 
with things, but there's no answer. Outside the door -- so effin’ creepy -- 
a Dalek says, “Human female detected." They're so crazy sounding | feel 
like | should have a billion exclamation points or something. It's 
completely silent inside, where Lynda whispers that she’s been found. 
"You'll be alright, Lynda," promises the Doctor. "That side of the station's 
reinforced against meteors.” Lynda cracks a Maiden Britain kind of joke 
about Earth workmanship, only | can actually understand when she talks, 


and outside, one of the Daleks produces a blowtorch and starts to cut 
through. She stares at the door for a bit, then feels something behind 
her, and turns around. Daleks float up outside the glass of the 
observation window, immensely fearsome, and the head Dalek flashes his 
headlights, like he's saying a word, and then blasts the window open. And 
upstairs, the Doctor hears Lynda screaming. 


Jack is alone. Running backwards down a corridor, firing wildly, 
screaming to the Doctor: "Last man standing! For God's sake, Doctor, 
finish that thing and kill them!" 


",..Finish that thing, and kill mankind," says God. The Doctor cocks his 
head and then keeps working. Whatever it takes. It takes a certain kind 
of love to accept damnation. Even if you're playing Lucifer, it's still a 
tough row to hoe. 


Rose stands at the TARDIS door, screaming at Mickey to keep going, as 
the chain pulls at the console panel. Jackie stands in the middle, 
between Rose and Mickey, relaying the message. Mickey slams it, as the 
metal begins to whine. The yanking goes on and on, long enough to have 
a nice thought about all the people that love Rose, and all the people 
that made this happen. That got her inside. The people that make her 
who she is. The other side of the Red Pill conversation is that you 
remember how much you love them, being able to be thankful for every 
single umbrella, even the one you shared with a stranger. The Doctor 
gave her the TARDIS, MI-5 Margaret showed her how it's done, Jackie and 
Peter provided the firepower, and Mickey lent his...ability to push with 
his foot. You know what | mean. Maybe when | said Jackie was never 
going to be the Bad Wolf | spoke too soon. They're all in her heart. 


That blinding white light pours out of the opened panel, as Mickey gets 
tossed around in the cab of the truck. Rose steps forward, toward the 
light, and she is illuminated. Golden. Well. | cried. The light begins to 
flow, into her eyes, and Mickey calls out and starts running toward her, 
but the TARDIS doors slam shut against him. Jackie claps her hands over 
her mouth. The engines start up, and Jackie pulls Mickey back, away 
from the TARDIS, which is now shooting out light all over. It's funny how 
specific the wind is, in these TARDIS takeoffs -- | kept meaning to 
mention that. Just their hair, like it’s a helicopter. But | guess something 
big not being there anymore might cause some disturbances. That's just 
physics. Jackie stares at Mickey, and he stares at the place where the 
TARDIS was. And somewhere, the TARDIS stares at Rose. 


Jack is still running, telling the Doctor he's got "twenty seconds, 


maximum” before the Daleks get to Control. 


TARDIS goes zooming through the time vortex, way faster than normal. 
And it's not blue, and it's not red. It's golden. Rose looks into the light. 
Her hair moves in a breeze. 


Jack's bullets run out, and he tosses it aside and produces another, 
smaller gun from ...somewhere...and shoots with that, but no dice. The 
Daleks back him up against the wall, and he opens his arms to them. 
Delicto. Jack falls. 


The Doctor finally finishes up the thing he was making, and as the Daleks 
crowd the room, he tells them that they need to think hard: "If | activate 
the signal, every living creature dies." God, on the screen, assures the 
Doctor that He is immortal. The Doctor Excellently Asks, "Wanna put that 
to the test?” But God knows the Doctor's buttons pretty well: “Il want to 
see you become like me. Hail the Doctor, the Great Exterminator!" They 
play chicken, with the Doctor's hands on the plunger, about to activate 
it, angry but hesitating. God is all, "Prove yourself, Doctor. What are you? 
Coward? Or killer?" It's too much. Too many memories. Even if it’s just 
one Dalek and a fucked up coterie, it still means he didn't do the 
unthinkable thing. These aren't Daleks, but they're close enough. What a 
weird inversion these two escapee Daleks put on the “everybody lives" 
thing -- they didn't die, so he's just shy of a genocide; two symbols of his 
just-incomplete damnation. Who are simultaneously the symbols of his 
doom. Which: Gollum, already. The Doctor's brain hurts for a while, and 
he lets it go, back to the lateral jump, and answers: “Coward. Any day.” 


God warns the Doctor that mankind "will be harvested," because of his 
“weakness,' and the Doctor is like, “Bored of that.” But | mean, yeah. At 
least the Doctor learned that he wasn't God; if nothing else, MI-5 
Margaret and the Fourth Continually Shitty beat that out of him. Who 
knows how long he'll retain it, though. The Doctor: “And what about me? 
Am | becoming one of your angels?” | said the Doctor's nightmare was 
being caged up, alone, but also that he was bound to keep his spark, his 
individuality, which is what the Dalek kill. And these new Evangelical 
ones even more, maybe. Way worse than the Big Brother house, in terms 
of a hell. "You are the heathen. You will be exterminated." And the 
Doctor sighs, his Will and his Knowledge already gone. Operating on 
one-third of a soul. Full of painful, retained Memory. "Maybe it's time." 
And he closes his eyes. 


Vworp! Yeah! The Daleks all alert each other to the shit they can plainly 
see, which is the TARDIS arriving, and the Doctor's eyes snap open in 


shock. "You will not escape!" shouts God, but like, I'm past caring about 
what God says at this point. The Doctor is totally going to escape, dude. 
Basically. 


The light streams out as the TARDIS opens to the Daleks, the Doctor 
shielding his eyes from its brilliance. God is in the machine and 
everything that happens after this is going to be awesome. Rose stands in 
the doorway, light curving and curling around her, golden and white. The 
Doctor falls back, calling out to her: “What've you done?" But it’s not Rose 
that answers, exactly. (More profanities, of course, at this point, because 
that's just too weird. If you keep validating it every time | talk out of my 
ass, these recaps are going to get even more obnoxious. | cannot control 
that.) 


Goddess, God, the real one, everything, the big kind. Wisdom. The thing 
that the TARDIS | love so much only connects you to -- this is what's 
beyond that ...and it's Rose. Time and space and pigeons and kitchen 
knives and Billy Crudup and Paula Abdul and Gregory Maguire and Grant 
Morrison (usually) and the library at Alexandria and my cell phone and 
Maddox Jolie and the future and the past and everywhere. And all the 
friends and lovers and family that got her there. The most beautiful thing 
in the world. | had this Ann Nocenti-inspired idea about the Doctor as 
Eternity and Rose as Infinity, but only because of Sophia. Sophia was the 
first superhero: she got curious, she felt trapped, she took off. An Eve 
without having to drag a whining Adam everywhere, curious and 
fascinated. The first scientist. She tapped the glass and made the 
suspension crystallize, and then she went everywhere trying to get the 
light out of things, the spirit caged in all matter, and give it back to God. 
Her name means wisdom and she represents the quest for it. She told 
Adam to eat from the Tree. She is wisdom and creativity and she is 
curiosity. She's a cool little myth, about temptation and the restoration 
of the divine, and how intimate they are when you're talking about false 
authority. If you could decode Tori Amos she calls it "tea with the devil" 
and crap like that, but it’s the same thing: cracking open wishes and 
letting the light out. Contemplio. Sophia, stepping out of the realm of 
pure knowledge and into gross matter, to make things right. We named 
the baby Sophie. And her first lesson: Disobey. 


| was being presumptuous, last week. | really would have been satisfied if 
Rose were just a terrorist like Suki! Seriously! | didn't expect all this! | 
like my job. Rose looks down at the Doctor, radiant and rampant, and 
when she speaks, it's a new voice. An infinitely loving, infinitely wise 
voice. The closest to God you could get on a crappy sci-fi TV show -- with 


just enough of Rose left in her that you can love her without feeling 
weird about it. It had to be Rose that was Knowledge, because that's 
what the Quest is always about: learning. Learning about Rose, learning 
about wishes, learning about everything there is to know. Wisdom is what 
happens after you get the knowledge: without that curiosity it just sits 
there like a Satellite Five reporter with a hole in its head. In Augustine's 
terms, Knowledge is empowered by Will to dissect and synthesize 
Memory. It's the Doctor, Memory, that always gives her the information. 
Rose: “| looked into the TARDIS. And the TARDIS looked into me." Kind of 
her to leave off the first part there ("He who fights with monsters should 
be careful lest he thereby become a monster"), considering what's been 
going on with the Doctor just now. But just like Nietzsche hated women 
but got a few things right, there's no such thing as a bad abyss -- just the 
ones you haven't looked into yet, because you're afraid. 


The Doctor clarifies: "You looked into the Time Vortex, Rose. No one's 
meant to see that." God, as one might expect, declares Rose “the 
abomination," and the Daleks all try to exterminate her, and she does the 
whole First Slayer bit, shooting their lasers right back down their 
muzzles. But it doesn't hurt them, because that's not how we roll in this 
story. "| am the Bad Wolf,” Rose says. (I knew it would be something 
beautiful, but how could you prepare for this? It's like that whole grace 
thing again: on the tightrope, and then you jump into space and say 
something bullshitty like, “I think that the TARDIS is an angel and that it 
is also the Bad Wolf and that Rose is going to kill God and that God is 
behind the Daleks," in front of just everybody, and then every day before 
it goes live you go a little whiter thinking that you're going to get fired 
for talking crazy, and nobody will care what you have to say about TV 
because you love the Cylons and think a column about fuckin’ Doctor Who 
is the most appropriate platform to hammer out your shit with God, and 
they'll put you away so fast you'd better just start drinking now...and 
then somebody reaches out and grabs you, and it turns out you're not 
crazy. At all. And you weren't making it all up just to seem smart and 
esoteric, and seeing random shadows. Even if it all looks different than 
you thought or hoped, and it always will, grace likes it when you jump. 
Jump more often. The Doctor already said that part, and also this is not 
about me. Sorry.) Ask Rose: "I create myself. | take the words..." and she 
waves her hand at the Bad Wolf sign, "...| scatter them in time and 
space.” They obey and drift away. "A message to lead myself here." The 
Doctor pleads with Rose to stop, but she ignores him. The Doctor: "You've 
got the entire vortex running through your head. You're gonna burn!" And 
Rose -- more Rose than True-Blue God for a sec -- looks down at him with 


all the love in the world: "I want you safe." The Doctor's shocked. 
Nobody's ever been in a position to give him that before. There are tears 
on her cheeks. “My Doctor," she says sweetly, intensely. "Protected from 
the false God." It's love, not just cold knowing. | like sad songs, like, “all 
the umbrellas in London could not stop this rain,” because they make you 
ask the opposite question: What if all the umbrellas in London actually 
were over your head? Wouldn't you feel safe then? Who knew the stupid 
Jagrafess could get us this far? 


"You cannot hurt me," says God. “| am immortal!" Which | still don't buy. 
Rose almost smiles: "You are tiny. | can see the whole of time and space. 
Every single atom of your existence. And | divide them." She raises her 
hand, and a Dalek goes to golden, beautiful dust. Tears in her throat -- 
the kind of tears only the Doctor has felt -- as she waves the rest away: 
“Everything must come to dust...all things. Everything dies” -- including 
this -- "... The Time War ends." God begins to scream. 


The entire mothership goes to dust, and then to nothing. Rose stands, 
arms raised, staring ahead. The Doctor tells her again to stop: “Rose, 
you've done it." No answer. Contemplio. “Just let go," he begs, and her 
voice is full of joy. Ecstasy. “How can | let go of this?” she asks. "I bring 
life." And then she waves another hand, and Captain Jack draws a 
breath. The Doctor is now pants-shitting terrified: “But this is wrong! You 
can't control life and death!" She totally can, and says, “The sun and the 
moon. The day and night.” But she begins to tremble, and the Doctor 
beings to weep: “But why do they hurt?" Desperately, he indicts himself, 
that she's going to die, and it'll be his fault. A tear runs down her 
Goddess's cheek: "I can see everything. All that is, all that was. All that 
ever could be." The Doctor stands and looks at her with a new kind of 
appreciation. “That's what / see! All the time. Doesn't it drive you mad?" 
And she begins to fear: "My head, it's killing me.” He takes her hands, and 
says, "Come here. | think you need a Doctor.” 


Which I've decided to be fine with. Healing of Albion and all that; it’s not 
just a pun. They turn slowly around, faces meeting in the light. The 
Doctor looks into her eyes, and leans gently in, and presses his lips to 
hers. The third kiss. The light pours out of her, and into him, and she 
falls into his arms. He sets her down quite carefully and faces the doors 
of the TARDIS, full of light. Retentio. And he sends it back. Restoration 
of the divine, the release of light from the gross material world. Leaving 
us back where we were, because if the Earth is Hell, in these Ahriman 
tales, well, the mere presence of grace means it's Heaven, too. Rose will 
still be there, still looking like a big blue box. The TARDIS doors close 


quietly, and the Doctor smiles softly to himself, kneeling to stroke Rose's 
face with infinite tenderness. 


Jack stands. He staggers through the open doorway onto Floor 500, 
where he investigates a pile of Dalek dust. He hears the “vworp," and 
runs for the TARDIS as fast as he can, but he's too late, arriving just in 
time to watch it disappear. And the look on his face, I'm telling you. It’s 
not fear, it’s not being stranded, it's not anything but love. And being left 
behind. If Rose was joy, he is sorrow. It's a powerful moment. Now, you 
and | know that it's happening because of what is about to happen: Jack 
would just laugh and try to fuck David Tennant, and so would you, 
frankly, which is why Rose has to be alone: so it'll hurt more. But this 
hurts too. He'll be okay. You can be sad, but don't be worried. 


Rose awakes on the floor as the Doctor pilots the TARDIS, asking what 
happened. And | think that what the Doctor is doing here is called lying, 
but for very good reason. He's got a very measured, calm tone as he asks 
her what she remembers. "It's like... there was this singing?” | love that. 
It would sound like singing. “That's right!" he cheers. "I sang a song and 
the Daleks ran away." Which | could buy, because: lateral jump. Rose 
reaches back for the memory. | wasn't too sure about this at the time, 
because if she doesn't remember, if she’s not changed, then she's just 
another Cathica. Contemplio without retentio is just watching TV 
without tasting it. So | think that probably the Doctor, and not the 
TARDIS, wiped Rose's memory. Because only the Doctor knows what it's 
like to exterminate a whole race. Even if it's just a crazy cult 
approximation of the real deal, it's too big to carry. And he loves her too 
much for that. Too many umbrellas’ worth of love, for that. 


Rose: "| was at home.... No, | wasn't. | was in the TARDIS...." The Doctor 
sneaks a glance down at his hand, where golden glimmers shiver across 
his skin. "...| can’t remember anything else.” He looks over at her, 
uneasy, and she just shakes her head. He smiles at her when she catches 
him staring. Memorizing. "Rose Tyler," he laughs sadly, and with so much 
love. "| was gonna take you to so many places. Barcelona. Not the city 
Barcelona, the planet. You'd love it. Fantastic place -- they've got dogs 
with no noses!" He laughs. My dad used to tell us that one. ("How's he 
smell?” "Terrible!") Rose rolls her eyes and laughs. "Imagine how many 
times a day you end up telling that joke, and it's still funny!" She asks 
why they can't go there, then. “Maybe you will,” he says. And this is 
where the awful starts. “And maybe | will. But not like this.” He smiles 
tinily down at the monitors. | imagine he's hurting. He already said 
goodbye to us, and to Rose: this is just getting her for what happens 


next. You can hurt, but don't be worried. He's still going to be wonderful. 


Rose gets up and yells that the Doctor isn't making sense, and he smiles: 
"| might never make sense again! | might have two heads. Or no head! 
Imagine me with no head! And don't say that's an improvement....” And 
the painful thing is, because we know, we have to watch her laugh along 
with him, that grin that says she doesn't get the joke, not really. That 
she's not really ready. The Doctor: “But it's a bit dodgy, this process. You 
never know what you're gonna end up with --" And a huge blast of light 
comes out of him, shoving his backwards. He clutches painfully at his 
stomach and Rose rushes forward. “Stay away!" the Doctor shouts, 
urgently, wincing as she stares. Rose franticly yells, "Doctor, tell me 
what's going on." He's still trying to keep it light. "| absorbed all the 
energy of the time vortex. No one's meant to do that!" It's getting to him: 
“Every cell in my body's dying.” She asks the Doctor whether he can't do 
something about it, and he says -- and it's pretty funny, in the midst of 
this goodbye -- "Yeah, I'm doing it now!" He explains that Time Lords 
have a trick where they can cheat death, and then might as well be 
talking to us again: "Except...it means I'm gonna change." She shakes her 
head, still not clear on it. "...And I'm not gonna see you again. Not like 
this. Not with this daft old face." He laughs. He is so fantastic: “And 
before | go..." Rose tells him to cram it, and he says her name, just once, 
in a way that anyone would back down: "Before | go, | just wanna tell 
you..." -- and the pride, and the love in it -- "...you were fantastic. 
Absolutely fantastic." 


The Doctor: “And do you know what?" Rose shakes her head, and he grins: 
"So was |.” Fuckin’ word. (And this is the song that started on shuffle just 
now -- if | keep doing this you're going to stop believing me, but consider 
that | write about ten hours a day and the shuffle's always going, and | 
only tell you when it's important. It’s better if you listen to it; Chemical 
Brothers isn't really big on lyrics. The fact that it's from Vanilla Sky 
is...worth mentioning. | always thought that was the title of the song, 
actually. ) 


And finally Rose smiles, nodding, because the Doctor was. And so was 
she. He grins hugely, beautifully, at her, and throws back his head. Light 
everywhere. Retentio can be toxic, too -- think of everybody that got 
poisoned because they were so impressed with their contemplio they 
forgot to take a look around. Everybody that took too much light in and 
forgot who they were: all the weirdo celebrities, all the people who got 
a taste of that light and thought it was the whole thing, and tried to tell 
people that was how it worked, and that they were fucked or damned if 


they didn't give in. All the people who let it change them. Rose falls 
back, but she can't look away, and the heat and light grow and grow, and 
in the center of that light, the Doctor's face begins to change. 


The light dies, revealing a shaky, younger man with dark hair and wild 
eyes. "Hello!" he grins, and then gets a little indigestion. Rose stares, and 
he runs his tongue along his teeth, smiling at her in a way that is very 
close to comforting, but not quite: "New teeth. That's weird.” He thinks. 
"So, where was I?" Rose just gulps, and he continues: "Oh, that's right! 
Barcelona.” And he smiles. 


Off to scarf Season 2, which | have obtained legally, but held off, 
obviously. And Casanova, also obviously, and probably first The Second 
Coming, for reasons which should be even more obvious. See you in 
October, possibly. If SciFi screws around for too much longer, Wing and | 
have talked about doing The Christmas Invasion (the first Tennant story) 
as an interim Extra. 


And this was fantastic. And thank you. 


REACH OUT AND TOUCH CRAZY 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 14 | Aired on 02.08.2003 


The Second Coming, Part | - Christ returns to Manchester and has to deal with a 
withholding girlfriend, his loser married friends, possessed barflies and government 
agencies, and a seriously screwed-up business plan. 


This little film here was brought to you by Nicola (Cracker) Shindler's Red 
Production Company in Manchester: it also brought you Queer As Folk for 
Channel 4, and Casanova (starring David Tennant) for BBC3. This one was 
for ITV, which also showed Bob & Rose and Mine All Mine -- all written by 
Russell T. Davies, of course. Which is really why we're here, of course. It 
was commissioned as four one-hour episodes by Channel 4, way back in 
1999. New executives, I'd imagine, shit their britches at some point and 
dropped it. We won't be working with Channel 4 anymore. BBC gave it a 
posh and immediate Fuck No, so Davies and Shindler took it to ITV, which 
had gotten stodgy. It finally aired in February 2003 to great numbers and 
a hell of a lot of controversy. It holds up: Lesley Sharp, Chris Eccleston, 
and Mark Benton are open enough to keep it relevant...technically 
forever, | think. It's hard to watch. Probably hard to read about. | pitched 
it because it’s basically impossible to recap, and it makes me about start 
crying just thinking about it a month later, and that's funny. We're going 
to be walking some serious tightropes here, and we're going to keep it 
brief, either way. ["l want to believe that this time.” -- Wing Chun] 


"You Really Got Me Now" plays really loudly, because this is the beginning 
of a British show, over a raucous bar scene with the cameras all wild and 
overwhelming. The bar is called the Brickwall, and it's in Manchester, 
because Manchester is the new London. Everybody awesome is from 
Manchester. Alan Turing, Tim Booth, Morrissey, Anthony Burgess, Niels 
Bohr, Bernhard Neumann, Paul ErdA‘s, Ludwig Wittgenstein, the Bee 
Gees...and Steve Baxter, played by Chris Eccleston, who sidesteps some 
bar drama to get the beers back to his table. There's Fiona and Dave -- 
they're married; she's obnoxious and needy, he's a chunk of sod -- and 
there's Peter, their unattached friend. And there's Judith. There's 
automatically a vibe with Judith, even as she joins the others in urging 
Steve to go talk to some girls at another table. The girls are quite young, 
and look terrible, just nasty, and they laugh in his face via fisheye lens. 
It's very realistically just like being drunk in a horrible club. | can’t speak 
to the veracity of the camera work once God and Jesus and the Devil and 
their collective bag of bullshit show up, but in terms of a bad night at a 
bar, it's veritas. 


Jude joins Steve outside the pub, and they sit in silence. They're both in 
their early thirties -- I'm guessing it's right about his thirty-second 
birthday, given the title of the movie. He looks like...Chris Eccleston, 
with the ears and the weird all-at-once grin. Judith's aggressively British; 
she looks like she lives in Little Stempington. She gets more and more 
beautiful the more you look at her. Jude's celebrating her divorce 
tonight, which has turned out to be a bad idea. She smiles; Steve's 
noncommittal, because talking about the divorce means admitting she 
was ever married, which he's not into. "You must be sort of... dunno, 
glad?" Jude calls it "just a piece of paper,” which is what you say when 
you're in emotional trouble, and Steve says he never liked the guy. She 
jokes that he should have said, and Steve says, earnest and sweet, that 
he did. She smiles and nods, and looks away. He sips on his beer, and she 
sighs... 


...and Steve and Jude are both totally fucked -- and this isn't going to 
change any time soon -- because of their inability to communicate, which 
is all I've been thinking about this week due to watching all of Queer As 
Folk again in an attempt to strengthen what the doctors call your 
Understanding What The Fuck They're Even Talking About In Manchester 
gland, due to job-related anxiety stemming from some translation issues 
in early Doctor Who recaps that we don't need to go into right now. Point 
being, RTD has his themes, but the best of them is this: just fucking say 
it. Because you have nothing to be proud of, if you can't. Queer As Folk is 
like the Just Fucking Say It Symphony. So in the spirit of avoiding simple 
shit, Jude mentions how their friends have been recommending that she 
try a dating agency. Steve laughs, and Jude says he's sad enough to try it, 
too. Steve "jokes" that they'd end up paired with each other, and Jude 
"jokes" that their friends would be relieved. He gulps, giving her the 
signal that she's in control here, and says it would be "kind of weird.” She 
laughs and thanks him for that, and he amends that it would be the good 
kind of weird. (Psst! Jude! He's not ready yet! Stick him back in the 
oven!) Since it's as obvious to her as it is to us that he's in stupid crazy 
love with her, and works at a video shop into the bargain, she offers to 
date him so that they can save the 160 quid on the dating service, and 
then leans in. "Bear in mind I've been drinking,” she says, which is just so 
sexy. Even though the show has been on for five seconds, they've done a 
great job making you think, “Fucking finally.” Jude and Steve kiss very 
loudly, and he pulls back. Inside, Fiona’s screaming about something or 
another, something obnoxious and needy, and Jude begs Steve not to 
think this means anything. (So of course it means everything, now and 
forever.) Drunk, embarrassed, she heads in. The drums start, and Steve 
stands in the middle of the street, laughing like someone who has 


suddenly seen the face of God in the middle of a pub crawl. He looks up 
into the sky, and we pull back, back: street, city, country, world, white. 
Beautifully designed credits. 


Forty days later, there are bird sounds on the moor as Steve hikes over 
the ground, huffing and smiling and weak. A couple on the road stops 
inches from running him over, and he collapses, heaving and shaking on 
the pavement. Wife begs Husband not to touch him -- “He'll have needles 
in his pockets!" -- and Steve just laughs, wigging out. He whispers in the 
man’s ear: “I'm the Son of God.” "That's all right love, I'm the Queen of 
Sheba,” says the man, and calls to his wife: “He's a nutter." 


South Cross Hospital, Leeds. Steve smiles, clean and sleeping on lovely 
white sheets. We've been in the darkness for the last forty days. The 
lights in the hospital could stand to be brighter still. Steve's father, 
Francis Baxter -- "Francis" is a rather androgynous name, don't you think? 
A little XXY? Let's go with "Frank" -- goes outside with a hospital worker. 
"Mind you," says Frank, “his mother had problems...seeing things, heard 
voices..." She committed suicide ten years ago. Frank jokes about having 
to get a hotel room (so that we learn he's rough and cheap), and asks 
about a crying girl down the hall (so we know he's kind). She's crying 
because she's a Catholic, and the Son of God is in the news. (I didn't even 
know | had any Genesis, and yet: this song just came on shuffle -- is this 
the kind of show where that's going to happen a lot? I'll keep mum, okay, 
unless it's hilarious like that. | haven't heard that song in at least fifteen 
years.) Frank stares at the crying girl and the music goes nuts. 


We follow the nurse down the hall, away from Steve, so that the music 
can freak out on this totally hot priest coming down the hall with his 
back toward us. He passes Frank, who's nodding off in a chair, and the 
crying girl, and | mean he is hot. Even without the +5 thing of being a 
priest. The music and the walking go on forever, and the priest gets to 
Steve's ward, scanning the faces. Finally, he finds Steve, and snaps a 
digital photo. Steve's eyes pop open -- very scary, especially with the 
music adrenaline -- and the priest runs off all crazy. (Oh, the priest guy? 
Doesn't actually matter so much, except for right now. He stands around 
looking like a Catholic priest and that's about it.) 


Someone runs the photo of Steve up the stairs of the Vatican, and there 
is a lot of Italian yelling of a type you've seen in every movie where 
things happen. 


Crush Bar, Manchester. My boy Mark "Clive" Benton cheers down at Jude 
from a balcony. | looooove Mark Benton. Love him. He's such a good 


actor, and | like looking at his awesome face. He plays a sadsack in this 
movie, and also the Devil, but it's a testament to all three main actors 
that he's just about as sympathetic as the other two throughout. (Ha, 
sorry, but it’s true: | feel more sympathy for Johnny Tyler, Benton's 
character, in this movie than for anybody else, because ordinarily, 
feeling sorry for oneself is the dealbreaker, but they all feel sorry for 
themselves the exact same fucking amount!) 


Johnny spills his beer waving, very enthused, and Jude's already 
disappointed by his looks. They sit, and he's like, "I know the drill, one 
drink and you're off,” and she's like, "Says who?" She does admit that he's 
changed a bit since he filmed his video for the dating service. He says 
he's gained weight, yeah, and they keep bugging him to change it. (The 
script is funny because his weight fluctuations come up all the time, but 
of course they aren't real: it's all accomplished through the science of 
haircuts!) Jude says that she's no Kate Moss, and he calls her daft. (She 
proves her point later by resisting the charms of Pete Doherty, even 
though he's vomiting on her while shooting her up with a combination of 
laundry detergent and his own urine.) “You're gorgeous!" Johnny 
enthuses. "Divorced?" Johnny says that the ex must be an idiot, and Jude 
smiles a tiny bit: "I think he is, yeah." Johnny tries to angle her in for 
after the first drink, so sweetly, and her cell goes off. “Sorry, should have 
turned it off," she says. She answers, graciously saying right away that 
she's busy, and Johnny hits the breath spray, already kind of expecting 
her to take off. He smiles, brave front. You could just smack him. "What 
the hell's he doing there?" she harshes out, as Johnny watches, so ready 
for the pain that he's going to supply it himself. "Emergency?" he nods, 
and she begs off. "Friend's in hospital! Gotta go!" She sees the disbelief, 
edging on bitterness, and feels bad about it: "Not making it up!" Jude 
begs Johnny to remember how that man disappeared six weeks ago, 
driving her to date strange possessed men, and how it was on the news. 
"Nice to meet you, bye,” says Johnny. The snake underneath it. Jude 
apologizes and takes off, worried for Steve, and we focus in on Johnny's 
lovely smile. "BITCH!" he shouts, as she makes for the door, and when she 
turns, he raises a beer and smiles. Ouch. Music's like, “That's weird, 
right?" 


| don't know if Johnny's violent charisma is specific to me or what, but | 
do know he's a good counterbalance to Steve, for Jude as a character. It 
makes sense, the way he draws her in. Jude's still on the phone with 
obnoxious Fiona, who's explaining at her horrible home with her stupid 
kids about how they found him, “middle of the bloody moors." Dave 
comes in, clearly up to some kind of white van bullshit beer-drinking bad 


husbandry, and she tells him too: “Here's the best bit: he's lost it 
completely. He's only saying he's the Son of God!" She confirms that she 
got this info from Frank himself. "Shows a bit of initiative anyway, for a 
man who's never been further than a chip shop.” As Fionas must, she goes 
through Dave's jacket pocket, and finds a mysterious matchbook. | like it, 
because they never come out and say or point to Dave's extracurriculars, 
but they're totally important and you have to just know it. | want to 
cheat on Fiona and I'm not even married to her; she's like Jessica on 
Laguna Beach in that and many other ways. “Judy, what are you like?" 
Fiona asks, having ascertained that Jude is going to drive to Leeds. Jude: 
"It's a bit far..." She starts to cry. That anger, when people break like 
that. Like, you can't be mad at them, because they're nuts, so what do 
you do? Just get mad intransitively. "You soft thing!” says Fiona. “I told 
you he'd be all right." Jude's like, "Yeah, the bastard. He's alive." Fiona 
corrects her: “Alive and mad.” Jude sniffs and laughs: "No change there, 
then." They laugh, because what do you do? 


Next day. The police bring Frank back to the hospital in Leeds while 
other police officers are breaking into Steve's place in Harris Street, the 
priest shooting video all around. (Okay, now the shuffle's gone into the 
Hosannah Chorus from Jesus Christ Superstar. My computer is inventing 
music | don't own! That's messed up!) There's a collage on Steve's 
screensaver: Steve, Peter, Fiona and Dave, and Jude. A bunch of pictures 
of Steve are all around (so that you know whose room this is), some in 
which he looks like a gay mime, and somebody's digging hair out of his 
bathroom sink and handing it to the priest. The priest leaves the 
apartment and walks down the block to his car -- there's a long winding 
white stripe leading along behind him. As he opens his car door, we see 
Steve watching from the other direction. The priest notices him, and 
Steve puts his fingers to his lips, for silence. The sign of Harpocrates, the 
child Horus, the new God of this age. More Gnostic stuff, if you're 
keeping score. The priest looks away. Osiris the Father dies away, and 
Isis gives birth to Horus, a child God. Not of rules, but of play. A 
transition from finite to infinite games, as my friend Karen would say. 
The Third Testament; the Gospel of the Son. | promised | wouldn't go 
there, and now here | am. You tell me. It only gets worse, and it's not me 
doing it. 


Moving on. The priest meets Steve in a coffee shop, and there's talk of a 
secret book of apocrypha that was all in code and told them the latitude 
and longitude of the return of the Son of God, “the lamb will appear in 
the city to the north," that kind of thing, and the priest admits that the 
Vatican has arranged things with the British government. Just so they can 


talk. The cough of an obsolete engine. "Your mother still alive?” Steve 
asks. "D'you want her to wake up with her legs turned to stone?" If not, 
Steve asks, the Vatican and Sexy Priest guy should leave him alone: "The 
work starts tomorrow." Priest tells Steve to stop with the threats, and 
since he doesn't seem interested in Steve's offer that he piss off, they 
continue to chat. The priest -- Father Dillane -- went to a posh school, 
and his "Christian" name, as Steve jokes, is James. Steve: "The minute | 
start, it's not gonna stop. Never. | want one night. | wanna get pissed. 
And see Judy. Please." Dillane's curious about the whole "tomorrow" 
thing, but Steve says it doesn't work like that: "Find out tomorrow. Won't 
find out till it happens." He can't be both human flesh and omniscient at 
the same time: "No warning." Dillane smiles, feeling that: "Some of us 
have been trying for years.” Steve nods. “Some of you have been shagging 
choir boys." Whoa. You can't expect Dillane to just take that: "How dare 
you? ‘Some of us? Most of us...Every day, somebody laughs and tears us 
down. And you're doing it.” Steve just smiles: "That's more like it. You're 
one of the few, Jimbo.” And if we're going there -- and be assured that 
we are -- it's nice that the single priest onscreen is “one of the few," even 
if he’s mostly just decoration. At which he excels. Dillane asks him what 
happens if people don't listen: “If they don't believe, what happens then? 
Are you damned?" Buzz shot dead, Steve just stares. 


Later, Steve's at Jude's place, looking at himself in the mirror, as she 
threatens to kill him for disappearing: "Do you remember that night? 
Been thinking about it ever since...can't be much of a kiss! Made me feel 
great, that did.” Steve picks up a cigarette, consuming, and she 
complains that he doesn't even smoke. He makes a terrible face, and she 
takes the cigarette back: "We were outside, do you remember? And | was 
drunk, okay, and then | went back in..." Steve does remember. Then 
what? Took a bus to Leeds, walked out onto the moors. And Frank's deal 
about how he was saying all kinds of bollocks, when they found him, 
",..but that’s just like hypothermia, right?” And he serves Jude up one 
steaming Hot-Crossed Eccleston Surprise -- the smile that means you're 
screwed so very very bad. 


Steve acts all hot and towels off as Jude scrape-scrapes some kind of 
English margarine onto some sad toast. He tells her how, at the 
beginning of things, he was eating pork pies, but by the last week, he 
was eating moss. (No honey and grasshoppers? That's so much cooler.) 
Jude: “And you didn't think, ‘Whoa, I'm going mad on the moors! Eating 
pork pies! I've gone mental!” Steve says he kind of thought about it, but 
once the heavy stuff started, he knew he wasn't crazy: “Outside that 
club, that was it. None of that. Just..." Snap. "None of that Heavenly 


Father with the booming voice bollocks. | just knew. Revelation.” Jude's 
like, "Fantastic; now, about getting you an MRI...?" He protests that he's 
fine, but...he protests, and she levels. She just fucking says it: "You were 
never the full shillings, Steve, but now you're off your -- how shall | say 
it? -- off your bleeding head." Oh, and they curse in this movie, too! 


Frank tells Jude how the police just stood back for the priest, and how 
they know everything. Every single thing. This is a particularly Frank 
problem, we'll see. No self-respecting Joseph in these stories needs you 
digging that far down. “Going back years!" Frank exclaims. To get the 
spotlight back on Steve, and less on Frank, Jude points out how nice 
Steve's looking these days, now that he's back from Crazytown. Steve 
apologizes to Frank (who looks away), and then drains a huge pint as 
Frank and Jude watch in amazement. 


Later, Steve's running around in the rain like a prat. “Like, what are you 
like?" He tries to explain the irritating giddiness to Jude. “There's all this 
stuff, like...cigarettes, and drink, and rain, and...everything! And it's all 
just burning! And this is the only place you can get that!" She's like, “This 
road?" And he laughs: “Earth. We're the luckiest bastards in creation. 
We're alive. Noise is just..." He bounces back and forth across the street, 
jumping on cars to make their alarms go off, adding more and more 
sound to the chorus. The people start coming out of their houses, yelling, 
and Jude begs Steve to stop. He apologizes...and all the alarms stop at 
once, throwing her off. (He's totally Jesus, dude! That's like nothing to 
him!) He calls out for a cab, and one appears. (Now we're talking!) He 
points out that it was a good miracle, kisses Jude sweetly on the cheek, 
and gets into the taxi. "Ta. I'm going home," Steve tells Jude. She thanks 
God for that...and he drives off in the cab, leaving her in the street. 


Jude alone, trying to hail a cab. It's not raining anymore. Under an Elijah 
Wood poster in a bus stop, a tramp asks her for some cash. She ignores 
him and keeps walking, having been truly screwed once again by the 
Steve Baxter in her life. "I've had nothing all day!" the tramp hectors. 
“Twenty pence won't kill you, will it? Go on!" Jude keeps walking, pulls 
her jacket tighter. "Piss off then, Judith." She stops, and there's a bone 
chuckle. | didn't know it would be scary! It’s very scary! Shuffle just 
started playing Amy Grant in order to combat the scariness! She keeps 
walking, and a car pulls up alongside, driven by a middle-aged woman, 
who is lost. With a capital yikes. She's looking for a university building: “I 
should know it, been there hundreds of times." Her husband always used 
to drive: "My husband died six months ago. Bowel cancer. Six months and 
he was gone. Six months sleeping and screaming. Six months, blood and 


shit pouring out of him." Her eyes go very shiny, like silver. Like a 
reflection of silver. "Where was God then? Where was that idiot when he 
was screaming?” Judith reassesses the situation, and bends down to the 
window again. Even though this is clearly a horrible thing that is 
happening, and these people are possessed by the actual Devil, 
obviously. | think it's because Russell Davies is a poet and you want more 
of that crazy talk when they talk like that. “Ask your precious boyfriend, 
sweetheart. Get him into bed, get on top of him and sweat, then ask 
him." Crude! She zooms off. Jude is having like the worst night. 
Boyfriend dumps you off in Manchester and then the literal Devil starts 
being all vulgar and making people's eyes shiny. | call that kind of night 
"A date with Cruel Intentions and a bottle of red," and you don't answer 
your phone, or the door, because: literal Devil. Jude's still holding the 
map that the woman handed her, which | think she drops, and behind 
her, the tramp laughs, leans his head back, and chuckles horribly, like 
sand in the gears, and his eyes are shining silver. 


Steve, alone, sticks his head out the skylight of his attic room. The attic 
room is where he does dorky things. And, | guess, God-related things 
now. He opens up a browser and searches for "the_second_coming." 
Underscores are the Boolean symbol for “computers are beyond me." 


Next morning, Steve's on a hideous purple and pink mattress. How deeply 
depressing. I'd go nuts too. Actually, I've been sleeping on the couch 
since | moved into this apartment, and I'm like this close, so there you 
go. As if it wasn't depressing enough, there's a Doves poster on the wall. 
There's a Smiths poster on the trapdoor...Wait. Yep, the Doves are from 
Manchester. Got it. Steve checks his email, and it starts receiving. 157 
emails. "Yes!" See, right there | lose the connection, because | get that 
many emails from whackjobs every single day, and here he is soliciting 
them. 


Jude's doorbell rings, and outside is Pete, whom we haven't really dealt 
with yet. He's cool. He's got Steve in tow, who's all ADD about something 
and Jude has to come right now. Pete gives her this look like, "My whole 
day has been like this,” and makes the screw-loose sign. She goes to grab 
her jacket, because we've all got a Steve Baxter. 


At the Maine Road Stadium, beloved by its constituents, there are hosts 
of people walking and singing Jesus songs. Pete and Steve and Jude walk 
along with the crowd. "This was you?” asks Jude. Yeah. “This lot have 
been waiting for years." That's the sad thing at the center of it all, isn't 
it? Waiting. Pete's like, "You couldn't just look at porn like everyone 


else?” The stadium gates are open, in the middle of the night. Jude gets 
scared. "You can drop this and go home with me right now," she tells 
Steve. She's concerned, because they'll go anywhere, for "any old 
lunatic.” She keeps saying this one thing that has me totally on her side, 
every time she says it: "They will end up with nothing." It's that atheist 
pedestal about how sad when people believe things. At most that's half 
the story, but you can't explain the rest to anybody. "Did you get home 
all right?” Steve asks, and Jude looks at him funny. "Why?" He nods. 
"Because they'll be looking for you. You've seen them, haven't you?" She's 
not having that conversation, because she's 80% in denial about the 
whole stalked-by-the-Devil thing (the other 20% is denial about Steve), so 
she takes off. Steve and Pete enter the stadium: police everywhere, 
wild-eyed people in the night. They all flood in together; Steve sees 
Dillane off in the back of the crowd, and Steve and Dillane look at each 
other. 


Judith goes to the nearest pub, asks for a vodka tonic, and spots Johnny 
Tyler. He smiles and gets up to leave, embarrassed about their bad date, 
and after a moment, she offers him a pint. He protests briefly, and then 
gives in. "And a pint for the gentleman," Jude says breezily. | don't think 
it's such a light thing for her. | think she knows they wouldn't get Mark 
Benton to play Johnny if he weren't a big deal. | think even now she's 
being a detective and looking at the whole mystery, of which Steve is 
now Officially just part. | think she's clever. 


The policeman is like, so you got access to the stadium and whatever? So 
this riot waiting to happen is your fault? Steve asks him for a sec, starts 
throwing that charm around, and Dillane offers that it is not a really 
good idea, but Steve begs, in that schizoid way, for just two minutes. 
"And then you can arrest me if you still want.” Have you ever been ina 
clinical environment? You cannot say no to a schizophrenic. They warp 
the world around them; it's because they have to. It's horrible. The cops 
give him two minutes. “Bingo,” he says. And smiles. 


Johnny tells Jude that he works around the corner, in a print shop. 
"Lucky seeing you again,” he starts, and she puts up the wall: “Just the 
one drink, then I'm off.” He goes into it -- "Used to that...” -- and she 
shuts him down: "Oh, don't start." There's a second of near-anger, the 
snake behind it, and then Johnny's sorry. He launches into his litany: "Not 
a surprise, is it? Size of me.” She agrees that being a fat-ass does not 
make it easier. He tells this awful story about how he gets dressed up 
every time, S'mints in every jacket, but once she sees him, one drink and 
she's off. (Tip: Canal Street, at least for now. Whole different mess of 


biscuits over there. Trust me.) “And then | go home," Johnny murmurs, 
eyes gone silver, "To satisfy myself over some whore in a jizz mag." (I 
have no idea what he actually calls it, but it seems to be about that 
gross, considering the worried look Jude shoots him.) “That's who we are, 
Judy: life's lost. Evil's such a lazy thing...God's got everything. Life, and 
love...And we're the opposite. We've got nothing, so we hitch a 
ride...Useless souls. We're waiting for you, Judy." She jumps up, scared, 
and the lights leave him. The bartender throws Johnny out, and he tosses 
some generic nastiness over his shoulder about "Suppose a shag's out of 
the question,” even though Jude needs it. 


In the stadium, people are freaking out and Steve is begging them to 
listen. They've gone much crazier since they all got into the bleachers, 
because they are British. The police are about to call the whole thing 
off, and Pete's like, "Come on, dude,” and Steve's wigging because he 
doesn't know what he's supposed to do at this point. "The Son of God 
knows everything!" shouts Pete, but Steve tries to describe it again: “It's 
like it downloads a bit at a time." He says he's supposed to be doing 
something, and that Pete's there for a reason. Pete continues to shout, 
and Steve smiles: "What is it? What's in your pocket?" Receipts and 
sunglasses. Steve thanks him, and takes the shades, and makes a bad 
reference to a song about having to wear shades, and he looks up, 
smiling. And the sky goes white. It's daylight in the stadium. Dillane 
adores the light, his smile so bright the light could be coming from him. 
Steve looks up into day. Pete takes off, and runs to the outside, where 
we see a Shaft of daylight the width of the stadium, up into the sky and 
on forever. You can see the clouds moving around. Pete breathes. 


Some guy runs into Jude's pub, yelling. 


Frank walks out of his house with a beer, further away still. 


Fiona and Dave watch, the children happy, Fiona lit with a crazy religion. 
Something to believe. 


Johnny runs screaming down the street, ducking into his doorway, 
whimpering to himself like a cat. He begins to bash his head against the 
wall. 


More and more people stare up. Jude runs back into the pub, and finds 
the TV remote: "Reports of a fire are now being denied..." They show a 
live feed, with the reporters -- and this is an issue throughout the film -- 
getting really super-repetitive like they forgot we could see it. “It's 
daylight inside the stadium! And it's night outside! This isn't a hoax! 


There's no explanation!” It's the perfection of the script that makes this 
shit so irritating. “It's daylight inside the stadium! And it's night outside!" 
And on TV, Steve begins to speak: "This is the work of God, and | am his 
son. God in human form. No halos, no white robes, no floatin’ about. 
Flesh and blood. Got that?" Jude watches, sad and afraid for Steve. 
“Because God is real. Fact. Heaven is real. Fact. Hell is real, and burning, 
and waiting. Fact. | am salvation, and I'm talking you forward. All of you. 
A brand-new gospel, for the entire human race. Coming soon." The smile. 
"Stay tuned." The TV goes wack. 


"ANGEL OF THE NORTH?" Lots of news talking and repetition. You have to 
have it, to show that it’s not just some kind of fairy tale where something 
happens and the world will never know. You have to do this, to show the 
scope, to show how badly Steve's warping the world, but it’s still clenchy 
to sit through: "Now referred to as the Maine Road Event...faded only at 
dawn...Over three hundred cameras from every TV station in the world 
were in Manchester...How can it be fake? The question is, how can it be 
real?; half of England could see it...." On and on like this, for a million 
years. Different countries, languages, cultures. Might as well turn it off 
and listen to something appropriate. That one song from the Six Feet 
Under finale. None of the governments or religious bodies is willing to 
comment, on Steve's legitimacy or whether the Maine Road Event is a 
real miracle. | love the word "synod." In the United States, suicide rates 
rocketed. | like that too. It's tough. Empires eating themselves in the 
face of judgment. Jenny Jones-style talk shows with “Men Who Think 
They're God," investigations into Steve's history as a clerk at a video 
store, the U.S. Senate making demands, Frank's criminal record 
(possession, theft). At which Frank laughs, turning the channel. "The Son 
of God; God made flesh." Frank leans forward. In Houston they're calling 
it an Annunciation. The event is welcoming “the Son of God, and awaiting 
his judgment and salvation.” A man drops himself at Steve's feet. He 
almost weeps as more and more people beg for healing. A French woman 
with a baby comes forward and Steve's driven to screaming: “It doesn't 
work like that! You can't test me. If he's dying, he’s dying. And going to 
Paradise." The woman screams at him, enraged, but | mean: whoa. David 
talks shit about how he and Steve are best friends and whatever, Pete 
screams at Steve through his television. It's an impressively fucked-up 
mess; everybody on earth going nuts all at once. It’s convincing. 


On another television, at Jude's house, Johnny Tyler addresses the 
screen. "...Looking for someone somewhat...blind. No,” he laughs. 
“Anyone, really. Not anyone, but...l| mean, blonde, brunette, sort 
of...anyone nice, really. Suppose that's what you want: someone nice..." 


She rewinds. “John Grisham, that sort of thing...” He laughs again, and 
she rewinds. He laughs, over and over. She pauses; his eyes in the 
laughter are silver with loneliness. Someone blind. Oh, Johnny. The 
music, Jude and | are scared, but not finished yet. | can love Johnny 
Tyler almost any time; you have to believe that about yourself -- that 
you're big enough for that. | didn't think they'd accomplish taking that 
away. He looks terrifying, maniacal. The silver, you wouldn't think it 
would be so...it’s like a mask, when they do that. | guess because you 
can't see the pupils, so you don't know exactly where he's looking. His 
face just goes away when it happens. It's like, in British shows they sit in 
the wrong sides of the car, and it always throws off your sense of power, 
balance, dynamics. Who's in power, who's got the upper hand? The 
person who's driving isn't the driver. The wrong person is driving. Jude 
gets closer and closer to the screen, lining herself up with Johnny. She 
realizes that she's getting hypnotized, and pulls out the tape, but it gets 
caught, and pulls, and crinkles. “Shit, shit, shit, shit," she says, crazy and 
shaking. Because she wanted to look more. Longer, deeper. She wanted 
to stare just a bit more, and now it's ruined, and she's shaking and 
pissed. The OCD, the attraction; obsession. Trump XV. Who knew God's 
grace could be expressed in the malfunction of a VCR? 


Security trucks bring Steve into the police station, riot police holding 
back the crowd. They assure us that they're not arresting him -- they 
don't want a riot -- but they'll keep him safe. Steve, high and manic, begs 
to talk to the crowd outside the police station, and the cops dissuade 
him. Good Cop tells Dillane that the simple fact of him being there "is a 
statement in itself"; it gives the Catholic church too much authority over 
what's happening. Steve couldn't care less about Dillane, he's so high, and 
Dillane says straight up that he’s not there to help Steve, who is nuts. 
"He's right,” shouts Steve. “There's no official church anymore. Just me." 
Good Cop's boss (clearly evil) tells him to let Steve speak. "With respect, 
sir,” says Good Cop, "...1 mean, this goes beyond Manchester. I'm not sure 
it's your decision..." Bad Cop: "I know, but | have my instructions. We let 
him talk." | wonder what Bad Cop's loneliness is, where it comes from. 
And what about the strength in Good Cop, for that matter? They left out 
a whole act when they had to crush it down from four hours to three, all 
about how they're all tested. | feel like we'd learn a lot about the cops in 
that act. Not to mention watching Fiona act the fool forever. 


Oh, look. Fiona. David's laughing about everything, even as Peter storms 
into the pub and starts yelling at him about the interviews and general 
trashiness of them. Fiona protests that they offered Dave money, he 
didn't ask them for it. David and Peter discuss whether it's real; David 


compares it to watching David Blaine levitate, and Fiona makes a 
fucked-up face and tells him not to talk like that: “What if he can hear 
you?” Dave and Jude both manage not to smack her, but Jude calls her 
stupid. David complains that Fiona's been in church all day. She's never 
believed before, Fiona. And she's got a lot of things she needs answers 
for. And a lot of empty spaces to get filled, and now here comes religion 
for her, for her personally, and what it can do for her. Make her special 
-- doesn't she know Steve Baxter? -- and make her strong, because God 
knows Dave's not doing anything for her. She is drowning, and | don't 
blame her for reaching out like this, but my God, she acts like such a 
frigging douchebag all the time. Speaking of. Steve greets the crowd with 
the crazy Eva Peron arms, up in the air, and they all go quiet. There are 
thousands of people outside the police station, as far back as you can 
see; the camera moves gorgeously around Steve, who's standing like a 
Greek statue, surrounded by the police below him. And here's what he 
says: 


"You are becoming Gods. There's a new master of creation, and it’s you. 
You've unraveled DNA, you're five years away from building your own 
people...and at the same time, you're cultivating bacteria strong enough 
to kill every living thing. D'you think you're ready for that much power? 
You lot? Heh. You lot? You cheeky bastards." The TV goes off, anda 
blond hooligan kid laughs with Pete about Steve swearing on BBC at 2 in 
the afternoon. They switch it to ITV, which | guess is less afraid of Steven 
Baxter than the BBC is. That's hilarious! He continues: “You're running 
around science like kids with guns. Creating a new world while the world 
you got is..." He says something gutteral | can't get at, and begs them to 
put a hand up: “Hands up anyone who thinks you've got it right!" One 
hand goes up, and he laughs ("There's always one"), and points to the 
guy. "/ can see you,” he says, and reaches out. The way he says it is 
heartbreaking. “If you want the position of God, then accept the 
responsibility." Close-up on the sad face of Steve. “And I'm like you; I've 
been you. Knowing it's all gone wrong, and doing nothing about it, 
keeping me head down, giving a quid to charity, signing a petition. 
Talking about it down at the pub. Laughing about it and doing nothing.” 
Pan across the disciples, at the pub. Knowing he's right. We know he's 
right. | get all in a twist about the liberal polemics, but you know he's 
right. “Even now. Right now | wanna do nothing. | wanna go home, shut 
the door, and pretend this isn't happening. But | can't. | can't, because | 
was born the Son of God. And the Son of God came once before, and 
gave you a Testament. And you ignored it." Actually, we jimmied around 
with it for 2000 years like a Frankenfood, but | know what you mean. 
Steve smiles out at them. "This time there'll be a Third Testament. A new 


foundation for the way you live your lives. And the Third Testament will 
be written by you. You've got five days. In five days, the Third Testament 
will be delivered to me, and we start again. Every country, every 
religion...starts again.” Chris Eccleston is a fucking awesome actor. | 
can't imagine a speech more offensive, and you buy it. (But then, your 
definition of "offensive" gets to be a little bendy as we go on, doesn't it?) 


Steve turns away, winded, and downloads the epilogue: "And don't 
argue.” Dave stares up at the screen, in the pub. “All you Christians out 
there, don't go ‘round saying you were right..." -- Fiona stares -- "...And 
everybody else was wrong. Forget all that, all those divisions..." Judith 
and Peter staring up. “All that history, all that bollocks. Forget it, it's 
gone. Forgotten. It's starting again from scratch right now, because 
you've got to. I've seen it.” That's all God ever offered -- the opportunity 
to drop the fight. Zoom in on the TV. "You stupid, stupid people. I've 
seen what you've done. It's finally happened." He raises his arms to the 
sky and screams. "Heaven is empty, and Hell is bursting at the seams!" 


Whoa there, Steve. There are immediate riots of an amazing nature 
outside the station. Good Cop (his name is Officer Chadwick, but | don't 
remember when we find that out) introduces Steve to his new place: a 
big empty warehouse area on the upper level of the station. It was going 
to be converted into offices, but now he can have it. A regular cell, 
beyond the sucking part, would also cause a holy war. "... Those that 
aren't declaring holy war already,” he smiles. He starts getting things set 
up for Steve, and offers him a cup of tea. "So what happens now? This 
Third Testament, what do we do? Sit down and write it together? How 
does that work? We all write, and you pick the best one?" Steve's like, "I'll 
know it when | see it,” but that's not enough for Chadwick. "How will you 
get to see it?" And Steve begins to weep: "I don't know." The wrong 
person is driving. It's hard to watch, especially after the manic episode 
we just got through. 


Later, they bring in that hideous mattress from before, causing me to 
weep as well. Steve sits in the middle of chaos as the staff sets 
everything up: bed, television cameras, boxes of Testaments already 
arriving. A woman with a clipboard drops her purse on a chair, and Steve 
snags her phone. 


Elsewhere, | get a very bad feeling as they draw some intense blood from 
Frank. I've seen this one before, Carpenter Joe. If they start talking 

about midichlorians, I'm dumping this thing mid-recap. Francis leaves the 
office where they took the blood, in the company of a violently cute cop 


kid named Simon. He's going to be evil, | just know it. The camera is too 
into him. Simon sends Frank into a bathroom with a discreet file folder 
with porn in it. This is degrading, and | mean, we already know. 


Steve sits on the bed twitching near some half-eaten British food of some 
kind. He calls Jude with the purloined phone, but she just sits and 
watches the Third Testament speech on the news. She finally picks up, 
and Steve gets cute: "| knew you were there!” She's like, "Where else 
would | be? You've ruined my anonymity.” He's all, "How's things?" Um, 
“interesting.” | love this, though. It's so real. Like, you're not going to say, 
"| saw you talking crazy on every channel again, Star Jones. Give my 
props to Lance Bass.” You're going to play it cool because the guy's your 
Steve Baxter. Steve says he can see Jude's house from where they've got 
him hidden. They are both so adorable. She thanks him very much for 
getting her out of work: "Half the kids didn't show up; they're watching 
TV." He snorts that nothing's changed there, and she asks if they haven't 
tapped the phone. He says he's stolen a cell, but I'm so sure! They totally 
tapped her phone too, and she's getting phone calls from the Fallen and 
shit. She tells Steve he'll go to Hell for stealing that lady's phone, and | 
wish we'd seen him do an overt Kenobi before this so that it wouldn't 
keep niggling that he gets away with this crap. He says it would be nice 
to see her, and she points out how she can't avoid seeing him, on every 
channel, on every TV. He comes close to begging, and she says -- | think 
with a bit of practice -- "Things to do, Steve. Life doesn't stop because of 
you." Ouch. On the other hand, Bloody Mama, you're totally sitting on 
your couch eating Ben & Jerry's and watching him on TV anyway, so shut 
up. "...Do you believe me?” Steve finally asks. There's silence. “Just say 
yes or no.” Just fucking say it. "No," says Jude. He accepts this, kind of, 
and she tells him to go on and convince her. "How's it going to work? 
They're all meeting. You're going to get five million Testaments, and all 
of them wrong." Not to mention: "I don't want that lot deciding for me 
anyway!" | love this girl. “Steve...it’s all bollocks. It's just...look, | said I'd 
go ‘round to Pete's.” She rings off with a “take care of yourself" and a "see 
you.” Jeez, lady. Well, was it the whole "Hell is bursting at the seams” 
thing? Because | kind of wanted to bust his nuts for that one. 


Good Cop gives Steve a tour of the piles and warehouses of Testaments, 
which are being processed, checked for explosives and anthrax. “So you 
better make a start," he says, and Steve whimpers that he can't read 
them all. "Bit of a flaw in the plan, if you ask me." | love Good Copper 
Chadwick. He's so sweet. Steve flips out, alone, with Chadwick's voice 
echoing in his ears: "What if they think of the exact words you need, and 
can't write it down?" He leans his head against a window, with the light 


behind. It's hard, not seeing his face, knowing how far out he is right 
now. Fade to white... 


...and fade in on Fiona, with her kids sitting on a bench, entirely washed 
out like the end of days, never quite coming back to normal lighting. In 
slow motion, she and her children stand up from the bench, the music 
ethereal and a bit suspenseful, heavy on the drums. Inside a convenience 
store, Fiona buys a notebook for her Testament. "What would you write? 
Who saves the world?" asks the television above the counter, and Fiona 
drops her change into the charity cup. First one, then several. Faster and 
faster, and she dumps out her purse, hands shaking, camera speeding up, 
fade to white. Asceticism As Bargaining Tactic. 


Steve again. 


Fade to Pete, carrying a bouquet of flowers. The graveyard's overflowing; 
everyone's there. Broken hearts and people screaming, pounding on 
tombstones. Think of the Victorians; obsession with death signals a 
culture in decline. 


Fade to Steve, who goes into download. All these dangers of religion. The 
ways God warps the world around Him. 


Jude walks down the street in signed Steve Madden tennis shoes, looks 
like. At her feet, she finds that map from before, the night the Devil first 
came for her. Must be a sign. Must be something awful coming. She goes 
to the building that poor lonely woman was looking for; the music is 
intrigued. The office, she finds, is empty -- the television is on, with the 
man throwing himself at Baxter's feet the day the sun shone in the 
stadium. A woman enters the small office and asks if she can help Jude; 
Jude tells her about the poor widow, who went all Satanic on her, but 
the lady interrupts her: “Have you seen this?" It's this one clip of a 
reporter freaking out during the Event, the moment of her belief. “It just 
doesn't stop...Look at it! | think...it's true...." Weeping. “They keep 
playing that bit," the woman says noncommittally. "She's actually starting 
to believe, and they've caught it on camera.” | don't know why that gets 
to me; it's the same objective correlative every single time: you see God 
in Steve's eyes at the stadium, you see the madness of loneliness and the 
option of evil in the silver eyes of Johnny Tyler, you see the birth of faith 
in this journalist's eyes. | guess, not being God or the Devil ourselves, as 
far as we know, she's the best we can hope for. “I think it’s real...." An 
empty doorway and a maple leaf. Jude considers her, smiles at the 
screen. "| was in school with him, Steven Baxter. Sorry to have bothered 
you.” She takes off, but the woman offers her coffee. 


“Everyone can see what it is,” says the university lady. "But what's 
important is what it’s not. It's not shining white light, not some mystical 
shaft of Heaven beaming down. It's just daylight, a great big chunk. 
Could be a specific day, maybe it’s just Tuesday. The Event was 
Thursday, and there's a great big chunk of Tuesday in the middle.” 
Chesterton smiles, somewhere bright and warm. “Could you prove it?” 
That's my Jude. The woman talks about weather reports -- actually being 
able to match up cloud patterns, | imagine -- and Jude pushes her to tell 
someone: “Doesn't explain it, but it's a start.” The woman asks exactly 
what proof that would provide. "That it’s real; not heavenly or..." So, to 
reduce Heaven to a physical process? A trick of the light, instead of a 
miracle? Profesora gets intense: “Tuesday afternoon is dragged into 
Thursday night? It proves the opposite: an act of God." Jude wigs, but the 
woman is not dissuaded, pulling out that old chestnut about how science 
is headed toward "some design," and Jude gets pragmatic again. “He 
could start with a proper miracle: feeding starving people," for example. 
And Davies gets you from that direction too: "We could feed them, if we 
made the effort.” Trading sky miracles for the miracle of kindness. Jude's 
clever, but the Third Testament is just right there for you to see it, like a 
fractal, all through the thing. Even after the Testament is written -- and 
you don't want to get there as quickly as you might think; I've been 
through the whole trip and you should keep hold on those horses, 
because the ending is a sock in the gut -- you still have them discovering 
different sides and angles of the simple fact of personal responsibility. 
Heaven in a parking lot. 


Later, leaving, the woman urges Jude to start at the top -- to talk to 
Steve. Jude's more interested in the main mystery, tossing off that he 
hasn't got time for her, which is a lie: "Somebody left me a note to lead 
me here -- find you, a believer, with proof. It's like someone wants me to 
believe.” Why? “Exactly. There's nothing important about me." 


Cut to Steve. Alone. In silence. 


Frank watches a news report about how Steve's not committing to any 
public statement about his origins; Simon the cute cop kid comes in 
behind him just as they're saying Frank's got Klinefelter's, and has thus 
been infertile since birth. Francis freaks out about how he's personally 
still waiting for the results on all the tests, and meanwhile the news 
already has him on blast: "How's that on the telly?" Simon watches as 
Francis freaks, running down the hall toward the outside, careening off 


walls and trash cans, screaming, “Bastards!” and...there we go: Simon's 
eyes go silver; he begins to giggle. 


Jude and Fiona discuss how there are only four days left. “Who's writing 
the Testament?" "They'll have so much power,” Jude worries. Fiona’s 
started writing, and cautions Jude that she should be writing again. Peter 
and Dave are there; everybody talks over everybody else. It's a 
microcosm, son. "That's what the law is, that's what common sense is..." 
"People are scared, we're heading toward fundamentalism..." "You've 
never even read the New Testament!" But, Jude maintains, it hasn't 
worked. David admits that he always thought Pete was Muslim, and Peter 
says that his mother was Christian: "l never said, because you'd take the 
piss.” Jude tries to bottom-line it: "This is Steve. Even if the Son of God 
does exist: five billion people on Earth, and it’s Steve?" They protest that 
this is the point, but she can't get over it: “It's just Steve! Stupid, 
ordinary Steve." 


Who is watching TV, as Johnny Tyler calls in to the program. "Steven 
Baxter is the real deal...It's easy to believe, nobody believes anything 
these days -- and that’s why we need Baxter. The Nazerene came two 
thousand years ago, and we abandoned him. Now it's all started again, 
now we can be prepared." Prepared for what, asks the presenter. “The 
war," Johnny grins, at home. Steve turns off the TV and pulls out the 
stolen phone. Down at the pub in their old neighborhood, the bartender 
is trying to serve everybody, tossing bags of chips to the customers. He 
answers the phone: “It's me, Steve. | need a favor.” The bartender smiles 
and says he can help as soon as he pays off his 19 pound tab. They laugh. 
Steve breaks out through his bedroom window; the cops watch him on 
security cameras, and Bad Cop again cautions Good Cop Chadwick to let 
him go. 


Steve rides to the neighborhood in the back of a cargo truck, pulling the 
door open when it stops, and walking down the road. A woman stares at 
him through a window, an unhappy man glares daggers, a man yells that 
he's a liar as a family waves and smiles from their living room. Steve 
knocks upon the door of the pub, which has been closed, and inside finds 
the entire cast, assembled. The blond hooligan-looking fella from before 
rips off his sweater to reveal a big pink triangle and has a go at Steve 
about how Jesus opted out of talking about homosexuality, so what does 
Steve say? “It's fine with me...but I'm not writing it.” The man nods: "| 
am." This scene is funny, like they said, “Russell, where is the gay stuff? 
You always have gay stuff, and this is about religion, so like..." And 
Davies went, “Fuck! | forgot completely!" And then just plopped this kid 


into the middle of it to scream, “I'm gay! What's up!" and Steve could be 
like, "No problem. Jesus 2.0 loves the gays. But also the gays are not 
Jesus's problem right now.” Which is pretty much, again, the point of the 
whole movie: please deal with yourself. As, like, a favor to God. Your 
issues are not the only issues. But | also love it, because if | said “Russell 
Davies" and "Second Coming of Christ” to you in the same sentence, you'd 
pretty much think buggery first thing, wouldn't you? You can admit it, it’s 
okay. Steve orders a beer. Seriously! 


Outside, Good Cop Chadwick looks around, and then up in the sky, a 
security camera turns toward the door of the pub, and we see it on 
video. Bad guys watching. Pete and Steve are having a laugh in the 
bathroom about how people are calling him from the whole of his 
history. “Somebody got two thousand quid off the Sun just for being in 
school with us!" Steve asks him if he believes yet. Peter apologizes, but 
gives assent: "The look on your face that night." He asks what it's like, 
inside Steve's head. Which, | must say, | have a real passion for the way 
Davies manages to get this across. He did the same thing in Doctor Who a 
few times, and | always loved it. Sounds easy, describing the whole of 
existence and knowledge, but | defy you to do it with the elegance or the 
brevity he does. God knows | can't. "Yeah...there's thinking about normal 
things, food and telly. Then the whole of creation shoved inside me 
head. Open a door and it's a furnace burning. The size of it, Pete.” Does 
it hurt? He nods. Pete gets worried. “Last time this happened? Don't 
laugh. Last time, He died." They look at each other. "Yeah," Steve says. 
With Pete it's always death, have you noticed? The tombstones...one of 
the tests we lost in that cutback was Peter's full test: seduction by a 
demon played by Lynda With A Y! Imagine that! 


Back out, Pete bringing the beers, talking about the women begging to 
sleep with Steve. Fiona is obnoxiously grossed out by the idea. The queer 
guy is like, “You're a virgin." Does it matter? No, but Steve admits that he 
is. Jude watches, sad. Peter asks about these women in the past, whom 
he'd always assumed. Nope. “Thought so!" crows Peter. "Fantastic! You've 
made my day!" Fiona changes the subject, to Jude's (and | imagine the 
Son of God's) relief: "What do we call you?" Um, "Steve"? Peter smiles at 
them. "Not Jesus,” she presses. "You're like his brother, so...?" Jude 
snorts. "I'm asking, all right?" | give points to Fiona for just saying it, you 
know? Sometimes you need some specifics. Steve tries to explain that it's 
more like different aspects of the same thing. Jude calls bullshit: "Nice 
to know you think we're pigshit stupid. What are we sitting here for?" | 
think she's pissed about unrelated craziness, but also: the problem with 
Fiona's zeroing in on the weirdest stuff to deal with, because she's 


horrible, added to the sex stuff, and she can't really be blamed. "I need 
you with me," says Steve. To everybody, but not really. "Nobody's saying 
so -- nobody wants to admit I'm real, but..." He starts talking about how 
badly he needs his support system: "Next three days, | have to be in 
Washington, Rome...” Peter grins and yells that nobody ever comes to 
Manchester. “Tell London to go to hell they can come here." | love Peter. 
It's a civics opportunity! He should be in the Chamber of Commerce! 


Fiona worries that she'll be all fishbowl like Steve, if she consents to join 
the Magic Bus, and Steve tries to explain that he’s imagining something 
like before, like just heading to the pub and talking and hanging out. He's 
going into a manic phase again, the kind where he asks for stuff that 
makes no sense. There's a devil in the corner, smiling at him, watching 
him talk. Steve goes off about how they always stuck by him: "Kept 
talking to me even though | was useless. Sitting at the pub, like we were 
waiting...” Jude shakes her head. Not like that. "You mean like apostles.” 
And he does. Fiona starts bitching that she has a family, kids, a house, 
somebody's birthday.... Steve tells her to bring the kids! Bring Dave! 
Peter and | scream at her not to bring Dave. This is all getting very 
Stranger In A Strange Land, suddenly. In the middle of the conversation, 
still talking, Steven catches the devil's eye. He doesn't smile back. All the 
mates agree to stay with him. Francis asks if he's invited. Of course he is. 
And that's everyone. Almost. 


Steve looks at Jude, full on, in the darkness of the pub: “What do you 
think?” And she makes a pretty good point, which is that joining his 
brigade is (a) an admission of belief, and (b) she doesn't. “I think you're 
psychic, or a Martian, or...| don't believe in God, there isn't a God.” | love 
how Jude's just the same as Steve, with the logical jumps. Like she's 
going to convince him. He's still not sold: "You've seen more than 
anybody!" She says that if it's that big a deal, Steve can just change her 
mind for her, and he shakes his head because of free will and all. Jude's 
ona roll, it's like a Greatest Hits of Jude! “What if you fail, Steve? What 
if there's no Third Testament? Everybody's talking, nobody's saying 
anything. What happens if there is no Testament?” The devil zips up his 
jacket, in close-up slo-mo. His eyes are shining as he listens. "Come with 
me and find out!" says Steve, with that grin. And Jude takes it on: "Okay, 
count me in.” The devil rises to leave, dropping a black medicine bag on 
his table, even as Peter's asking about his sister's kid, who's autistic. Jude 
gets excited about this new chink in the plan -- "Can you answer that?” -- 
but Steve actually pulls it together. "Make the cripples walk, and where 
does it stop? All the way to dictatorship." He says that the Maine Road 
Event was to get people thinking, but the rest isn’t his problem: “You've 


had one big miracle, that's it,” he says, as the bar back opens the black 
bag. 


Outside, we see the pub explode in fire, glass shattering out, as 
Chadwick looks on. 


And in the middle of the pub, sitting around their table, the Apostles of 
Steven Baxter sit, unharmed. The floorboards are blackened, the chairs 
all around are bent and mangled, the windows are gone and the sunlight 
streams in. Jude stares at Steve as a chandelier crashes to the floor 
behind them. 


"Well. Maybe two.” 


THE BOOK OF JUDAS 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 1 | Episode 15 | Aired on 02.08.2003 


The Second Coming, Part II - Jude writes the Third Testament on Judgment Day. 
Everything changes. 


| take it all back. I've just finished the Queer As Folk finale, ending the 
Manchester What Are You Like experiment; more ugly and more joyful 
than | remembered. Artists, God-given artists, everything they do 
reflects on everything else: | feel like | get Doctor Who more now; | get 
this terrifying movie more now. That's how you know you're dealing with 
a staunch character. All previous whinging about Russell T Davies is now 
relegated to the crap pile, with apologies to those of you who felt 
personally attacked. | am an idiot. Especially considering -- that most 
horrible of habits -- I've been talking Manchester Anglophile all week and 
getting on my own nerves. Pretentious twat. I've been on voluntary 
lockdown because | don't want anybody to hear the accent until | get it 
under control. This is why | don't watch PBS -- and why the Doctor Who 
recaps can get a little cringy, to be frank. This isn't my diary: there's a 
point. But we haven't got there yet. 


Previously: Steve Baxter revealed that he was the Son of God, and that 
there was a Third Testament forthcoming. Johnny Tyler made for an 
adorable masturbating Satan. The news revealed that Frank was infertile 
and S-E-X-X-Y to boot. Good Cop Chadwick got all in a mess; Fiona was 
disgusting and best forgotten about; Jude joined Steve's lame version of 
the Jesus Christ Superstar Traveling Roadshow. Everything blew up. 


Things start in a way | always enjoy, and have used on more than one 
occasion: Jude packing a bag in the quiet morning light. Not only is it 
evocative -- you hear the zippers, the tiny sighs and grunts of getting 
your shit together -- but it contrasts beautifully with the tumult outside. 
Which is bastard crazy. The cops escort her through the crowd, 
overwhelmed and gone exhausted in five seconds, as they ask her what's 
happening tomorrow. As she pulls up to the station in her security van it 
is covered in hands and desperation. Frank gets out with her, and Fiona 
calls: "You're on every channel. Right now! It's like Big Brother!" Jude's 
like, "Word. This is insane." Fiona informs her that nobody can get into 
Manchester: "We're the new Mecca!" They discuss how everyone's making 
a profit in Manchester, driving up prices and | guess selling t-shirts, as 
Johnny Tyler calls to Jude through the blockade with a huge creepy 
smile. "Gotta go,” says Jude. “Big Brother's calling.” If Fiona were calling 
me, I'd say, “Sorry, gotta go. I've just died." Johnny marvels to the people 


around him, to the television cameras, that he went on a date with her. 
A date! With her! Back at home, Dave bitches at Fiona that she could be 
in the middle of it. "Christ, we could have made a fortune!" If | were 
Dave, I'd want my wife to join a cult, too. "Don't take his name in vain," 
she hisses, but before they even attempt to be interesting, she zeroes 
back in on the TV. "There he is now!" Dave drinks a beer. | wish a bomb 
would hit their stupid house. 


Also being a sad old prick: Steve Baxter, who goes to the window and 
raises his arms, Eva Peron-style, once. The crowd outside the station 
cheers. He does it once more, and again they raise a shout. Shut up, 
Jesus! He drops to the floor, and moves the TV so he can see it at the 
same time that he's dicking around with them. Asshole gnosis. What is it, 
what does it matter, if you're not on TV? Nice commentary, but it gets 
me outrageously pissed at Steve Baxter. The only thing more lonely or 
pathetic than masturbating, on reflection, is watching yourself do it on 
playback. He stands at the window again. Somebody snipe him! Just a 
bit, just somewhere not that bad. I'm not that impressed with 
Manchester if they can't even manage one lone gunman. 


Frank enters, accompanied by Jude and Peter, and says, “He's doing it 
again!" Pete calls him a “big ponce,” and Jude dares him to show them 
the fillings in his teeth. | like that a lot. Peter: “Where is the beer?” | like 
that even more. Jude smiles at Steve with great love, as he shouts, “I'm 
going worldwide. Look at it! Fantastic!" Cameras everywhere! Which, it's 
pointed out, are paid for by the taxpayers. What a fucked up country, 
that would use public airspace to force-feed the populace a religious 
agenda. Good Cop Chadwick throws some Colbert on the fire: "Um, it 
won't be shown everywhere.” Which is good: “If you force this broadcast," 
he explains, that would be taken as “invasion” by some countries. Fair 
point: most countries and nations in the world seem to be doing okay 
without a bunch of Jesuses. One of the most interesting things about this 
story is how it answers the question at the same time that it takes the 
question apart: if the Christian God really is the one true God, that's not 
really a solution in any way. It makes for more problems than it solves, 
for sure. Steve's like, "Oh, it'll be fine! I'm crazy! Go with it!" Chadwick 
shakes his head lovingly: “He starts a revolution and says don't worry 
about it,” and takes him to look at the Testaments, which are overfilling 
every room and cabinet. 


Jude sits on her bed in the station-turned-barracks, watching the news 
about her getting blown up. Remember that? The news goes the extra 
step of referring to her, Frank and Peter, as "the New Disciples.” She's 


almost cool with that, because that's the most laughably queer part of 
this entire venture. The explosion is “now being called Baxter's second 
miracle." She smokes a cigarette, and falls back on the bed. It's dressed 
in lovely red linens. He smiled at her, in the middle of the fire. When the 
whole world around them was ending, all that existed, all you had to 
hold onto, was Chris Eccleston's smile. (We've been to that rodeo a time 
or two, haven't we?) And she looked back at him across the table, 
everything falling apart, both of them wreathed in literal hellfire, falling 
from a great height, noise louder than anything. And he smiled at her, 
with infinite love. She's dealing. | like her a lot. 


Steve reads a Third Testament briefly; he drops it and picks up another. 
He dumps out mailbags, parcels, piles. None of them are right. He starts 
a minor meltdown, and Peter looks him right in the eye. "You start over 
there, and I'll start over here.” There's your Third Testament, you idiots. 
That's all you need. Steve whines, "There's millions!" and resumes his 
wobbler, but Peter holds his gaze. "You start over there. And I'll start 
over here. And we'll meet in the middle. Okay?” And he smiles. Less 
magic, more problem solving. 


Later, they're all reading Testaments, camped out surrounded by piles 
and piles. It's another unavoidable scene, isn't it, but it sparkles 
nonetheless. Peter: “Nutter. Nutter. Nutter.” There are lots of funny and 
crazy and sad pictures of Jesus. Single girls with their photos attached. 
That's how you know you're famous, when they start sending pictures 
attached. Jude finds one that says all you have to do is work out the 
(Subway? One-way? Manchester, what are you like?) system in Oxford. 
Oxford City Council called, they said, "Park and Ride, bitches! We keep 
telling you!" So | guess the Oxford City Council is Jesus now. There's 
another one Steve describes as “a novel,” and Frank reads a long screed 
along the lines of "England for the English, kick out the blacks and Asians 
and refugees, burn the gays and the Jews, burn them in a pit and salt the 
earth, whatever.” | bet there were a lot of those. Frank is interesting: 
"What if they're right?" Valid question. Jude's got a bunch of death 
threats. Steve's been blown up and survived forty days on the moors. He's 
fine. (Note: Peter's got all the crazies to deal with, Frank has the 
traditional hate literature, Jude's got the death threats. And Steve's got a 
bunch of nothing.) “I can die," Steve says. “Wouldn't be human if | can't 
die." Jude is still doing her bit for secular humanism: "How do you know?" 
Download, he gestures to his temple. "When? How?" When it's time, he 
thinks. "Dunno." And Jude throws a wobbler of her own, that has more 
romantic relevance than anything else. Even though it's mostly true 
about them both. "I dunno! | dunno, don't ask me. Dunno, dunnoooo. Ask 


a simple question...” He protests. Things are getting weird. “l don't 
know!" he shouts, and she cuts a violent glare. “Yeah, | know. Want a cup 
of tea? Mmm, dunno." 


Nothing fuels the anger of an atheist more than mystery. Just as things 
are getting too awkward to watch, we switch to Big Brother's video. "I 
know more things than you'll ever see!" Steve screams. “Ooh, big boy," 
Jude shouts, accent going buckwild. "Gizza straight answer then! 
Nevermind this stuff, what happens after tomorrow? Because the Third 
Testament doesn't exist. And even if it does exist, it isn't here, and even 
if it is here, we'll never find it, and even if we find it, we won't believe it 
-- so what happens then?" That's one of my favorite speeches in this 
whole thing, because it's totally true. Take out mystery, and it's 
completely true. The story structure itself begs the question: ask for the 
impossible, and while that's lovely, you're still dealing with the 
impossible. The smartest thing this movie ever did was make Jude the 
valid third voice. Steve v. Johnny is wonderful, if you're an 18th-century 
woodcut, but we don't live in a Steve world. We don't even live in a 
Johnny world. We live in a Jude world. Her last name is Roach: the only 
thing that will survive. And that's the other side to the atheist allergy to 
mystery: the religious allergy to the obvious. And they're both right, and 
they're both fucking morons. It's a triangle, but not 
thesis/antithesis/synthesis classical stuff. It's a real triangle, a love 
triangle: bad/good/ironic. She packs as much power as either of the 
other two, and this is where that starts. She's not trapped in anybody's 
Manichean duality but her own, and it has to do with the real 
post-Nietzschean shit. | love her. The power of the human mind to reach 
grace on its own terms, and the resolution of that lies in an ability, a 
bravery, to take it all on: the seen and the unseen. 


"D'you wanna know?" Steve asks. "Yes. What if it fails. What if there's no 
Third Testament? Tell me that." And in the Big Brother room, the Devil 
leans back. Showtime. "I can!" he shouts, and it's not the Son of God 
that's shouting it. It’s a video clerk in his early thirties. “I can find out." 
She calls the bluff: "Then do it." Steve downloads; there's a rattle on the 
soundtrack. The snake behind it. This is vulgar. He trances out for a bit, 
as the Devil watches, fingers crossed. There are drums. She looks at him, 
still with love for all that; Frank watches, Pete watches. It downloads, 
and he laughs sadly to himself. God's sick little surprise party. “What did 
you see?" asks Peter. Steve answers, “Nothing.” And Jude nods the sharp 
little nod of the anarchist: “There you go." But wait: "No, | saw nothing. 
That's what | saw. There's nothing there.” Frank questions this; questions 
nothing. It's like a play; every interaction takes place on another level. 


It's like a poem. Watch who says what. "Nothing exists. Darkness.” Peter 
clarifies: "Like, the end of the world?” He stares. "...Steve?" Judgment 
Day. Jude swallows. "If there's no Third Testament, then it's Judgment 
Day. Tomorrow.” Steve begins to crack, tears running quietly. “Tomorrow 
night." Jude calls bollocks, and Steve looks at her, full of tears and 
revelation: "Armageddon. | saw it. Death." He looks at us, through the 
camera. You love him more intensely. It's a thing Chris Eccleston does 
every time, turns it on behind the eyes like Miss Tyra. There's a music 
video by the band | Am Kloot. Chris Eccleston looking at you for two and 
a half minutes. Sounds gay, and it sort of is if you're not on the 
wavelength at the time. It's like sitting zazen, for him and for you. It's 
hard to watch, and by hard | mean impossible. Zazen means you sit 
facing the wall, it's a form of Zen meditation where you face the wall. 
And the storms come, and the rage and the pain and the sadness, and 
the smells come and the sounds, and you continue to sit. The discipline is 
in continuing to sit. And that's how the video plays, reward and all: it 
accomplishes in two and a half minutes what this movie needs two and a 
half hours to say. | highly recommend it. The band is from -- Did | really 
need to check? -- fucking Manchester. And the song is called "Proof." 


Overlay Chris Eccleston looking right at you, through the camera, and 
fade to Bad Cop. Eyes shining silver. "Stop recording,” he says. This is 
where the game kicks in. The techie gives him the tape and he puts out 
his cigarette -- near Jude's face on a surveillance screen, the angle of 
filming is very precise about that -- and he hops in a car with a briefcase, 
which he taps lovingly, and he leaves the station. 


Good Cop Chadwick being interviewed on TV: "We're keeping him safe, 
and he can't get out" are the two main things. Johnny Tyler smiles, hard, 
and lies back, turning off the TV in his awful little flat. Night night, he 
says. Sleep tight. 


Simon Hottie Cop drops his keys and picks them up. It's a tiny motif, but 
you can't overlook it. I'm sure I've already missed other occurrences. 
Drops keys, picks them up, goes to meet Frank in his little room in the 
compound. "It's a raid!" he says cheekily, and Frank offers him some pot. 
"Keep it, you need it. Got you some more.” The world belongs to the 
Devil, and Frank belongs to the world. | don't like his looks and | do like 
the looks of Johnny Tyler; | can congratulate myself on loving Johnny 
Tyler because it proves what a lovely big man | am, but I've never liked 
Frank. He's creepy and there's no point to him; there's never a point to 
Carpenter Joe. The passion of the viewer is to love everyone, in time, 
out of pity or simple harmonics. It only hurts more: "I was going to get 


you a t-shirt,” muses Simon, still cheeky. "Selling them outside. ‘Frank 
Shooting Blanks.’ T-shirts! Kids wearing ‘em! Kids! It's like...public 
humiliation. Don't know how you can take it!" Who could? He's the last 
generation of manhood, you can't question his semen, for Pete's sake. He 
belongs to the world, didn't father his child, can't father any child, lost 
his wife to madness and suicide. For Pete's sake you can't question him as 
aman on top of it. The serpent was subtle, and all. "I've had worse," 
Frank says, off on his litany. "Hadda wife go mad ten years into marriage. 
Stuck with Steve while she went off on her wanderings.” Simon smiles: 
"How was she mad?" But you already know. "Got religion.” Simon laughs 
hysterically, Frank offers a smile but it fades. He tokes the joint. “You 
raised Steve as your own,” Simon pushes, still so friendly and so 
beautiful, "...and he's not yours. You were just a babysitter. If my child 
did that to me...she's only six, my daughter. Beautiful little thing. Fran, 
you should see her -- the way she looks at you sometimes. Beautiful.” 
Simon's eyes go shiny. Frank begins to go insane, quietly. 


Back to, | think, that phone-in show where Johnny Tyler first brought up 
“the War." I'm guessing it's some well-known British thing, like Regis and 
Kel would ever consent to a movie like this. There's a newsflash, live 
from Manchester: "If there's no Third Testament, then it's Judgment Day!" 
Jude and Steve and Peter are shocked that they've been taped. 
“Tomorrow night. Armageddon. Death." The soundbites of the Devil. Riots 
begin. Jude confirms that it's on every channel. Chadwick runs around 
keeping everybody on topic. "To repeat: Steve Baxter has declared a 
Judgment Day.” Cut to the riots everywhere. London, Manchester. 
Glasgow. Everywhere is a no-go zone. Global attacks on British 
embassies, everywhere. Martial law everywhere. The world gone mad. 
Riots on the freeways themselves. A state of global emergency. All of 
this Johnny Tyler watches in the darkness, with the fires outside his 
apartment reflecting off his smile. He's standing near a window, with the 
TV turned toward him, so he can watch it happen even as it's happening. 
They're not so different, Johnny and Steven. They both know pride, and 
they both know ratings. 


Jude in voiceover: “This is your fault. Get out there and stop them.” But 
Steve says, even as we watch the Devil delighting in this chaos, that he 
can't. "First you don't believe me, and now you want me to be God right 
here in front of you." The smile on Johnny's face, like he can hear them 
even now. "One more thing," Steve says, addressing everyone really, 
getting angrier than we've seen: "And then you want something else, then 
you want something else! | can't do it all!" She tells him not to play God if 
he can't keep up. He gets up in her face, makes a puppet of his hand, the 


clacking of her mouth: "I'm trying to make the best of this, and you're 
going like that, like that like that like that.” Spittle in the anger now. 
"What are you going to do?" Jude screams back. "Shut me up, then. Go 
on, show me! Like that like that like that! Go on, shut me up! Do it!" And 
there's a way in which she's still begging for proof. If he can go all 
cornfield on her, take away her mouth and leave her silent, that means 
it's real, right? The absence of miracles defines faith, belief for no 
reason, but the atheist asks you to take the long way around: no faith, no 
option for faith. Just proof, and belief. It's an old debate but a good one. 
"And what if | do?” He gets his fingers in her face, pre-snap, still 
gibbering, and she screams at him: "Go on, then!" She's got a fair amount 
of drool happening as well. It's brilliant. They're both so good. They 
shake, staring each other down; somewhere, Johnny is beautiful, 
watching the fires. 


Pete and Frank head downstairs. Chadwick is begging them to stay in. 
"What's Steve doing?” Freaking out. Simon grabs Frank and escorts him 
away, into an abandoned hallway. “They're not the danger,” Simon says. 
"It's him upstairs." True enough, | guess. He hands Frank a forty and some 
pills: "Better take the lot." He does, and washes them down with beer. 
Frank is the world and oblivion, and Jude is the arrogance of mind and 
the hope for something better, and Fiona is begging for God, and it’s all 
spread across this collection of mates and lovers, every possible reaction. 
Even Dave -- Dave more than anybody, frankly. Even Johnny. Every fault 
and crack in the foundation that already exists, to which people already 
fall every day. Steve Baxter is radioactive; the bomb thrown into the 
room, where the metaphors come alive like Buffy and you can lay the 
whole of the Apostles down alongside each other and see where we all 
would break, and love them all. And admit which one you are. 


Riot gear. Jude watches from one window, Steve's at the other. Slow 
motion action shots, rioters being clubbed. Early adopters. That's my sin; 
if you told me the world was ending I'd start early. Fuck it. Disturbing 
slo-mo action shots of Johnny writhing, cackling in his underwear in bed, 
clapping and laughing like an idiot, a sexual riot set to the symphony of 
worldwide violence, mouth open wide, eyes all silver. Oh, it's bad. And 
Jude and Steve continue to stare out. 


Martial law; Downing Street wants you to stay calm. Fiona looks like hell, 
talking nonsense. Dave: "I'll be off then.” Heh. Seriously. Fiona continues 
to babble; she'll be judged for everything she ever did, the nothing of her 
pointless life, the shoplifting, the Mean Girl follower bullshit. Dave 
finally fights through the forcefield of her desperation long enough to put 


some money in her hand. "Don't be silly,” Fiona scoffs. “Tomorrow's 
Judgment Day." Which is exactly what he needed to hear: "I'm walking 
out on you, and all you can do is talk BULLSHIT. Nothing's going to 
happen, Fiona. But just in case it does, | wanna be in the right place." I'd 
like to meet her. I'm sure she's horrible, Myrtle in Gatsby, but still. 


Fiona follows her husband out into the street, screaming like an asshole. 
"You can't, because we've gotta be together! Because that's what it’s all 
about! Family, and loved ones, and...things." That's all she's got to offer, 
this vague pile of self-serving crap about this; the complete lack of 
clarity in thought that will Go-Bot into whatever you need. That's not 
religion, that's a wishing well. It's a serious testament to both actor and 
writer that even now, when she's telling you everything you need to 
know, | still just want to punch her in the box. | cannot root for her in 
any way. | know | keep talking about this, but | mean. She's a slicing 
satire, the kind that leaves blood: God as the ultimate kindergarten 
teacher. “Jesus! My husband won't play into my needy bullshit! Give him 
a timeout!" | wish she were unique; | hate that she's not. She's the reason 
people go atheist: if God is Santa Claus for grownups, religion is stupid. 


Fiona screams at the kid pawns, now, to tell Dave that he's "just being 
silly." As Dave says goodbye to the kids, she climbs all over him like a 
snotty wet jungle gym. “You haven't been listening! I'm not having a go, 
I'm not. | love you! Love's the most important thing! Jesus said so! | love 
you!" He watches her climb around on the car, looking vile. “And you love 
me! You might not know it, but you do! We can go find Steven, he'll tell 
you! He knows everything." He begins to pull away. 


"| forgive you, Dave!" Fiona wails. "I forgive you! That makes it all right! | 
forgive you!" Dave pulls into the road. Fiona: "You've got to love me! 
You've got to love me, because if you don't love me, it...doesna™t say! It 
doesn't say what happens! It doesn't say what happens if I'm not loved!" 
Tail lights. And I'll tell you, that's when it kicked in. That shit is a cold 
shower on your superiority. Because it doesn't say, and the world 
conspired to tell her that it mattered. That it was all that mattered. 
Dave's having an affair? Well, at least he stays in the marriage. At least 
I'm loved. The only thing that matters: somebody proving that you're 
worthy of love. If you buy TV you can't be blamed for thinking that's true. 
That it proves you exist. Especially if you're weak and a little stupid, like 
old Fiona. It hurts. She finally said enough out loud that it's too much. 
God promised her an answer and then handed her Judgment. Bait and 
switch. Dave promised her Eastenders and handed her Coronation Street. 
She's the point: somebody who let everybody else do all the heavy lifting 


because nobody ever told her she was allowed to do it herself. 


Fiona's pathetic, running down the street behind the car. "I love you, 
Dave! | love you! | forgive you!" He turns the corner, disappears. “What 
happens to me?" she screams, in the coming storm. “What happens to 
me?" Thunder sounds. She stares after him, and considers the question 
for real. Oh, Fiona. Her religion was so offensive that | didn't stop to 
think about all the other lies she must have bought. What happens to 
Fiona? 


"| didn't ask for all this.” Jude needles Steve: "Why me?" With everything 
ending around them, big world and small Fiona. Assholes. Steve protests 
that he didn't ask for it, and she grabs him by the Trinitarian Doctrine: 
"Nice try, but if you're the Almighty it's all your idea." He...begins to slap 
his own head. Over and over. Augh. "What's the point? What's it for? | 
can't work out what's happening!" Jesus weeps. Judas hands him a 
Kleenex. Steve tries once more to explain the enormity of creation, fifty 
million megabytes of information in a pocket calendar. "Is that stupid?" 
She says it is. | say it's the Bad Wolf, and am therefore in love with it. 
They look at each other, so small. “You can't make sense of this, no one 
can," says Jude. And proceeds to explain the entire movie to you, from 
an angle you can't see yet. "You're stuck in your own system, trying to 
impose good and evil on the world -- right and wrong -- and it's so 
much...more complicated than that.” That's the power of Jude, living in 
a Jude world. "What should | do?" he asks, raggedly, and she laughs. "It's 
like in school. You spent two years fancying Kathy Jones, and sitting next 
to me instead. ‘What should | do, Jude?" Dude, you wanna talk about pet 
peeves, that's the king. Don't come to me to yank on and on about 
yourself under the guise of asking for advice. Did anybody ever ask 
anybody else about their love life without it being a flimsy as fuck 
pretense for ongoing wankery and the ugly agendas underneath? He 
smiles bashfully, and in that second he becomes just a teenage boy. Just 
Steve Baxter, virgin. "Never liked her that much. | only went on about 
her so | could you know sort of...um." What's adorable is that he thinks 
this is a total secret. "So you could what?" she says, and | can't believe 
that she doesn't start laughing. | know | would. Have. "You know...spend 
time with you." Jude smiles but it's sweet; Steve's facing away from her 
now. “Worked that out years ago," she grins softly, and he turns around 
with a quickness, jaw dropped, because boys are stupid. “Finally, you've 
got something to say..." she razzes him, "...and it’s too late." 


Steve asks if that's really true, and Jude looks him head-on. "I liked the 
old Steve. Daft sod wasting his life in a video shop." Like he's so very 


different now. "You never said!" He woggles, and she levels. "I did, in the 
end. But then we got interrupted.” OUCH! Home motherfucking RUN! | 
love how she's so good at making his religious experience look deeply 
inconvenient for everyone all the time, but now she's like, "And on top of 
it, you missed out on a shag!" Love that girl. He stares deeply, tissue in 
hand. And he thinks very, very hard. (Go on then, God. How come 
“omniscience" never includes E.Q.?) Jude stands, under the glare of his 
consideration, and crosses to the window, clearing her throat. Nobody 
turns down a shag with Eccleston. Nobody. She's mad. She drags her ring 
finger along the corrugated steel of the HQ wall, hard and clanging. She 
drags her hand back the other way, soft and quiet. She joins him ona 
couch. 


"It's so hard to do anything in front of you. Like if | was going to punch 
you...or kiss you.... If everything's preordained it makes everything 
false." (Nope, the one thing that would shock even God is who fucks who 
and why. It happens in like every book in the Bible: "What? Really? But he 
took a third in public administration! And he subjugated the Maccabees!") 
Steve simultaneously says the cutest, sexiest, and most maddening thing 
in the entire movie: "That's if you believe in me." I'd be like, “I believe 
we're about to get our swerve on, if that's what you mean. Freak." But 
Jude's a classy bitch. She leans in for the kiss and he fiddles about, but 
she's not letting this slip. She caresses his face. They both look like 
they're in pain, and | guess after this long they are. She looks at that face 
forever. And she kisses him. And even the music's not sure about all this. 
(Meanwhile, in Austin, shuffle chooses right now to go into Bryan Adams's 
"Heaven," which is just...so gay at this moment.) 


Steve and Jude enter her quarters, that red bed against the stark white 
walls like a neon sign. They kiss. He jerks his shirt off all bothered. 
Fucking virgins. She's like, “Um, this is not a race, mister ‘Son of God’,” 
and he tries to chill. Makes a good go of it, poor dude. They sit on the 
bed and he looks at her and starts with the “lights on/lights off" questions 
that are just so sexy when you're sleeping with the inexperienced. He's so 
small. So tiny. So sweet. She advises Steve to stop with all the thinking, 
and kisses him for real. She climbs on top and kisses his neck, his 
shoulder, his chest. She gets a good two inches down before they both 
collapse in laughter. He gets it together and begs her not to laugh. The 
sense of ceremony. Jude looks down at him, lovingly, and kisses him, 
seriously. And they make love. 


Scary bleak empty Manchester, police wandering about all over. Inside 
the station, the cops are smoking and exhausted, listening to the news 


wonder about the definition of "Judgment Day." Is it the raising of the 
dead? Will there be Horsemen? "From Steve Baxter, there's only silence." 
Heh. Two minutes of silence followed by, “Whoops, sorry,” more like. An 
“emergency” ecumenical collection of churches has finally released a 
statement accepting Steve as a “representative of the Lord our God,” 
which even the news is relieved to note is the first positive action 
anyone's taken since the state of emergency was declared. "Is it too 
little, too late? Or is today the mythical end of days?” Can't it be both. 


In bed. "Do you love me?" Jude asks. Yeah. There's silence. “Are you the 
Son of God?" she asks. Yeah. There's silence. This is actually the sell for 
the whole piece, what got it made: a man lies in bed with the woman he 
loves, and they make love, and he asks her once more to believe. 


Different bed. Wildly. Johnny's alarm goes off. “Bloody hell!" he shouts, 
after a sec. “Judgment Day!" 


Bad Cop gives Sexy Simon a pill, in a packet of paper, for Frank, 
explaining that sleeping “with a woman" has made Steve “more human 
and more vulnerable." | don’t know about the veracity of that statement, 
but it fits the Enemy's profile. “Off you go." 


Pete meets Chadwick in the hallway, discussing how “Judgment Day" is a 
lot easier to ignore as bollocks once the sun's up. Chadwick urges 
caution: "Ten hours until the sun sets, and the clock is ticking.” Pete's 
awesome: "Yeah, but he's a knob." Heh. 


As Simon nears Frank's room, Chadwick reports to Bad Cop. Meaning that 
they passed each other -- Simon and Chadwick -- in the hall. Meaning 
that things are about to get fucking horrible in a mythic kind of way. 
There's a gun that's gone missing, Chadwick explains. Presumably in the 
chaos of last night, responds Bad Cop. Chadwick pushes for, you know, 
“every precaution,” given how Jesus lives in the building and nobody goes 
in or out. “Besides, our guest upstairs has proven himself invulnerable,” 
says Bad Cop. "...Apparently.” He leans back and looks at Chadwick, 
coiled and challenging, with the look of a person completely at ease. His 
eyes are silver. Chadwick puts it all together and takes off running; Bad 
Cop smiles and lets him go. The arrogance of evil. 


Simon forces the pill down Frank, gives him the gun, as Chadwick rushes 
toward the stairs. It's a set piece you already know. Frank drops the gun 
on the floor outside the elevator, feet rushing all around, and picks it up; 
he boards the elevator. Chadwick barrels down a hallway, pushes a 
woman over. Frank tweaks out madly in the elevator. Chadwick goes up 


flight after flight of stairs. He's not a young or particularly fit man. (At 
least in the UK they have one less story. Heh.) Chadwick has a heart 
attack in the stairwell as Frank reaches the top level. 


Jude is shivering by the window as Frank enters, to Pete’s welcome. He 
puts on a crazy CD and turns it up, very loud. (This is good; crazy loud 
pop music as horrible things happen is always genius.) Jude asks Pete to 
turn down the music; he turns it up. "Frank, Frank! Shooting blanks! 
That's the joke, yeah. Frank, Frank! Shooting blanks! Frank, Frank! 
Shooting blanks! Frank, Frank! Shooting blanks!" He pulls out the gun, 
nobody moves, the music is overwhelming. "Not any more. Not many 
more." Pete tries to calm him down; Jude yells at Pete to get out of the 
way. "He can't hurt him!" she screams. The music is so loud. Everybody 
screams at everybody else. "Do it, Frank!", he screams at himself. "Do it, 
Frank!" Jude begs Peter to remember that Frank can't hurt his son: “Don't 
be daft!" Frank lowers the gun; his eyes go shiny and he aims. It wasn't 
for Steve. It was never for Steve. The music is so loud. The shine goes 
out of Frank's eyes as Peter goes down. Frank stares, and drops the gun. 
The music is so loud. Jude stares. She finally turns off the music and now 
it's silence. You can think again. You can breathe again. | love you, 
Russell T Davies. Steve drops, screaming Pete's name over and over, as 
Jude watches. She's gone so cold. “Bring him back," she says. Steve looks 
up at her, his face covered in Peter's blood. “Bring him," she insists, but 
he shakes his head, weeping. “BRING HIM BACK!" she screams. 


Cut to Steve outside, with Frank in the custody of the police. Steve kisses 
his father on the cheek, presses his forehead to his father's temple. It’s 
not about forgiveness. It's about being in this together, and how they 
always have been. How we always have been. Chadwick is brought out, 
on oxygen; both fathers are loaded into a security van. As it pulls away, 
we see Jude on the other side. On the other side of all this death, there's 
still Jude. "| want to go home," she says to a police officer. "Yeah, it's not 
safe here," she replies, and asks one of the nearby cops to take her 
home. And the cop? Is Simon. Steve approaches. "Why didn't you save 
him?" she asks, pointing out that they were both at point blank, and the 
bullets went right through Peter, meaning that Steve saved himself. "I 
was scared," he lamely tries to explain. "My Dad...." He says the stupidest 
thing yet: "Pete's gone to a better place.” I'd punch him so hard. She's 
like, "Oh, well, that's all right then,” and | don't blame her. She and 
Simon get in a car and take off, Steve staring after. 


HQ is a crime scene. They're hauling out the equipment and the 
Testaments and all. There's no Chadwick now to save Steve. He fell in 


futility. Bad Cop: "Mr. Baxter, you can forget the Testaments. The 
broadcast is cancelled. Given the state of emergency, | can't allow you to 
be seen or heard. You're under house arrest. No speeches, no 
statements, no declarations. It's eight hours until sunset. And whatever 
happens tonight happens without you.” This is, note, the only time he is 
in direct contact with the Fallen. The Devil's getting brave, walking into 
the same room as the Son of God. "Sir?" Steve says to Bad Cop's back, and 
he turns. "I forgive you.” Bad Cop leaves. 


Simon's cop car comes around a corner to a shit neighborhood. “Here we 
are, then. Safe and sound." It's not Jude's house; it's a bunch of 
apartments. “Just get out. Won't take long." Johnny appears, through the 
beads strung across his doorway, with dogs. “How you doing, Simon?" And 
Simon smiles. "Not so bad, Johnny.” Johnny welcomes Jude. “Coming in 
then? Cuppa tea? Pretty girl in my doss! Don't get that often." She looks 
back at Simon. “Okay,” she says. That's my girl. She passes him, through 
the veil of beads, and Johnny smiles at Simon, locking the door-grille 
behind him. 


It starts now. Thirty-eight minutes into the second half, with thirty-four 
minutes to go. Exactly half. This is where it starts to be too much. 
Brilliant. Johnny pours Jude tea: “So, you're all over the telly! Keep 
telling me mates at work I've dated a celebrity!" She lights a smoke, and 
he gives her a look. “! don't really like that in my house.” She looks him 
dead on. “Don't you?" He feels her, pushing at him. Imagine a football 
game with three teams, three goalies. “What do you want, Johnny?" she 
asks. He protests that he doesn't want anything in particular: "You're the 
one that turned up.” He's just Johnny right now -- the right person is 
driving. She puts it together. She's very clever. "You been out lately? Any 
more dates?" He stands in his kitchen, nervous, confused: "One or two, 
yeah. Went out two days back." And Jude inclines her head: "What was 
she like?” A "smart, professional lady, yeah,” and will he be seeing her 
again? "Might do." But Jude and you and | know better: "She said no.” His 
beautiful face goes sad. Infinitely sad, but more importantly: lonely. 
Jude presses her advantage, lets the cruelty out for a walk. Can you see 
what she's doing? "Did you go out for a meal? Did you get all nervous and 
stuff your face? Did ya? All three courses -- she's eating salad, you're 
wolfing it down. She walks away, not even a kiss. So you have a Chinese 
on the way home. Did ya?" Johnny slides over, behind his eyes. Into the 
passenger seat. The Devil gets in through hatred and loneliness, he said. 
Gave her the keys. Johnny's dog begins to bark, wildly. Mission 
accomplished. She's so smart. 


Jude turns to Johnny, his shining silver eyes, the dog whimpering. He 
laughs like a rattler in the dust, and she smiles. She's so strong. How 
much strength she has. It's beautiful. To stare in his eyes and know that 
you summoned him. "There you are. The loneliest one of the lot. So what 
do you want?" Johnny approves: she finally believes. "How did he 
convince you?" Johnny laughs. "Did he shag some sense into you?" She 
explains that she made her own mind up. “Such a big wide world, isn't it? 
Miracles and devils, Heaven and Hell. Don't you feel small?" See, again, 
this is where | would fuck it up, because | would look him in the face and 
say it sounded like a stupid role-playing game for little boys, and that 
they were all dorks. You can't come to the Devil talking that kind of shit. 
"It was you, wasn't it? You made Frank do it." He's laughing before she 
finishes the question: "Aww. He hated Steve already -- all we did was 
push. That's what we do. All those bastard little thoughts...back of your 
mind, that's us. We're very human.” She looks him in the eye: “Didn't 
work. Steve's still alive." Johnny patiently explains that they weren't 
looking to kill him. “Lost his best friend. His stepfather’s insane. And now 
you've left him. That's all we need...because we want him to join us." 
Her face falls. "He'll become one of us. He'll despair, and then he'll fall. 
Man always falls in the end. Look at him now.” (We do; Steve stares down 
into the pool of Peter's blood, his reflection and his shame.) "Wretched 
and angry and lonely and vain. When Judgment Day comes, the Lord our 
God in Heaven will find Steven Baxter -- the man -- and judge hima 
sinner.” And Johnny laughs. It seems plausible. "The Son of God will be 
sent to reign over Hell. He's almost with us now. Just one more push.” 
And Johnny thanks Jude. 


"What have | done?” Lost. “He's more than that! Better than that!" Johnny 
asks if Steve loves her, "Sweet" he calls her: "Do you love him?" Yes. 
Johnny breaks into song, reedy and awful: "That's where the devil gets 
in...." But she disagrees: “He won't fall. He's stronger than you." Steven 
Baxter would do anything to be with his Jude, especially now. 
“Everything we did was pushing you towards him; showing you proof, 
making you believe. The moment you believe, you despair, and once you 
despair, you're mine." Using the rhythms of her speech, the way of her 
thoughts, against her. Brilliant. “When you join me, Steven Baxter will 
follow." Jude informs the Prince that he's got a bit of a problem on his 
hands: "...Because I'm not joining you." Johnny shakes his head. “Peter's 
gone, Frank's lost. You're next." That same repetition-as-truth that Jude 
and Steve both keep using. "I've seen everything you've done," she says, 
",..and | still haven't fallen.” Oh, how he shakes his head now, grinning. 
Terrifying. “There's more to come. One more lost soul to push you over 
the edge.” Who? Who's left? Chadwick had a heart attack, Frank's in 


custody, Peter's dead. The mates? The gay dude doesn't even have a 
name, and Dave's all...oh. Fuck. | mean, fuck. After all that. 


"Tsk tsk. Forgotten all about her. The one left behind. The housewife.” 
Jude whispers her name. | get angrier than any of them. They lined her 
up, didn't they? And took turns. God, the Devil. Saint Valentine. And she 
wasn't smart enough, or strong enough, to fight back, because nobody 
held her up and nobody told her she could fight back. | go on and on, 
constantly, every week, about loving the Gollum, finding the least among 
us and seeing the mirror that they are. Even Frank, | could handle. 
Hatred is worse than forgetting; I'm worse than Jude. There is no grace in 
that. | am so sorry. 


Jude bounces with a quickness and orders Simon to take her to Fiona. 
Johnny smiles at them, in the street. “She's in charge, Simon!" He wishes 
them both a happy Judgment Day -- “or Night, | suppose" -- and calls a 
“see ya" to Jude as they drive away. "Godspeed!" he howls in the street. 


Bottle of Prozac. Hands crushing pills of varying sizes. Tea cups. Hands 
shaking powder into the tea. How bad's this going to get? 


Jude on her mobile in the cop car with Simon, dialing frantically. No 
answer. She slaps him with the phone, and he smiles cutely. "Faster!" she 
shouts, and he smirks. “What's the rush?" Watch Jude in free-Fall. 


Fiona stares at her phone ringing, readying the tea tray with sandwiches 
and sad little jelly glasses. She ignores it resolutely. The television's on. 
Sounds like a kid's show. Fuck this. 


Jude arrives at a street corner, jumps out to sound of Simon shouting 
humorously, "“RUUUUUUUUUUUUN!" She does. 


A gold cross, swinging back and forth between Fiona’'s breasts as she 
crushes the tablets. This shit just stopped being funny. I'm not Augusten 
Burroughs and you don't need to know my business but | will say there's 
no story | want to hear less. Fucking Beloved. 


Judy runs across the weeds and heath and ugly Manchester. No matter 
how fast she runs, it’s like she's barely moving. It’s a nightmare. 


Fiona brings in the tea, her little boy jumps for it. | don’t want to talk 
about this. "Not yet,” she says to him, telling the little girl to turn off the 
TV. 


And Jude runs. 


Fiona puts her arms around her children. "We're going to say a little 
prayer, all of us together," she says with a smile. A smile with something 
in it, a broken heart, the crack goes down so black. What's that 
Dickinson? “Zero at the bone." 


Fiona's voice is breaking. Jude runs. “Our Father, Who are in Heaven." 
The children shut their eyes up tight. "Hallowed be Thy name.” And Judy 
runs. “Thy Kingdom come, Thy will be done, on Earth as it is in Heaven." 
She reaches their street, curves around a corner. “Give us this day our 
daily bread, and forgive us our trespasses...." Jude pounds upon the 
door. "...As we forgive those who trespass against us." She throws fists at 
the glass. "And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil." 
Jude screams into the mail slot, her voice going ragged, falling in and 
out. It's a nightmare. "For Thine is the Kingdom, and the power, and the 
glory.” Jude comes around the house to the parlor window, sees Fiona 
kneeling at the coffee table, children either side, their eyes still screwed 
tight. "...For ever and ever.” She pounds on the glass, Fiona flicks a look 
her way. There's an empty spot where the "Amen" goes. There's no 
“amen.” | wasn't raised Christian, but | think if anything it’s more glaring 
if you were. "Fiona!" Jude screams, and Fiona looks at the table, looks at 
death on a tea tray. Things get very slow and very...all you hear is Jude 
pounding on the parlor glass, as Fiona weeps. And she pushes the tray to 
the floor; and all you hear is the crash of glass. No tea today. 


Grace is coincidental; it's the push that helps you save yourself. That's 
all. Religion hangs so much crap on it that it starts looking like the 
ugliest Christmas tree in existence, but when it comes down to it, you 
wanna be the kind of man that God can respect. And in the middle of the 
storm, when the boats come and the helicopters and the superheroes, 
you have to realize that God is giving you everything he can, and you 
can't spit on it. What happens if Fiona's not “loved”? Not a fucking thing. 
Same thing as any other day. The difference is: even if you take away 
everybody, Dave and Steve and Christ -- even the world, come Judgment 
Day -- what's left? Who's left to love Fiona? Fiona. That's what. It’s not 
about Jude providing proof that she's not completely forgotten, it's not 
about some American writer realizing they fucked up by hating her; it's 
Jude giving her a moment to consider whether she's strong enough to 
love Fiona in the absence of all that. That's grace. It’s incidental; it's 
central too. The sign of maturity in the sophisticated atheist is realizing 
that it's a physical fact, independent of God and religious claptrap: it 
shows up. It always shows up. So you might as well jump. And that's 
hardly fucking comforting; it’s terrifying. 


Again with the "grace" and the speeches! | know! But as far as I'm 
concerned, this is the end of the movie, so | grant myself a paragraph. 
The rest is just a fractal reflection of that moment: the moment Jude 
knocks on the door, and Fiona realizes she was already saved, before 
Steve entered the picture. Before fucking Dave entered the picture. The 
cops escort Fiona's kids away, as Jude's asking after Dave. Fiona stares. 
Staring right into the face of the infinite love of God is always hell on 
your complexion, for some reason. “We've got the kids, they'll be all 
right. We'll take then to your mom's...." Jude's talking to Fiona's back; 
there's nobody home. She just stares. "I'll be..." Jude turns to leave; 
speaks to another kindly copper. They talk about how Fiona's going to the 
hospital, which should be interesting considering the End of the World 
and how most of the hospital workers are at home. Tiny apocalypses in 
the middle of the big one. Jude's aghast with him, all “her own children!" 
and the like. Something about “despair.” (You're never closer to both than 
at either extremity; that’s the thing people keep forgetting to explain. 
Salvation and Damnation are locations on an Einsteinian plane in 
extradimensional space that curves around and touches itself -- that's 
how the Devil can use even faith to get in. Look at Fiona: an all-out 
Satanic assault would have made her steadfast, unassailable. Belief is the 
key ingredient to her Fall, and Jude's too. The only ones who get it at all 
are the addicts, with their “rock bottom” talk.) “That's the word,” he says. 
And apparently Fiona's not the only one: "People trying to escape 
Judgment by getting into Paradise first." He tells her, with the shaky 
chuckle of somebody talking to a celebrity, that they've only got a few 
hours to go, according to “your friend Baxter." He says he's “rather 
looking forward to it,” and laughs that he's having a barbecue with his 
friends. "You don't believe it, then?” She dimly remembers like a half 
hour ago in this movie when she thought it was a laugh, and he tells her 
back to herself, how he keeps saying no, logically, but ... | mean, this 
movie's confusing, he says basically. “What's it all about? It's all a bit 
cryptic." She offers that maybe next time, they'll get a Daughter of God, 
and maybe she'll give us a straight answer for once. It’s a good line -- 
good enough that he laughs. But he's like, “Even still.” Even still, 
remember the Third Testament? What happened with that? And 
Judgment Day too? It's all cryptic and confusing and self-annihilating and 
contradictory. How are we supposed to know if it's going to be one or the 
other? What do you plan for? "Or both? How can both these things 
happen?” Good question. She thinks, and drags her fingers through the 
powdered poison. She's very clever. 


The cop takes Jude home, which is all boarded up post-rioting. There's a 


good-looking cop outside, who gives her back her keys and apologizes for 
the damage. "Last night...you got off lucky,” he says with a smile. Ha! "If 
you need anything, just shout.” He wishes Jude luck, “for tonight,” in a 
way that you think it's a common refrain, today. And we'll see that it is. 
All the stories about earning humanity's survival, where you have to 
prove to the aliens or whatever (or God, if you're Abraham) that people 
on Earth are actually awesome, | know this: we'll wish each other the 
best of luck on Judgment Day. 


Jude lets herself in, looks around at the mess of her home, drops her 
keys. Thinks. Puts it together. Dares. Calls Steve. “Uh, hi. I've thought 
l...1 just thought...can you get out of there?” And he answers in a way 
where, even though it’s been a few paragraphs since we've seen him, 
causes you to fall directly back in love: "I can do anything! Where are 
you?" Home. "If it's happening tonight, then | want to be with you." He 
gets this completely, sweetly, and takes a pause. “Jude, I'm sorry | 
didn't...." None of that. "Steve, | know what the Third Testament is. Just 
come ‘round." He smiles a bit. He depends on her as much as we do. 
Didn't you always know she'd be the one to work it out? Steve did, of 
course. None of us were ready, though. | told you it would get worse. 
You don't want to read the Third Testament. Take a moment here to 
gauge how much you love her. Just as an experiment. 


Jude Roach goes to a dusty pantry closet and pulls out a box of rat 
poison. 


Steve paces his suite, thinking of how best to Kenobi this. Finally he 
looks into the camera -- and you love him more intensely -- and grins 
that grin, and sits in a chair, facing us directly. He snaps, and the shot 
goes to black and white. It's awesome. Even if you don't know what he's 
doing -- and | think you do, it’s in every heist movie of all time -- it's still 
an awesome effect. He heads downstairs, into the thick of it, walking 
down the hall. The most famous man on Earth or in Heaven, walking 
down the corridor. Think of a police officer, walking down that hall, 
worried about the end of the world, worried about how if it doesn't 
happen, the mortgage still looms, worried about bills and his kids’ grades 
in school, and how he doesn't really talk to his wife anymore, and they 
haven't had sex in just ages, all of these worries...and God walks right 
past him. Think about how maybe Steve's hand brushes the police officers 
shirtcuff, or the hem of his shirt, as he goes walking. Touched by God, 
incarnate in the flesh, here on Earth, walking right past you. Think about 
those hands, then, touching Jude. That's what we're dealing with here. 
The girl cop who sent Jude home with Simon stops him, so that we can 


have the Kenobi made explicit, and they have a “these are not the 
druids" conversation, and he's so sweet and she's so kind, and finally she 
lets him go. And as he's heading out the door, Bad Cop passes him by. 
And that's grace. 


Upstairs, techie reports to Bad Cop that Steve's "just sitting there, Sir," 
and Steve looks out at us, on Big Brother's screen, and maybe there's a 
little bit of a smile on that face. 


Steve walks through the dead areas of Manchester, all alone. 


Jude pours the box of poison into a tomato sauce. She is sobbing. She's in 
love. 


“THIS IS HELL,” is spray painted on the wall, as Steve walks past graffiti, 
the music gone lovely and epic. All violins and the graffiti truth we 
forgot. A street preacher shouts; the opportunity to make your madness 
real. A man pets a dog. Steve walks. 


Jude puts a dish into her oven, sobbing. She falls to her kitchen floor, 
holding onto the oven door for support. 


Steve walks down an empty highway. Gorgeous shot. He's tired -- video 
store employees don't run marathons, even at the end of the world. The 
sun is getting lower. 


Judy alternately brushes and towel-dries her hair, quickly moving from 
vigorous to violent, OCD. She's Steve, slapping at the infinity inside his 
skull. It hurts to watch. She gasps, chokes back another sob. 


Steve walks through Manchester. Cars gone wild, screaming in the 
streets, hooligans high on Jesus and the end of everything. A car on fire. 
Loose papers everywhere. It's more desolate with less going on. I'd have 
all kind of fucked up people everywhere, being creepy and manic and 
fucking each other and setting each other on fire and listening to Judas 
Priest. This is better. 


Jude smokes, makeup done, reading a paper. She looks into a mirror. At 
us. Through us. (In the interests of full disclosure, | will say that the 
American version leaves something out, and it has to do with the 
consequences of the night they slept together, and how she stopped that 
with a quickness, so that the story could truly end. The game she's 
hunting, you can't afford to have a Bloodline of the Holy Grail bollocksing 
things up and Tom Hanks getting a marketing boner; that would defeat 
the purpose. | support, in the name of controversy, adding abortion to 


the mix -- once you've fucked Jesus you might as well -- but it plays 
better this way, in my opinion.) 


Night. Steve arrives. The nice cop outside says that he's not allowed, 
things go very "slightly psychic paper" again as Steve explains he's a 
friend. "You were in school with Steven Baxter, then. What was he like?" 
Steve smiles. "Bit of a twat." In the distance there's a scream. “That's not 
Judy," Steve says. "Better get on." But the copper is steadfast. "I'll stay. 
Somebody's gotta protect her." Good man. You start over there, and I'll 
start over here. Steve approaches the door. Jude answers, and she can't 
quite smile. "Hi," she says. You remember that the last things that 
happened were that (a) They fucked, and (b) Peter died. Within a few 
hours of each other. Mostly (a), though. "Well then,” she says, and lets 
him in. And he goes in. 


"How've you been?” Jude asks. "You know...um, nice to see you?” They 
kiss, awkwardly. Steve compliments her on the boarded-up windows, and 
she laughs that she's thinking of keeping it that way. He marvels that 
she's dressed up, for the end of the world. She smiles that, of course, he 
has not. She leans in for a hungrier kiss. He says dinner smells good, and 
she nods. "Yeah. Should be ready.” 


Jude and Steve enter the kitchen. “You, cooking?” he grins. "Must be the 
end of the world or something." She says that it’s only pasta. He sits: "You 
were right, though.” She gets sassy, taking dinner out of the oven. 
"Always am." He admits to her that she was right, he does get off on the 
whole snap-snap Kenobi shtick. "Power mad!" He's never been so 
powerfully Baxter, so wonderfully slacker. So lovably screwed up and 
useless. She sits and serves up the pasta; Steve's getting chatty: "Keep 
tryin’ to work out what's going to happen tonight, but it's like...| don't 
know. Like I'm not meant to see. Don't know what time, or...what it is." 
And Jude passes him his plate. "There you go. Am | supposed to eat 
mine?" 


Steve looks at Jude. You look at her. Endgame. "Didn't have much in,” she 
says. "...it's just tomatoes, bit of mixed spice, bit of pepper...and, uh, 
rat poison.” He laughs. That British sense of humor. "Remember that time 
| had rats? My dad gave me that poison? | didn't know how much to put in 
-- | put lots. It's, um, arsenic or strychnine...it says on the box." He 
stares. Matter-of-factly: “It's Fi's idea, except she got the wrong target.” 
He stares. 


Serious, sad now, Steve takes it in: "How'd they get to you?" Jude looks at 
him, sad. "Was it Johnny? What did he say?" And as much as it hurts, as 


hard as truth this big can be, she spares him a loving look. "This isn’t the 
Devil's work, Steve. It's just me. You've got to eat this, and you've gotta 
die." 


"| can't be killed," Steve says, aghast. "You can die when you're meant to 
die, and that's now, Jude says. “Because I've worked it out. Do you want 
a beer?" He nods. Fuck yeah he wants a beer. In fact, BRB, as the kids 
say. 


Back. "| kept thinking,” Jude says, “How can there be a Third Testament 
and a Judgment Day. But it's obvious: they're both the same thing. You 
want a glass?" (The DVD is available in the U.S. | highly recommend it, 
both because this shit rocks, and because she blows the fuck out of this 
scene. As an acting lab, they both provide the kind of work -- all through, 
but of course now -- that would give James Lipton a life-threateningly 
violent orgasm. Right on stage!) All-business, and all-loving, all at once, 
she is. Steve declines the glass. Jude continues. “I'm writing the Third 
Testament, and that's a Judgment on you. Because my Testament says 
that you die. That you go. That you stop." She lights a cigarette. He takes 
a good slug of beer. 


"| thought about you, and us lot at school, and all that," Jude says. "Pete, 
Fiona, your dad. All that. The existence of God has destroyed us. So it 
stops, because | say so.” You trust me, right? You Christians out there? 
You know I'm cool? Stay with me. "They've possessed you," Steve says 
evenly. "You're doing exactly what they want.” She shakes her head. 
“They want you alive. This is your only way out.” There's a cruelty in 
taking that away; a strength in making it clear this is all her. Jude's idea. 
Team People coming back in the last quarter. “Oh yeah, right, so what? | 
bugger off and abandon the world to the Devils?" Bang. This is where it 
comes around to all right again. This is where grace steps in, no matter 
how offensive this might seem. "Ita™s the death of them as well. Not 
those lost souls, but the thing inside them. All God's work. And when you 
die, you're not ascending to Paradise. You're dying properly and forever, 
taking the whole thing with you. Forever. God and Heaven and Hell, all 
dead. The end of this world, and the start of a new one, without religion 
on our backs." The talking, the backtracking and relegating to metaphor, 
that | did with Doctor Who, that sensitivity to the value and power of 
religion. Not wanting to alienate the reader base. All of this “kill God 
because it’s not really God" talk. And this takes it all away. There's no 
Dalek metaphor to hide behind. No pretty lack of mental yoga to guide us 
through it. “The Parting Of The Ways” is a pretty dress worn by what 
we're looking at now, naked. | thought | was in a pissing contest with 


God, not some gay Welshman. And he called my bluff. “And what sort of 
world would that be?” 


"Better," Jude says. "Because right now, we're promised an afterlife. So 
we waste the seventy years we've got. If God is dead, though, and this is 
all we've got...maybe we'll use it. Maybe we'll become better than you." 
Or if that's too hard: consider this as sci-fi. A character realizes she's 
trapped in a science fiction story, and pays close enough attention to the 
rules that she destroys them, freeing herself and everybody else. “Or 
worse! Did you think of that?” She grants this. “Well, may be. But that's 
up to us, not you.” He stares at her; there's a petulant God side coming 
to the fore. "It's daft, because this is what | always thought, before you 
came along. ‘Soon as we get rid of God, that's when we grow up.’ And 
then you said it too! It was in your big speech. It was there all along! You 
said we've got to take responsibility, and if you really want us to do that 
then we've got to do it on our own." God takes hold: “Always thinking 
you're so clever. There's millions who don't agree with you! Millions who 
need me! [But] sod them, you know better!" She backs down a 
millimeter, and he pushes. "What are you going to do, force it down me 
throat?” No. "You know I'm right!" He shakes his arrogant head. "The 
world's about to end, and you're wasting my time with this bollocks." But 
she's just tired. "This is your plan. It's all yours. You saw death, tonight. 
And it's your death. You said there'd be a Third Testament, and this is it. 
Use your power one last time and look, because this -- this is right." He 
stares at her, shaking and afraid. He looks at us. You love him more 
intensely. He goes into download. 


Jude stares and watches Steve communing with the Almighty. And he 
comes out, his face changed, shocked. He can't meet her eyes. And 
across the table, in infinite sadness, she chokes it out: "I'm right?” He 
stares at her. "The Third Testament. The family business closes down. No 
more Heaven, no more Hell. Knew it all along." We always do. It's a good 
line. He looks down at the pasta. "Well then." 


And it cracks. Steve's bravery falls, and his face is human, and he is tiny, 
and he speaks to the child in Jude, and in you, immediate sympathy for 
this last of all choices. “Don't want to." She begs him not to go there. 
"Wanna stay." She nods. “I know." "...With you!" he says. Her heart 
breaks: "We never stood a chance, did we?" He blames himself: "Should've 
asked you out years ago. My fault." But she takes responsibility for her 
part: “Well, | should have asked you." And why didn't she? What was she 
waiting for? Her sad smile on it: "| was...hoping. For better.” Such 
sadness, such guilt. And isn't that the key to Jude? God, Steve...the 


belief that better can come is a really good way to fuck things up for 
yourself. Not that you should give that up. It’s hard. Steve gets it. He 
smiles. It hurts. It's over now. That's the thing she needed to tell him, the 
answer that solves the equation. Ask Fiona: all you ever wanted was the 
answer to the question. “Why am | not loved?" And if there's anyone 
cruel, or broken, or strong enough to tell you, it solves the equation. It's 
over now. He takes up a spoon. 


"Oh shit," Steve chokes, suddenly so angry. “I don't have to! | could stay! | 
can do what | want!" The cough of an obsolete engine. "Because you need 
me, you lot need me!" He's just embarrassing himself now. “I could bring 
Pete back! | could raise him from the dead! Just like that," he screams, 
snapping his fingers. Like that, like that, like that. Jude begs him to 
stop. Don't. It's too ugly. He looks down. "Power mad? That's the time to 
go." A tear traces down Jude's cheek; Steve tries again. "In it goes.” And 
she begs him not to. 


One spoon. Another. Jude stares, heart breaking. Whatever broken 
pieces remain, they shatter again. Another spoon. Huge mouthfuls of the 
stuff; Steve sips the beer to wash it down. Another spoon. She weeps, 
they lock eyes, and he speaks. “Have to say...." He convulses. His head 
falls back. He falls away. It goes out of him. 


Jude stares at the body. 


Like it wasn't bad enough in color, we watch video again, of that last 
minute, under her voice. “It was all on tape. Police had the housekeys -- 
wired the place up. Recorded everything. Steve made his broadcast in 
the end, and it was transmitted worldwide. They keep on playing it now, 
all these years later." We watch him die again, in silence, on the screen. 
The sound of his choking. His death. Beautiful Steven. 


The Fionas are legion in this world, but | have to believe that a 
percentage of the Passion gross Stateside has to do with watching it 
happen. Making it real. For the same reason Oliver Stone’s WTC movie 
will make a bajillion dollars; you hear a story -- even see it -- enough 
times, it gets dirty and well-worn. But the fact remains that the story -- 
all of them -- of the Christ are about something beautiful, the most 
beautiful thing you can think of, a love that encompasses everyone and 
everything, proving the breadth and height of that grace by consenting to 
being treated as horribly as anyone could ever imagine. That's a story 
that belongs to everyone: the daily, violent abuse of the golden light 
inside every single person who ever existed. You don't have to be 
Christian for that to hurt. You don't need to be Christian for that to 


matter. You don't even have to believe in God, to love Him passionately 
-- that's where we trip up, in the conversation. But by the same token, 
you don't have to be atheist for this story to hurt, or to matter: the proof 
of the breadth and height of that grace consenting to grant us 
self-determination, even as our actions break its heart. God loving you 
enough to turn His face away, and stop promising rescue. That was never 
part of the deal anyway. Grace is incidental. Even in His absence -- 
especially in his absence -- He still gives you passage home. 


Jude voices over because she's doing interviews. “Everyone saw it, and 
everyone heard it. That was the Testament and that was Judgment Day. 
The death of God.” Chadwick: “Even without the tape, everyone felt it. 
Everyone. In that second, all of his creations felt his death. Right at the 
end, everyone believed. Everyone. And everyone knew He was gone.” 
Fiona: "I felt it. Right here. Twenty past seven. Like they say about 
September 11: where were you when Steven Baxter died?" She sighs. 
Frank, still lost: "He was meant to die. You see? | was right, wasn't I? | 
tried to kill him. No bastard thanked me.” He betrays himself with word 
choice, doesn't he? 


Jude: "...and people were terrified in the first few days after his death, 
because it looked like he'd died and gone and left us with nothing. But," 
and | mean, talk about jaw-dropped weeping, "...he left us with 
everything.” The greatest love imaginable. “And yeah, sometimes it looks 
like nothing, because we can't turn to a book anymore, or a church, or 
some man in a dog collar. We've gotta look at each other.” At the end of 
Queer As Folk, I'm not ruining anything, but the leads -- having broken 
every rule; gender and sex and family and marriage and social behavior 
and criminal law -- they have that Matrix moment where they realize 
that no matter how many times you break out of the jail, there's another 
jail. You have to keep going, you have to keep making the world get 
bigger, cage after cage after cage, because grace is a wave that never 
breaks. So they go to America, Arizona, where they act like superheroes 
with guns, and it’s a little scary and more than a bit ugly. And apparently 
people got weirded out by this. But that one tiny thing, that weird little 
ending, in the Manchester Experiment, made it all make so much more 
sense. Jude, Steven, Rose's little coming-out moment in “Parting of the 
Ways,” isn't a metaphor for homosexuality. That's as insulting as anything 
else, and | feel bad about assuming it just because Davies is queer. You 
better believe I'd snap on a bitch if they ever made those assumptions 
about my writing. In this body of work, homosexuality is a metaphor -- on 
an equal plane with Baxter's death and the TARDIS, meaning it's real and 
you cannot take away the concrete power of it even as it’s working as a 


metaphor at the same time -- for the experience of freedom. Of realizing 
that you already were free. Bang: power over the narrative. Jude takes 
us all, at once, to Arizona, and we all become superheroes. Power over 
the narrative, for everybody. It's been a fucked-up week. Guess what 
George Michael song just started playing on shuffle. (Total lack of power 
over the narrative. ) 


"Jude?" Fiona smiles. "Don't know, haven't seen her." Fiona moved south 
when Dave did, after he got custody of the kids. "So | moved nearby.” She 
smiles. "I don't know what I'd say to her!" Jude: “And the Devils have 
gone. People are still mad, they still do the most terrible things -- just 
because they're people -- but...that’s our problem now." She looks away. 
“Okay, um, do you mind? | don't want to talk about it anymore.” We pull 
back to see her sitting on the interview set. "I'm sorry but that's it. That's 
all I've got to say." Fiona: She just wants to be left alone. | think she's 
still in Manchester, | don't know." Fiona smiles at the camera. "| hope she 
‘s all right." And that's how you know Fiona's okay. 


And that's the end, as far as the official broadcast version. But there's a 
bit more, and it's beautiful. A faded bright supermarket, too bright, 
contrast or whatever so high you can barely see anything. The stark light 
of reality, with no filters. Everything under an Arizona sun. No excuses. 
People recognizing Jude in the market, chatting behind her back: The 
woman who killed God. At the checkout she gives her points to charity. | 
bet everybody does that now. 


Out in the parking lot, Jude runs into Johnny Tyler. It's a bit awkward at 
first. "Remember me? We went out on that date. Must be...six years ago, 
now! You were famous back then, came round my house...." She asks if 
he remembers why she came. "Dunno. Funny old time. Not just because 
of Steve Baxter and that...| was having a bad year, went a bit barmy.” 
Sweet old Johnny. She asks how he's doing now. "Still dating, still 
trying... ." | love him. She tells him he's lost weight; he responds once 
more with the point. "A little bit, maybe...It's funny, | kept blaming the 
fish and chips shop, you know, work and stuff...in the end | thought, 
‘Well, it's down to me.' | suppose there's a bit of Baxter in that." So there 
is. The greatest love imaginable. He blinks. "...Sorry. | Know you and him 
were... . Jude smiles and says it's all right. "Anyway, good luck with it." 
She turns to go, and he asks her out. Arizona's treating him well. She 
stutters, and a man approaches from her car. It's the good cop, the one 
who stood outside her house to protect her when the whole world was 
ending. Who stood watch while she killed God. 


"This is Johnny,” Jude says to the good cop. “He's an old friend of mine." 
And so he is. Johnny smirks -- “Bollocks. Married!" -- and they consider 
her daughter, at the car. "Yeah, she’s mine. Two last week, little 
monster." They chat about the husband, and Johnny smiles. “Months 
after...years after. | was still waiting for Steven Baxter to come back. 
Resurrection. One last miracle.” She nods, completely understanding. “I 
thought that, spent a long time hoping for that, yeah. But that’s exactly 
the thing | got rid of.” (And thank God for Paul Abbott, who talked Davies 
out of giving Steve back to Jude as a mortal man.) Johnny smiles in the 
harsh light. You can see the space still in him, the pain of that lack. "Do 
you think | was right?" Johnny searches her face. For a while. “Any road, 
look at us, chatting away. Things to do!" 


That too, that lack of an answer. That's grace, the kind of grace that 
wants you to make up your mind for yourself. You're allowed to be angry, 
you're allowed to think it's crap, but you just thought about it harder 
than you would have, and that is beautiful. And hardly comforting. 
Johnny nods over at the husband and tells her to promise that if they 
break up, he'll call Johnny. “Give up!" Jude laughs, and he gives her what 
can only be described as a surprisingly sexy look. "Never." She shakes her 
head and laughs. "Fair enough. Nice to see you.” And it is. They say 
goodbye, she goes back to her family, they get in their cars, and we pull 
out to watch the parking lot, cars coming and going, everyone leaving, 
people shopping, life continuing. Arizona. And we're done. And we're 
never done. 


WHAT'S PAST IS PROLOGUE 


By Jacob Clifton | Season 2 | Aired on 09.28.2006 


The Christmas Invasion - Harriet Jones, Prime Minister, gets a tongue-lashing and a 
vote of no confidence after the new Doctor finds her tactics a bit too much. In other 
news, the previously hot Doctor has been replaced by a differently hot Doctor; nobody 
really minds. 


Once there was an ordinary girl you probably wouldn't notice if you 
passed her on the street. She was the kind of girl who worked in a shop 
and had a boyfriend she didn't really care about. She was smart and 
funny and a little bit tacky, with a tasteless mother. No wonder, sir, but 
certainly a maid. By coincidence and providence divine, she made a 
wonderful new friend, a man who was in league with time. He put his 
hand in hers and he said, “Run,” and they were Rose and her Doctor, and 
they did. So far, and so fast, in fact, that they met themselves coming, 
and faced the Doctor's oldest enemies, and his final victims, and Rose 
found herself in league with time. It sounded like singing. But everything 
ends. 


Pudsey Cutaway 


"| absorbed all the energy of the Time Vortex,” the choking Doctor 
explains, “and no one's meant to do that. Time Lords have this little trick 
-- it's sort of a way of cheating death -- except..." Rose and the Doctor 
look at each other, light all around, the Doctor looking sick and not 
enough time to explain about the forty-year history of this show and how 
he always changes, and he always comes back. “It means I'm gong to 
change." And he explodes, golden light everywhere, and he turns into 
David Tennant. Who is very sexy, a little yippy, kind of ratlike, mostly 
nerdy, and quick, and funny, and angry as fuck. 


You can't change your history, not even on Father's Day. But when it 
came down to it, the burden the Doctor carried, the trauma and pain of 
destruction of an entire race, was laid down, and he had the option of 
taking it back. He chose not to destroy them again. The Dalek were 
washed away in a wave of grace by a higher authority, but the Doctor's 
final guilt was gone, and with that his story was complete. If Nine was a 
god of grief and guilt, then Ten is what happens when that sin is 
removed, and he is a god of loneliness. Without even his guilt to keep 
him company. This is Her gift and this is Her price too, and since he's a 
new man, there's no chance he'll be able to explain it to Rose. Which fits 
a lovely parallel to the show itself, considering most of the audience 
hasn't been watching for forty years and it won't mean anything unless 


we get to mourn Nine and distrust Ten along with her. 


The light drops away, and the regeneration finishes just as suddenly as it 
started. The Doctor tastes new teeth and smiles at Rose, hair all wild: 
"So where was |? Oh, that's right! Barcelona!" And Rose just stares, 
because this isn't her Doctor. He ignores her and her gobsmacked staring, 
the way she's hiding behind a TARDIS pillar, and starts turning switches 
and pressing buttons and being a good pilot. "6 PM, Tuesday, 
October...5006...On the way to Barcelona!" The Doctor faces Rose, 
grinning widely, and asks what he looks like, then holds up a palm: "No, 
no no, nono no nono no no. No. Don't tell me!" He counts legs, arms, 
hands -- "slight weakness in the dorsal tubercle," also known as Lister's, 
I've always loved that: "Lister's tubercle” -- and he's not bald, he's got 
sideburns -- “or really bad skin" -- and he's quite skinny. He's also got a 
mole, he feels, between his shoulder blades. Rose is breathing heavily; 
really scared, working up the courage to do something. "Go on then, tell 
me,” he grins, hair ruffled and wild. "What do you think?" But what he 
means is: "Be collected. No more amazement; tell your piteous heart 
there's no harm done." But she can't hear it; she's too afraid to close the 
circuit. 


"Who are you?" Rose asks, and the Doctor's smile falls: “I'm the Doctor?" 
But she shakes her head. She's been through a lot: "No. Where is he? 
Where's the Doctor? What have you done to him?" The Doctor points over 
his shoulder at the place where he regenerated, confused. Rose: "I! saw 
him sort of explode, and then you replaced him, like a teleport, or a 
transmit, or a body swap or somefing.” The Doctor stares, at a loss. She 
goes through her words: “You're not fooling me. I've seen all sorts of 
fings. Nanogenes, Gelf, Sliveen..." The Doctor woggles at Rose, just a 
tiny bit, and her jaw drops: "Oh my God, are you a Sliveen?” He tells her 
calmly that he's not a Slitheen, and she begins to shout: "Send him back. 
I'm warning you, send the Doctor back right now!" The Doctor pleads with 
Rose, leaning forward, as she heaves, explaining, "| was dying. To save 
my own life | changed my body. Every single cell, but...it's still me." 


The Doctor steps up as Rose is whispering disbelief, saying, “Then how 
could | remember this? Very first word | ever said to you. Trapped in that 
cellar. Surrounded by shop window dummies, oh! Such a long time ago. | 
took your hand," and so he does, and the TARDIS sings as he touches her, 
"| said one word. Just one word, | said: run." Rose tears up and stares 
into the Doctor's face, unable to quite believe: "Doctor?" And he grins 
tenderly. "Hello." 


Rose stumbles backward in the impact; the Doctor takes off around the 
console: "And we never stopped, did we? All across the universe. 
Running, running, running...One time we had to hop, do you remember? 
Hopping for our lives?" He hops madly, grinning, trying to get her back on 
his side. "Yeah? All that hopping? Remember hopping for your life? Yeah? 
Hop?" He stops hopping. "...No?" Rose asks if he can change back, and he 
asks if that's what she wants, and she says it is, and he is crestfallen. His 
voice is blank but his face is sad. He can't change back. "Do you want to 
leave?" She's shocked: "Do you want me to leave?" He rushes into the gap, 
scared and lonely already: "No! But...your choice, if you want to go 
home.” He calls her bluff -- note how she's not actually involved in this 
part, so much, except in her silence -- and cancels Barcelona: "Change to 
London, the Powell Estate...Let's say the 24th of December. Consider it a 
Christmas present,” he says, giving her the eye. Begging her to stop him. 
“There.” He rocks back on his heels, arms across his body, defensively, 
saying, “I'll show you.” The TARDIS shudders in the red, back toward 
home. “Up to you. Back to your mum...|It's all waiting, fish and chips, 
sausage and mash, beans on toast -- No, Christmas! Turkey! Although 
having met your mother, nut loaf would be more appropriate.” (Ha! But 
also, how can you Say it's lazy writing to be grossed out by British food, 
when what the show just said is "It’s not a joke, it's just true.") Rose hides 
her smile at this, and the Doctor teases her knowingly. She eventually 
resists, pushing back a bit too hard, and he rolls his eyes, exasperated: 
“Oh come on, all | did was change! | didn't..." The TARDIS jerks and he 
gags, suddenly. What could the end of that sentence have possibly been? 
Rose is confused, and the Doctor almost drops, retching and jerking. "The 
change is going a bit wrong and all,” he explains, dropping to his knees. 


Rose: "Look, maybe we should go back. Let's go and find Captain Jack, 
he'd know what to do.” Rose doesn't remember anything, and this is 
essential: everything ends. If you walk with a god you have to be able to 
put it down and come back to Earth sometime. She doesn't remember 
how she brought Jack back to life; she doesn't know that Jack came 
running just in time to see them disappear. "Gah, he's busy! He's got 
plenty to do rebuilding the Earth!" The Doctor notes a lever on the 
console that he hasn't used in years, and flicks it. He is manic, wild; the 
TARDIS shudders violently and he screams, turning knobs and pressing 
buttons: "Putting on a bit of speed! That's it! My beautiful ship! Come on, 
faster! That's a girl! Wanna break the time limit?" Rose finally speaks up: 
"Stop it!" He gives her a nasty look and tells her not to be so dull, and 
continues rushing about. 


Realizing finally, through the haze of his madness, that he's scaring her, 


the Doctor tries to explain: "The regeneration's going wrong. | can't stop 
myself." He's returning to what he remembers most about Nine: always 
running. "Run." "Faster! Let's open those engines!" A bell begins to sound, 
warning them about a coming crash-landing, and he laughs hysterically: 
"Too late! Out of control! Oh, | love it! Hot dog!" He hops about. “Hold on 
tight! Here we go! Christmas Eve!" And...that's the Pudsey Cutaway, 
which somehow didn't make it onto SciFi, but maybe that's because it 
was a Charity thing, and in any case: he's nuts, Rose is not sold, that's the 
score right now. 


The Christmas Invasion 


Zoom down on Earth from space and into London, into Jackie's flat, 
where she picks up a red ornament and hangs it on a white flocked tree. 
Yuck. She picks up a present and stares at it, willing her daughter home. 
"To Rose, Merry Christmas. Lots of love, Mum. X." Jackie sighs. How long's 
it been? The last time she saw her daughter Rose, they helped her get 
back into the TARDIS; they willingly let her go. It’s only fair that she 
should return. 


In the car shop where Mickey (apparently and of course) works, the radio 
is blaring when he hears something, a VWORP kind of sound in the middle 
of the day. Now, you may or may not know that this thing we're watching 
right now is the first Doctor Who thing | ever saw, ever. And there are 
reasons that this episode is the best of all possible options for getting me 
over my presumptions about the show. There's linguistic meta all through 
it, which is a good start; plenty of Shakespeare references, always 
notable; there's everybody not knowing what the Doctor's about, 
including himself, which is fun and sympathetic; and there's Christmas, 
which is always mysterious to me. But the funniest thing about all this is 
that | literally could not hear the VWORP because | didn't know what to 
look for, so it's like this audio Where's Waldo that, if you're into the show 
or know the TARDIS at all, you can hear just as well as Mickey right now, 
but me? | was like, “And then Mickey and Jackie go nuts." So Mickey tells 
the guy to turn the radio down and then tears off down the street, 
TARDIS-bound. 


Jackie hears the TARDIS coming and also runs down the street, and 
Jackie and Mickey fall into each other's arms yelling about Rose. Jackie: 
"She's alive, Mickey! | said so, didn't I? She's alive!" They look frantically 
around, wondering when the TARDIS will actually appear, and I'm all, 
"Wait, is that the sound? Like rusty cables?” And then abruptly the TARDIS 
jumps into the air above their heads, ricocheting from building to 


building, making a mess. Careening, like the Doctor, with his eyes like 
wild pearls. 


The Doctor throws the TARDIS doors open and stares out, ranting: “Here 
we are, then! London! Earth! The Solar System! We did it!" He stumbles 
into the light, staring up at the buildings, and then notices Jackie and 
Mickey, looking at him, uncomprehending. He throws himself upon them 
and talks nonsense, mumbling and trying to remember what he wanted 
to tell them, leaning against them and holding himself up by their 
shoulders. "OH!" he screams, making them jump. “Merry Christmas!" And 
with that, he falls to the ground. Rose joins them and asks what 
happened to him; Mickey and Jackie are like, "Don't care, where's 
Eccleston?” Rose tries to explain about the Doctor and things, only 
instead of explaining, she's just like, “That's him, right in front of you. 
That's the Doctor." Nothing of him that doth fade but doth suffer a 
sea-change, into something rich and strange. Which gives Jackie the 
opening she needed for the credits break: “What d'you mean, that’s the 
Doctor? Doctor who?" 


After the credits, we join the Doctor in bed, where he is wearing striped 
pajamas, and Jackie joins Rose in the bedroom, carrying a stethoscope. 
This is the “healing of Albion" episode par excellence in a lot of ways, 
given that the world is saved by a cuppa, so it's nice to have this little 
scene where Rose doctors the Doctor. Even though they're playing 
Doctor, because a stethoscope -- even one ganked from "Tina the 
Cleaner's lodger,” who is a medical student (a gorgeous black one with 
pineapple hair? Only time will tell) -- does not a Doctor make. But Rose 
hooks her ears in there anyway even as Jackie's complaining that they 
should take him to the hospital. Rose explains that they'd immediately 
lock him up and dissect him, which | guess gets over the plot hump 
except for how it's totally the Doctor and he would beat their asses, 
except maybe she's referring to his coma. “One bottle of his blood could 
change the future of the human race,” Rose says. That's all there is this 
Christmas: blood, and words, and good English tea. Rose shushes her 
mum and checks both of the Doctor's hearts, which are beating. They 
discuss how the Doctor has two hearts, and then so that we know Jackie's 
kind of awesomely slutty, she asks if he's got two of anything else, and 
makes to peek at his Underoos. Rose tells her in no uncertain terms to 
stop molesting the alien life form, and first she and then worried Jackie 
leave the room. A little bit of God slips out of the Doctor's sleeping 
mouth, and up into the sky. 


Jackie hounds Rose around the kitchen asking the questions all the 


under-tens need answered: “How can he go changing his face? Is that a 
different face or is he a different person?” Things we won't know, things 
you can't answer. Rose snaps at her mother that she has no way of 
knowing any of this, and immediately apologizes. Her mom nods, and 
Rose's eyes begin to fill with tears: “The thing is, | thought | knew him, 
mum. | thought me and him were...and then he goes and does this. | 
keep forgetting he’s not human.” The worst mistake any of them could 
make. Especially her. Especially him. Rose takes her mom's hand and 
changes the subject to how she's awesomely slutty: "The big question is, 
where'd you get a pair of men's pajamas from?" Jackie rolls her eyes and 
admits that "Howard" has been staying over. Rose: "Howard from the 
market? How long’s that been going on?" About a month. | love Jackie's 
love life: "First of all, he starts delivering to the door, and | thought, 
‘That's a bit odd.’ Next thing you know, it's a bag of oranges..." Rose tunes 
out, noticing my main squeeze Harriet Jones on the television. She 
wanders away from her mom and into the living room; Jackie is a little 
offended, but this whole show is about Rose wandering off in the middle 
of her mom's life story. 


Rose stares at the screen: "Why's she on the telly?" Jackie explains that 
Harriet’s Prime Minister now -- "I'm eighteen quid a week better off" -- 
and Rose smiles, overjoyed and incredulous. “They're calling it Britain's 
Golden Age," Jackie says. "| keep on saying, ‘My Rose has met her!" Rose 
nods: "Did more than that, stopped World War Three with her! Harriet 
Jones..." On the TV, they're talking to her about the Guinevere One 
space probe, asking Harriet if it's "a waste of money,” and Harriet gets 
very effin’ British on the reporter's ass: "| completely disagree, if you 
don't mind." Even Rose laughs, but | don't know: if you're British, is that a 
joke? Or just what your PM would say? Harriet explains that Guinevere 
One represents her country's “limitless ambition,” usually a bad word on 
this show. | don't know. You say “Guinevere” and | think Eve: some 
woman who got blamed by history because even though everybody else 
fucked up too, they got to say she dragged them all down with her. 
"British workmanship sailing up there among the stars," she says, 
recalling Maiden Britain and all. A small elfin man with a short boxed 
beard -- the kind we used to call "the Agamemnon” -- takes the mic: “This 
is the spirit of Christmas, birth and rejoicing, and the dawn of a new age, 
and that is what we're achieving fifteen million miles away: our very own 
miracle." That's Llewellyn, the manager of the Guinevere project. We 
watch the miracle in a computerized mockup, Zooming about in space, 
and learn that its final descent will be at midnight tonight. Merry 
Christmas! 


Out in space, the probe hits a giant asteroid, in which a door opens and 
pulls it inside. Oh dear. 


Rose and Mickey are walking down the high street, surrounded by 
Christmas shoppers even though it's totally Christmas Eve. Mickey gives 
her twenty quid for shopping and calls it her birthday present; Rose is 
still stuck on time travel: "God, I'm all out of sync. You just forget about 
Christmas and things in the TARDIS, they don't exist. You get sort of 
timeless." She has no idea. Mickey immediately starts bitching about not 
wanting to hear more TARDIS stories -- not “Doctor” stories, mind, but 
“TARDIS" stories, because he's smart enough to know that some words 
have more power than others -- and makes fun of her: "Oh! One time, in 
a biiiig yellow garden, full of balloons...." She protests, laughing, and 
says she's not like that, but we know she really kind of is. She will flip 
out on you and have a TARDI|Sode before you even know what hit you. It's 
the price of living with one foot in two worlds. "Hmm, must drive you 
mad," says Rose. "I'm surprised you don't give up on me!" Mickey goes in 
for the two-point conversion, on that note: “That's the thing, isn't it? You 
can rely on me. | don't go changing my face." Good show, Mickey! But 
Rose has a response ready: her face falls and she gets worried again: 
"Yeah. What if he's dying?" Mickey stops, holding up his hands, and she 
apologizes again. It's sort of a valid question, isn't it? Mickey takes Rose's 
hands and makes her promise to just “let it be Christmas": "Could you do 
that? Just for a bit. You and me, and Christmas. No Doctor, no 
bog-monsters, no life or death." Rose promises, but of course it's a lie, 
and before you know it, she's staring down a brass band of Santas in 
creepy metal masks, playing "Good Tidings of Comfort and Joy” or 
whatever, because she's got a sixth sense about these things but also 
because she's profoundly bored by reality. Mickey: "I'm round there all 
the time now, you know. She does my dinner on a Sunday...talks about 
you all afternoon, yap yap yap yap yap..." But this whole show is about 
Rose wandering off in the middle of Mickey's life's story. 


Of course, the Santas attack: their trumpets become flamethrowers and 
there are blue gouts of flame everywhere, people screaming, Rose 
knowing -- or assuming -- that they're the targets, hiding behind things, 
getting caught, screaming and running in the maddening crowd. A giant 
Christmas tree in the square falls to the ground on top of one of the 
Santas, whose mask clatters to the ground and is creepy. Rose and 
Mickey run down the street and hop in a taxi. "What's going on? What've 
we done?” asks Mickey, and Rose explains her assumption that they're 
after the Doctor. "I can't even go shopping with you, we get attacked by 
a brass band!" Rose ignores Mickey and calls Jackie, but Jackie's already 


on the phone. She walks around bitching about Rose turning up without 
warning, brings a cup of tea in, and sets it beside the Doctor, looking at 
him worriedly as she continues to yak. “Think about it: they were after 
us. What's important about us? Well, nothing. Except the one thing we've 
got tucked up in bed. The Doctor." And as long as you believe that, you'll 
do anything to stay with him. It wasn't that Rose was just a shopgirl -- it 
was that she didn't know she was already more than that. If it's about the 
Doctor's loneliness this year, it's also about Rose forgetting that she was 
awesome to begin with, time or no time, no matter how many times 
Jackie and Mickey try to explain to her: you've gotta come down off that 
cloud sometime, love, or you might as well be dead, and infinity doesn't 
mean anything at all if you don’t come back and play with humanity. The 
difference between heroes and saints is that heroes come back, changed, 
and saints just disappear. Jackie leaves the Doctor with another worried 
look and an untouched cup of tea, and more vortex spills out of him, 
once she's gone. 


Rose and Mickey bust into Jackie's flat and Rose hangs up the phone for 
her and starts asking where they can hide. Mickey's mate Stan is only two 
streets away, but Cousin Mo lives in Peak District, so that’s where they'll 
go. Jackie says that they're not going anywhere on Christmas Eve, and 
Rose suddenly stops arguing and ordering: “Mum...where'’d you get that 
tree?” Because the tree in the corner is not the gross flocked one from 
earlier, but a huge green one. Jackie says she assumed it was from Rose, 
since the tree was delivered while she was out shopping, but before they 
can discuss it, the boughs of the tree light up and begin to whirl like a 
complicated James Bond people-slicer -- even Rose is like, "You've gotta 
be kidding me" -- and begins to spin toward them, singing “Jingle Bells” at 
a faster and faster and more delirious rate. The coffee table is 
immediately destroyed as the tree comes toward them; Mickey ushers 
them out of the room and bravely picks up a chair like a lion tamer. 


Rose and Jackie run for it, but split up: Jackie ends up at the front door, 
while Rose is, of course, heading straight for the Doctor's bedroom. 
Everybody yells at everybody else as the scary tree continues its 
rampage; even Jackie is scared enough to leave the Doctor behind. They 
all three end up in the bedroom with the Doctor, and Jackie and Mickey 
slide a wardrobe in front of the door, screaming like crazy, as Rose tries 
to wake him up. She puts his sonic screwdriver in his hand and begs him 
to wake up. The tree finally comes in through the door and menaces 
Jackie, who's cowering against the far wall and squeaking, “I'm gonna get 
killed by a Christmas tree!" Rose leans in, to the Doctor's ear, and says 
just two words: "Help me." 


And he does. The Doctor sits up very suddenly and blasts the tree with 
his sonic screwdriver: "Remote control. But who's controlling it?” They 
follow him out onto the balcony, as he puts on a robe over his PJs, and 
outside they stare down at three of the Santas. Mickey interrupts the 
moment and is hushed; the Doctor mutely points his screwdriver at the 
Santas and waits for them to make a move. They huddle together and 
teleport away. Mickey laughs: "What kind of rubbish were they? | mean, 
no offense, but they're not much cop if a sonic screwdriver's gonna scare 
them off." The Doctor explains that they're pilot fish, N. ductor, and then 
collapses again: "You woke me up too soon. I'm still regenerating. I'm 
bursting with energy.” A bit of vortex slips out. "You see? The pilot fish 
could smell it. A million miles away. So they eliminate the defense -- 
that's you lot -- and they carry me off. They could run their batteries on 
me for a couple of years..." That's Rose and Jackie and Mickey, but 
mostly Rose: if he's the god of loneliness now, the god that realizes and 
can admit that Gallifrey is over forever, then all he's got is Rose; she's his 
defense. So as much as we sympathize with her, getting over Fantastic 
Eccleston, you have to feel for him: her distrust is another form of 
change between them. There is a long joke sequence in which the 
Doctor, in the grips of a “neuron implosion,” needs...something. That 
lame white room from "Castrovalva," | guess, but | heard they got rid of 
that. Jackie, trying to help, gets all in his face, so the joke goes like this: 
the Doctor says, one hundred times, "I need..." and each time, Jackie 
interrupts him: "Painkillers? Do you need aspirin? Codeine? Paracetamol? 
Oh, | dunno! Pepto-Bismol? Liquid paraffin. Vitamin C? Vitamin D? Vitamin 
E? Is it food? Something simple? Uh, a bowl of soup? A nice bowl of soup? 
Soup and a sandwich? Soup and a little ham sandwich?" And her voice is 
rising higher and higher, she’s worried and hysterical and the Doctor's 
very good-looking, and finally he focuses on her: "Il need you to shut up.” 
Twice as funny if it had been half as long ["Said the man who wrote a 
twenty-seven-page recap! Hee.” -- Wing Chun], but | don't write the 
jokes. "Oh, he hasn't changed that much, has he?" says Jackie. Is this 
what people mean when they say Carry On? Will there be a daffodil 
thermometer at some point? The Doctor drops, and Jackie fusses over 
him some more. 


"We haven't got much time. If there's pilot fish, then..." The Doctor 
suddenly pulls an apple out of Howard's robe: "Why's there an apple in my 
dressing gown?" He and Jackie have a hilarious conversation about why 
Howard keeps apples in his dressing gown -- "He gets hungry in his sleep?" 
“Sometimes” -- before the Doctor shouts again, in pain. 
"Brain...collapsing..." He grabs Rose's arms, anchoring himself. “The pilot 


fish mean...that something's coming.” He drops again, this time back out 
of consciousness, into Rose's lap. 


Rose pats the Doctor's forehead with a cold washcloth; he’s begun 
sweating and fretting. Mickey plugs in a laptop and promises Jackie that 
he'll keep an account of his phone line usage. She hands out cups of tea 
and reminds us that it's now Christmas Day, midnight; Rose tells her that 
the Doctor's now down to just one heart. The news says that, after a bit 
of confusion, they've reestablished contact with Guinevere One; 
transmission to follow. Llewellyn is proud, even as he admits that she 
was only offline for a few seconds: "We're getting the first pictures 
transmitted live any minute now...I'd better get back to it. Thanks.” He 
takes off. 


Mickey pulls up some bizarre animated website purporting to explain 
what pilot fish are; there's a cartoon shark that charges the screen, 
explaining to your aunt Martha that this is what the internet is like. Type 
in “pilot fish,” get a cartoon shark. "They're tiny, but the point is, the 
little fish swim alongside the big fish.” Rose asks how long until the shark 
appears, and Mickey says not long, and the TV goes crazy, and Jackie 
sees some “funny sort of rocks" on the TV, but they're not rocks, Rose 
knows. It's something bad. The shark. "Coming live from the depths of 
space on Christmas morning," says the TV, and an enormous, terrifying, 
boneheaded alien growls at the screen. Jackie, Mickey, and Rose gasp 
and jump backwards; it is cute. 


All over the world, the news is going crazy about the faces of aliens. “On 
the 25th of December, the human race has been shown absolute proof 
that alien life exists!" they crow. Three cars drive through the gates of 
the Tower of London and draw up outside UNIT; this scene is very 
excitingly shot, and you feel like things are about to go crazy. The driver 
opens a car door for Llewellyn, and he is escorted inside UNIT by a Major 
Blake. Inside, UNIT is going crazy. It’s the “United Nations Intelligence 
Taskforce," a big deal for the Doctor -- the Third Doctor mostly stayed in 
exile on Earth and worked for UNIT, eventually dying here -- but we can't 
call it that anymore because the UN doesn't like to be involved in 
fictional alien encounters, because the UN is very serious stuff. 


The Major takes Llewellyn to meet with Harriet Jones, and she flashes 
her ID at him, like in the old days: “Harriet Jones, Prime Minister." He 
smiles and says he knows quite well who she is. "I suppose I've ruined 
your Christmas," he says, and she shakes her head. “Never off duty.” She 
explains that they've put out a cover story already, indicating her 


assistant Alex, who explains that they've told people it's a hoax, “some 
sort of mask or prosthetics." Llewellyn nods, and nobody mentions that 
it's not actually working at all. "Students hijacking the signal, that sort of 
thing.” Harriet explains that Alex is her “right-hand man," which is a thing 
she's not quite used to having; they agree that it a very good thing, to 
have and to be a right-hand man. It’s sweet. Llewellyn begs Harriet to 
tell him that it really was a hoax, and she smiles grimly: “That would be 
nice. Then we could all go home.” She offers him coffee and continues: 
"No, the transmission was genuine. And this seems to be a new species of 
alien. At least, not one we've encountered before." He cocks his head at 
her and says she's talking about aliens like they exist. She smirks adorably 
and almost winks: "There's an act of Parliament banning my 
autobiography.” 


The Major, Harriet, and Llewellyn join a tiny blonde thing -- identical 
almost to Marissa Cooper only not troubling-looking -- named Sally 
Jenkins, who explains that the transmission they're getting now has 
nothing to do with Mars. Oh man, did you know | had a little funeral for 
Marissa Cooper in my backyard? It was very solemn. "Guinevere One was 
broadcasting from a point five thousand miles above the planet,” she 
explains, by which they deduce that the scary bonehead guys have a ship 
in orbit, with Guinevere One on board. “But if they're not from the 
surface, then they might not be from Mars itself. Maybe they're not 
actual Martians?” asks Llewellyn, and everybody else rolls his or her eyes. 
The Major, in a subtle way: "Of course not, Martians look completely 
different." You laugh, Llewellyn gapes. Sally says that the ship is still 
moving; and Harriet asks the inevitable: “Moving in which direction?" 
Toward us. "How fast?" Very fast. Brilliant. Harriet stares at the 
projection of the ship's relative movement and utters the words no 
character actor ever wants to hear on this show: "What was your name, 
again?” Sally. Have fun dying horribly, Sally. Sally's like, “What? I'm totally 
cute! | could rock out on Torchwood!" but to no avail. The Prime Minister 
has spoken. They stare at the screen. 


Rose sits on the sofa; Mickey approaches and reminds her that he's got 
the backdoor into the military grid thanks to having learned that the 
password for the entire internet is buffalo: “They're tracking a spaceship. 
It's big, it's fast, and it's coming this way." He shows her the UNIT 
projection, and Rose looks at him: “Coming for what, though? The 
Doctor?" Mickey gives yet one more appalling line reading in a lifetime of 
appalling line readings: not “maybe it's coming for all of us," but instead 
“maybe it’s coming for all of us," which makes vastly less sense. Four of 
the boneheads appear on the screen and start grinding out a yucky alien 


tongue which combines the aesthetically displeasing consonants of 
German and Welsh with the lush, drunken vowels of Tori Amos. Mickey, 
begging for a TARDISode all of a sudden: "Have you seen them before?" 
But no luck. Never seen the boneheads before. 


At UNIT, the Major orders Alex to get his translation software working, 
and the aliens continue to growl and shout. 


Rose begins to wig because of the whole thing where she understands all 
alien language, because of the TARDIS. "So why isn't it doing it now?" asks 
Mickey, and she is very sad. This is one of the more touching scenes, to 
me: "I don't know. Must be the Doctor. Like he's part of the circuit, and 
he's...he's broken.” It's awesome because she's right, it is a circuit, but 
she just doesn't know all the links yet. 


Major Blake informs Harriet that Washington is making demands: “The 
President's insisting that he take control of the situation." Harriet tells 
Blake to tell the President -- and to please use these exact words -- that 
he's "not my boss, and he's certainly not turning this into a war." Harriet 
leaves Blake for Alex at his laptop, and everybody wishes Harriet, or at 
least Russell Davies, were really PM. (Can you imagine?) The translator's 
working busily, but so far no dice; the ship's about five hours away. 
Harriet Jones looks up at the screen, and thinks about safety, and about 
fear. 


The news says that even though there's a hoaxy cover story, NATO's on 
red alert. Jackie sits beside the restless Doctor, gently begging him to 
wake up, calling him “sweetheart,” asking again and again what it is that 
he needs. She's trying to close the circuit and doesn't even know that 
she's the answer: home. The TV says, "Speaking strictly off the record, 
government sources are calling this our longest night.” 


Major Blake sits in a chair, deep in thought, as Harriet approaches and 
asks if there's been a Code Nine. Oh my God, even Harriet can't handle 
David Tennant. We're calling that a “Ten” now, dear. Major Blake is sorry 
to say that there's been no Doctor sighting as yet. "You've met him," 
Blake remembers, and calls him "the stuff of legend." He is that, Harriet 
agrees. But “failing him,” she almost stammers, and then steels herself, 
and looks into the Major's eyes: "What about Torchwood?" He's taken 
aback, stuttering, and she says she knows damn well that she's not 
supposed to know about that -- "Not even the United Nations knows" -- 
but that "if ever there was a need” for Torchwood, it's now. The Major 
balks: "I can't take responsibility." Harriet says that she can, and will. She 
tells him to get them ready; she thinks about rage. 


Alex brings Harriet his tablet and shows her, as well as Llewellyn and 
Sally Jenkins, his translation of the aliens so far. "People," which could 
also be translated "Cattle," “you belong to us. To the Sycorax." Not 
Martians, Alex notes. "We own you. We now possess your land, your 
minerals, your precious stones. You will surrender or they will die. 
Sycorax strong! Sycorax mighty! Sycorax rock!" As in the modern sense, 
Alex notes: "They rock." Llewellyn seizes on the pronoun issue: "They will 
die’? Not ‘you will die’, ‘they will die.’ Who's ‘they'’?" Alex says he doesn't 
know, but that he double-checked: it's "they." Harriet orders a reply: 
"This is a day of peace on planet Earth. Tell them we extend that peace 
to the Sycorax. And then tell them that this planet is armed, and we do 
not surrender.” Alex notes it all down and everybody scatters. 


Jackie sleeps sweetly beside her Doctor, head on a pillow she's placed on 
the bed. Rose watches the pair of them, leaning in the doorframe, and is 
joined by Mickey. Her voice shakes: “The Doctor wouldn't do this. The old 
Doctor. The proper Doctor. He'd wake up. He'd save us." Mickey looks 
down at her and there is no anger, nor is there judgment: “You really 
love him, don't you2" She closes her eyes and puts her arms around 
Mickey, closing the circuit. 


The sun rises at UNIT, where everybody's running around. Sally projects 
the Sycorax's response video. The leader -- we're going to call him 
Caliban, and we won't hate him for being what God made -- holds out his 
hand; a blue light wavers around it and disappears. Harriet's like, "Um? | 
don't speak hand-fire language? Was that a response?” Alex is like, “It 
looked like energy, or static.” Llewellyn says that it was more like a 
spell, like something a witch might cast. Sally Jenkins is wreathed in blue 
light, but the rest don't notice. "Maybe it's a different form of language,” 
Llewellyn suggests, "Some sort of ideogram or pictogram?” One-third of 
the UNIT staffers suddenly snap into formation and begin to march out of 
the war room, hypnotized. Llewellyn chases Sally, trying to restrain her; 
security stands before the empty hordes, with guns. Harriet and the 
Major order them to let the zombies do what they will; Llewellyn cringes 
and wonders where they're going. 


A woman named Sandra chases her husband, Jason, down a balcony at 
the Powell Estates, begging him to stop, to listen, as he heads away 
under the spell. Rose and Mickey pop their heads out of Jackie's flat, and 
Sandra complains, “He won't listen! He's just walking, he won't stop 
walking!" She notes the strange light, confused, and continues to follow 
him, her voice rising. Down on the ground are lots more normal people, 
staring and hypnotized in the light, heading somewhere. At UNIT, 


Llewellyn wonders why only certain people are being affected; Alex 
informs the group that they're getting reports from all over the country. 
In the stree,t a woman walks along, pleading with her daughters and her 
son; her husband. Begs them to stop and come home. They ignore her 
and continue to walk, as the crowd swells. All around them are frantic 
unaffected people trying to stop the horde. 


A policeman walkies that they're heading for the highest buildings -- 
“Anything with stairs; anything with steps” -- and Llewellyn and Blake, 
inside the Tower of London, watch as the affected staff head all the way 
up, onto the roof. Outside, the policeman realizes what's going to 
happen, watching from the street: "There's hundreds of them...Oh, God. 
They've gone right to the edge. They're gonna jump.” Llewellyn pleads 
with Sally to stop, as she walks closer and closer to the edge. “It's Danny 
Llewellyn. Daniel Llewellyn. Sally, just concentrate,” he pleads, getting 
hysterical. All over the world, Paris and Rome. London at dawn. It's 
beautiful and eerie, shots of a third of the world standing on buildings 
and ruins, waiting. Standing on the very edge. Two billion people ready 
to jump. So this is Christmas. “Surrender, or they will die..." says 
Llewellyn, breathlessly. 


Up on the roof with Sandra and Jason, the whole world holding its 
breath, Mickey asks Rose what the hell they can do. “Nothing,” Rose says 
helpfully. "There's no one to save us. Not anymore.” The Doctor would be 
so proud. 


Llewellyn and Blake come back downstairs; Alex has figured out the 
beginning weft of a pattern: "All these people tend to be father and son, 
mother and daughter. Brothers and sisters...family groups, but not 
husbands and wives.” Llewellyn puts it together and gasps, drawing Alex 
and Harriet's attention. “It's Guinevere One. Have you got medical 
records on file for all your staff?" Alex gives them to him, and Llewellyn 
accesses the records. Off to the side, Harriet asks about Torchwood. 
"Still working on it. Bear in mind, they have just lost a third of their 
staff,” says the Major, and she asks if they have “what we need.” They 
do. "Well, tell them to hurry up.” Llewellyn shows them Sally's med 
records: "blood group A+." Who else walked out? Luke Parsons, Jeffrey 
Baxter...all A+. Major Blake: "How many people in the world are A+?" Um, 
guessing about one-third? Llewellyn explains the worst part: they got the 
blood from Guinevere One. “Maps and music and samples...wheat seeds, 
and water, and...and blood. A+. The Sycorax have got a vial of A+." 
Which somehow, Harriet sees, gives them control over the blood. Harriet 
decides on her last-ditch defense, taking the Major upstairs. 


For a press conference. “Ladies and gentlemen, if | may take a moment 
during this terrible time. It's hardly the Queen's speech; I'm afraid that's 
been cancelled.” She cocks her head and turns to someone off-camera: 
"Did we ask about the royal family?” And back down at her desk, and up 
at the camera. Hilarious: "Oh. They're on the roof." She tells her people 
that this crisis is unique, and might be getting worse. She doesn't 
apologize for saying it was a hoax. “I would ask you all to remain calm. 
But | have one request: Doctor. If you're out there...we need you." 


Jackie turns to Mickey and Rose. Rose doesn't raise her eyes, just fights 
back tears. "I don't know what to do," says Harriet. "But if you can hear 
me, Doctor..." Rose turns away. “If anyone knows the Doctor, if anyone 
can find him...the situation has never been more desperate." Rose runs 
back to the Doctor's bedroom, tears down her cheeks. Harriet: "Help us. 
Please, Doctor. Help us." Um, if only anybody knew what the hell you 
were talking about, Harriet, you wouldn't look crazy right now. In a time 
of national -- global -- emergency, the last think you want is people 
questioning your health; trust me on that. So don't go asking for your 
“Doctor” unless you can back it up with some Clive-type info. (P.S. Also, a 
little Clive, full stop, wouldn't go amiss. For Mark Benton is awesome and 
deserves to have more work than he knows what to do with. Love, 
Jacob.) 


Rose sobs, staring down at the Doctor, watching him sleep with just one 
heart. Jackie comes to her, and gently touches her, and Rose falls into 
her arms. "He's gone,” she weeps. “The Doctor's gone. He's left me, Mum. 
He's left me, Mum..." Jackie kisses her forehead and holds her daughter 
harder, and tells her that she's sorry. After all that, after “let this old box 
gather dust” and choirs of angels, it sucks to see her fall apart. He hasn't 
died just once in the last twenty-four hours; he's died three times. No 
wonder she's exhausted. She just needs a cup of tea. 


Windows everywhere smash and shatter; there's glass everywhere. The 
Sycorax ship has hit the atmosphere, sending a sonic wave through 
everyone. Mickey walks through broken glass, down in the street below. 
Rose and Jackie join him, staring up as a huge asteroid spaceship floats 
into the sky, blacking out the sun right over central London. (Big Ben's 
still in scaffolds after last time; at one point they were going to have the 
Sycorax ship barely miss it, and then everybody would go “Whew"...and 
then a wing would suddenly unfold, knocking Big Ben over again. It's as 
funny to think about as actually see it happen, | think.) 


Rose stares up at the ship, gets her feet under her, and then charges 
back up into the flats and the Doctor's bedroom: “Mickey, we're gonna 
carry him." She gets him ready, ordering Jackie to get some food 
together: "We're going." Where? "The TARDIS. It's the only safe place on 
Earth." Politics of location: right now Rose is responsible for her family, 
Jackie and Mick and the Doctor, and that's it. She's the Prime Minister of 
the United Commonwealth of Rose Tyler, and her duty is to keep them 
safe. Jackie, awesomely, is like, "What're we gonna do in there?" and 
Rose says, “Hide.” But what about the Spirit of the Blitz? "Mum. Look in 
the sky. There's a great big alien invasion and...| don't know what to do, 
all right? I've traveled with him and I've seen all that stuff, but when I'm 
stuck at home, I'm useless." Complete the circuit, Tyler! “Now all we can 
do is run and hide, and I'm sorry. Now, move." 


Rose is doing a good job, I'm not complaining. It's just...the whole point 
of the Doctor is that Rose only thought she was a shopgirl. She was never 
just a shopgirl, and neither were you, or |. And the entire first season is 
like a ramp, an inclined plane, taking Rose higher and higher until she 
could touch God without his intermediary or even that of the TARDIS 
herself. And now we're on the other side of the apex, heading down and 
away like a sun after zenith, all her charms o'erthrown, forgetting that 
what strength Rose has or ever had is still her own. And | think that, if 
anything, that's the point: you walk with a god and you watch him warp 
the world around you, that's just another cage. The presence of God is 
defined by the moments of his leaving, of ein soph, the space defined by 
the fall from the Garden and which, in terms of relative property, 
defines faith itself: belief without and against proof. Lest too light 
winning make the prize light. If Rose is just a shopgirl, she gets to say, 
“Oooer, whatever will we do, I'm stuck at home, I'm useless, all my 
charms o’erthrown," and that's easier than saying, "I guess | have to be 
the Doctor now." | just think it’s a natural side effect of traveling with 
him: assuming that because he's always right and he always saves the 
day, nobody else is ever right and nobody else can save the day. It's a 
cognitive process that wins out because it sparks a circuit along the path 
of least resistance, because if nobody is going to save the day, you get to 
not do anything at all. The brain and pleasure principle will always travel 
the most obvious path, because people are lazy and being a superhero is 
hard. The show has always kept one eye on taking the Doctor/Companion 
thing apart and looking at it like grownups, well, here's one: being a 
Companion makes you fucking weak. And you either deal with that or you 
don't. It's possible to live in the world. 


The Sycorax ask for the leader of this world, and without thinking, 


Harriet Jones steps forward: "I'm proud to represent this planet.” Hero. 
Caliban, son and scion of the Sycorax, speaks through Alex, right-hand 
man and their voice. It's about words. The living blue fire bathes them: 
Harriet Jones, Major Blake, Llewellyn, and Alex. Llewellyn wonders what 
is happening, and the PM, matter-of-factly, delighting as ever in 
Llewellyn's trepidation, in knowing more, in her title, says: "l] would 
imagine it's called a teleport.” They appear in the Sycorax ship suddenly, 
a whole parliament of them staring down like the Senate in Star Wars, 
niches in the wall a thousand miles high. (Well, not a parliament, that's 
owls. What's ravens? An Unkindness. An Unkindness of Sycorax, staring 
down.) Caliban steps forward, and they step toward him. He reaches up 
to his head, and Llewellyn realizes that it's just a helmet: "They might be 
like us!" Under his helmet, Caliban's head is ten times creepier, like 
exposed muscle and bone, and blood. "...Or not." For some reason | even 
like the silly jokes in this episode. Caliban growls and howls and talks 
dirty. 


Rose and Mickey carry the Doctor out the front door; Jackie follows up 
with shopping bags, struggling. Rose finally yells at her to drop the food 
and help them with the Doctor. She's being a total asshole. Jackie's like, 
"Um, a second ago you said get food? And also if you talk to your mother 
like that again you're gonna wish you were A+?" And Rose is like, “I am 
the boss of the universe!" But it's really just something she picked up 
from the Doctor, isn't it, this acting like a prick when you don't know 
what to do. It’s cute, looking at it that way, but | just don't like to see 
Jackie looking stupid. | like her too much. 


Alex: "You will surrender, or | will release the final curse. And your 
people will jump." Llewellyn pushes his way to the front of the humans 
and asks to speak. Major Blake tries to hold him back, because he's a 
civilian -- politics of location; even if they're all going to die, Major Blake 
is responsible for Llewellyn -- but Llewellyn is sick and tired of the alien 
bullshit: "No! | sent out the probe, | started it. | made contact with these 
people. This whole thing's my responsibility." He pulls free of Blake and 
steps forward to address Caliban, who slowly approaches down a stair. 
"With respect, sir, the human race is taking its first step towards the 
stars, but we are like children compared to you. Children who need help. 
Children who need compassion. | beg of you now: show that compassion.” 
To put it lightly, Caliban does not do so. He lashes little Llewellyn with a 
bright and electrified whip, which encircles his neck and causes him to 
scream and turn into a skeleton on fire. Major Blake is so totally 
appalled: "That man was your prisoner! Even your species must have 
articles of war!" Whipperoony. Blake's skeleton, also on fire, drops to the 


floor. Alex is about to step forward, but Harriet stops him, fully flashing 
her ID. “Harriet Jones, Prime Minister." Even Caliban is like, “Lady, we 
know." “Surrender or they will die,” says Caliban, taking up position next 
to A Great Big Threatening Button Which Must Not Be Pressed Under Any 
Circumstances. Harriet asks what could make surrender more attractive 
or better at all, and he holds his hand over the Button. “Half is sold into 
slavery,” says Alex, “or one-third dies. Your choice." Harriet closes her 
eyes, thinks about safety, about the wide world of alien mystery, about 
areas of responsibility. Caliban hisses at her. 


Rose and Mickey carry the Doctor, Jackie trailing behind and dropping 
shopping bags. Mickey asks if Rose can fly the TARDIS. "Not anymore, no. 
It's sort of been wiped out of my head, like it’s forbidden? Try that again 
and | think the Universe rips in half." Mickey's like, "So no." Yeah. Rose, 
pissed, is like, “And so now we sit here and rot, with no options." Jackie 
offers them tea, and Rose bitches at her, and Jackie just laughs at her 
and goes to gather the rest of the food. "Tea," says Mickey. "Like we're 
having a picnic while the world comes to an end. Very British.” Even 
Mickey can complete this circuit! And -- spoiler! -- it's he who will. 
Mickey and Jackie got Rose into the TARDIS last season, and Mickey and 
Jackie will save the Doctor this week the way that the mundane is always 
a welcome refuge in interesting times. Mickey asks how the TARDIS TV is 
tuned, see if they can find out the news. "Maybe we've surrendered,” he 
says. Rose snaps that she doesn't know how to operate anything: "Sorta 
tunes itself." One or both of them, fumbling about, manages to set off a 
bleeping. 


On the Sycorax ship, Caliban hears the TARDIS and gets mad. Alex: "The 
noise -- the bleeping -- they say it's machinery, foreign machinery. 
They're accusing us of hiding it. Conspiring. ‘Bring it on board.” 


Down on the ground, Jackie heads out of the flat with some more bags; 
the TARDIS disappears in front of her, like Jack back at the Gamestation. 
She stares up, terrified. 


Mickey and Rose listen to the TARDIS bleeping. Mickey thinks it might be 
a distress signal, which | guess it is; Rose is like, "BFD." He asks if she's 
going to be a misery all the time now, and she admits that she probably 
is. It's funny. “You should look at it from my point of view,” says Mickey, 
in another indefinably irritating line reading, “stuck in here with your 
mum's cooking.” The way Mickey talked was not this irritating last year. 
He's shaded his accent with some West Indies stuff that was way quieter 
last season, and it’s driving me nuts because it makes his tongue thick 


and it sounds even dumber than the character actually is. Reminded of 
her crazy mother but not having noticed that they've been teleported 
aboard an alien craft, Rose is like...hey. She goes out to help Jackie -- 
“might start raining missiles out there” -- and Mickey says he'd prefer it if 
they got food in cans, so he doesn't actually have to eat the prenominate 
cooking. “Why don't you tell her yourself?” He's not that brave, he says. 
Rose smiles and winks at him, remembering how he faced down the 
Christmas tree with nothing but an unfinished IKEA stool. They smile 
sweetly at each other, and she heads out into the Estates. 


Only it's not the Estates, it's the Sycorax vessel. They grab Rose and she 
screams; Mickey comes charging out after a moment and drops the tea 
thermos on the grill, close to the Doctor's head. It leaks down onto a 
power cell beneath his head and begins to steam. Outside, Harriet and 
Rose run to each other, clutching. "Rose! I've got you. My Lord. My 
precious thing. The Doctor, is he with you?" Rose's voice shakes and she 
says that, for all intents and purposes, "No. We're all on our own." The 
steaming tea rises beneath the Doctor's lovely sleeping head, and he 
breathes in a cloud of it; a little more God slips out. A little more normal 
gets in. 


Caliban points at Rose, hissing: “The yellow girl. She has the clever blue 
box. Therefore, she speaks for your planet.” Harriet disagrees, saying 
Rose “can't,” but Rose disagrees with Harriet, staring Caliban down. 
Mickey cautions Rose, but she shakes her head tinily: "Someone's gotta be 
the Doctor." Harriet grabs her: “They'll kill you!” And Rose isn't wrong: 
"Never stopped him." She's breathing in what he's breathing out, and 
that's what closes the circuit: he needs a cup of tea, she needs a cup or 
two of awesome. And they'll meet in the middle. 


Rose takes a few steps toward the leader; the Unkindness all mutter 
excitedly. Rose stammers and goes through her words: “I, um...| address 
the Sycorax according to...article fifteen of the Shadow Proclamation. | 
command you to leave this world with all the auffority of the Sliveen 
Parliament of Raxacoricofallapatorius” -- which she totally rocks, by the 
way, and it's awesome -- “And um...the Gelf Confederacy..." Caliban 
steps toward Rose; she gets more nervous. “As, uh...sanctioned by the 
Mighty Jagrafess...and...Oh! The Daleks! Now, leave this planet in peace! 
In peace..." She trails off -- it's the Doctor who gives her the information, 
always; they're just words and infinity she’s borrowing. There is stunned 
silence, and then the Unkindness burst out laughing. Caliban speaks 
again. "You are very, very funny,” says Alex. "And now you're going to 
die." See, now that's funny. 


Harriet and Mickey step forward to protect her, shouting, and are 
restrained by the Sycorax. "Did you think you were clever, with your 
stolen words?" Stolen words, stolen blood: she tried to make a spell 
against them, and she failed. Caliban speaks passionately, poetic: they 
are the Sycorax. They rock. They ride astride the darkness. “Next to us 
you are but a wailing child,” he hisses at her. "If you are the best your 
planet can offer as a champion, then your world will be gutted..." 
Caliban and Alex begin to sound very much alike; Caliban has begun 
speaking English. "...And your people enslaved." Alex notices the English; 
Harriet and Rose are both like, "Hey!" Caliban is insulted. "| would never 
dirty my tongue with your primitive bile!" But his profit on't is, he knows 
how to curse. Red plague rid them, for learning him their language! Rose 
points in his face, accusing; she turns to Harriet, Mickey, and Alex. They 
all nod, and Caliban begins to wig out. "I speak only Sycoraxic!" he says, 
in English. Rose puts it together: “If | can hear English, then it's being 
translated. Which means it’s working. Which means...” She turns slowly 
around to look at the TARDIS; Mickey and Harriet follow suit; the camera 
zooms past them all... 


...to the cutest little Doctor you ever did see, pajamas and a dressing 
gown, smiling brightly, hair all mad, about to kick ass: "Did you miss me?" 
(I didn't even know who the hell he was or what was going on, and | was 
like, "Fuck yeah | did!") Rose grins, and Caliban immediately tries to whip 
the Doctor's skeleton on fire. Stupid. The Doctor plucks the whip out of 
the air like Miyagi and snaps it out of Caliban's hand: “You could have 
someone's eye out with that!" The beast roars and jumps at him with his 
staff, but the Doctor abjures this rough magic too, breaking the staff and 
tossing it to the floor. 


"And deeper than did ever plummet sound I'll drown my book,” said 
Prospero, if you're keeping track -- everything ends. Every spell drops full 
fathoms eventually, and all revels eventually end; the great globe itself 
and all which it inherit must eventually dissolve. But, and this is 
essential: the end of every story contains the beginning of the next. 
Prospero destroys his books, but nobody ever said he didn't write new 
ones afterward. Ask the Face of Cassandra and the Face of Bo, if the end 
of the world is all there is. And when they answer, tell Rose please, and 
tell the Doctor. And ask the Doctor, if she's just a human, why does he 
talk like her now? Why does Scottish Tennant have a Rose Tyler Powell 
Estates accent in this role? What she's breathing out, he's breathing in. 
She's the anchor, he's the star. 


"Now, you. Just wait. I'm busy." Caliban stares, the Doctor's finger 
pinning him wriggling as he turns to Mickey and Harriet and says hello: 
"Harriet Jones, MP for Flydale North! Blimey, it's like This Is Your Life!" 
He turns to Rose, beaming about the cuppa: "Superheated infusion of 
free radicals and tannin. Just the thing for healing the synapses.” His 
face goes serious. "First things first, be honest. How do | look?" Different, 
Rose offers. "Good different or bad different?” Just different. (Smokin’' 
different, by the way, is the correct answer.) He asks, in a terribly 
serious tone, if he's ginger. Rose looks at his hair, and shakes her head, 
bewildered and charmed: "No, you're just sort of...brown?” He whines 
that he's never been ginger, just terribly disappointed, and then whirls 
around on Rose (and us), holy finger of vengeance pointing madly: “And 
you, Rose Tyler, fat lot of good you were. You gave up on me..." he stops 
himself, kind of campishly horrified: “Oh, that's rude. That's the sort of 
man | am now, am I? Rude." Rose stares at him: "Rude and not ginger." 


Harriet's like, "Oh by the way, WTF?" The Doctor smiles at her: "I'm the 
Doctor." Rose agrees. “But what happened to my Doctor? Or is it a title 
that's just passed on?" Harriet presses, and the Doctor comes near to her. 
"I'm him, I'm literally him. Same man, new face...Well, new everything." 
Harriet’s not buying it. He gets closer, speaks tenderly: "Harriet Jones. 
We were trapped in Downing Street, and the one thing that scared you 
wasn't the aliens, wasn't the war; it was the thought of your mother 
being on her own.” You might call him a thing divine, for nothing natural 
you ever saw so noble. Harriet sees it: "Oh, my God." He smiles at her, 
bending sweetly toward her: "Did you win the election?” She grins widely: 
"Landslide majority!" 


Fucking Caliban steps on their shit: “If | might interrupt!" Neither polite 
nor ginger yourself there, good buddy. The thing about Caliban, and the 
whole Unkindness, is that he is as disproportioned in his manners as in his 
shape; | always say that life is too short to look at ugly things, and in 
science fiction, as in life, only the attractive people in this world mean 
you anything but ill. Chances are, if your face looks like Visible Lizard 
Man, you're a dick. This is why | judge books by their covers. The Doctor 
spins about on Rudeboy McSkeletor and is like, “Sorry, hey." Calls him “big 
fella." Caliban asks who “exactly” he is, and the Doctor grins at him. 
Hard: "Well. That's the question." Caliban gets attitude -- Sycoraxes are 
notoriously impatient with existentialists, due to the Rocking -- and 
screams his demand: to know who the Doctor is. And the Doctor 
impersonates his growling, awful voice: "/ DON'T KNOW!" 


The doctor relaxes; he's manic, still high on God, but also doing his 
Doctor thing, keeping the Unkindness off-balance. “See, there's the thing. 
I'm the Doctor, but beyond that, | just don't know. | literally do not know 
who | am. It's all untested." He starts to walk around, addressing 
everyone -- remembering Ben and Polly, perhaps. “Am | funny? Am | 
sarcastic?” He winks at Rose, cheekily. "Sexy?" She smiles, and she does 
not hide it. "Right old misery? Life and soul? Right-handed? Left-handed? 
A gambler? A fighter? A coward? A traitor? A liar? A nervous wreck? | 
mean, judging by the evidence, I've certainly got a gob..." Heh. He 
notices the button. "...And how'm | gonna react when | see this?" He 
points up at the button, smiling insanely. "A great big threatening 
button.” He runs up the stairs, laughing. "A Great Big Threatening Button 
Which Must Not Be Pressed Under Any Circumstances. Am | right?” Caliban 
follows him up the stairs. "Let me guess, it's some sort of control matrix? 
Hmm? Hold on, what's feeding it?” He bends down and opens a small door 
beneath the button; there's blood on a cushion. "And what've we got 
here? Blood?" He tastes it. "Yeah, definitely. Blood. Human blood. A+. 
With just a dash of iron." He wiggles his tongue around, still in love with 
his new teeth, and wipes his finger on the bathrobe. “Ahh, but that 
means blood control -- blood control! Oh! | haven't seen blood control for 
years!" He's delighted. "You're controlling all the A-positives!" Caliban 
begins to get worried. "Which leaves us with a great big stinking problem, 
because...| really don't know who | am. | don't know when to stop. So if | 
see a Great Big Threatening Button Which Should Never Ever Be Pressed, 
then | just wanna do...this." He whacks the button hard; Rose and 
Harriet scream. 


And down on Earth, everybody lives. The sleepers awaken, step back, 
look around. They stare up at the ship. 


"You killed them!" screams Alex, his words once more his own. “What do 
you think, big fella? Are they dead?" Caliban stutters: "We...allow them 
to live." The Doctor laughs at him. “You've no choice! | mean, that’s all 
blood control is. Cheap bit of voodoo. Scares the pants off you, but that’s 
as far as it goes. It's like hypnosis, you can hypnotize someone to walk 
like a chicken or sing like Elvis, but you can't hypnotize them to death. 
Survival instinct's too strong.” Caliban, “Sycorax Rock" Caliban, gets 
defensive. "Blood control was just one form of conquest. | can summon 
the Armada and take this world by force." He's just a kid. They're just 
kids with too much firepower and not a hugely strong work ethic. What 
lies behind their power is lies; blood control is nothing. The pilot fish 
that accompany them seem more powerful. The Doctor: "Yeah, you could 
do that. Of course you could. But why? Look at these people.” He 


gestures to the humans, speaking passionately: “These human beings. 
Consider their potential. From the day they arrive on the planet and 
blinking step into the sun. There is more to see than can ever be seen. 
More to do than -- No, hold on...Sorry, that’s The Lion King. But the point 
still stands." And the point is this: "O, wonder! How many goodly 
creatures are there here! How beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
that has such people in't!" (O wonder, that. Not "maiden" but "wonder"; 
all that divinity forgotten.) "Leave them alone!" Caliban’'s like, “Or what?" 
And the Doctor grabs a sword off another Sycorax, drops to the floor 
below the stairs and, holding the sword high before the TARDIS: "I 
challenge you.” The Unkindness laughs. One might say unkindly. 


"Oh, that struck a chord. Am | right that the sanctified rules of combat 
still apply?” Caliban approaches him, unsheathing his sword: “You stand as 
this world's champion." The Doctor shrugs out of his robe. “Thank you. 
I've no idea who | am, but you just summed me up." He is a champion god 
without a home, and so he has adopted one; again and always and 
forever, with the Estuary on his tongue. That's the kind of man he is. He 
tosses the robe to Rose, and asks Caliban if he’s going to fuck around or 
get down to it -- “Or are you just a cranak pel casacree salvak?" (Whoa 
there! | didn't realize that was a bad thing!) They kneel, ceremonially, 
and Caliban looks into the Doctor's eyes. "For the planet?” The Doctor 
nods: "For the planet." 


Caliban and the Doctor fight for a million years. Rose is like, "Look out!" 
and the Doctor's all, “Snarky whatever rude and not ginger some more." 
More fighting. The Doctor takes the whole fight out onto a platform 
outside the ship, which is pretty awesome, and they buckle many a 
swash. Caliban snipes the Doctor's nose, and he groans, because that 
sucks, and Rose rushes forward, but the Doctor yells at her to stay back: 
"Invalidate the challenge and he wins the planet!" He wipes his nose and 
they fight, and they fight, and they fight. The Doctor falls on his back 
and Caliban totally cuts off his hand. (Which: in stories you have a 
substitution factor, which is that it's always your eye, your hand, or your 
junk. Well, really, it's always your junk, because magic is about touching 
and knowing everything, not just half of things, but since that would suck 
too much, you can give up your eye, like Odin, or your hand, like Luke 
Skywalker, or a finger sometimes, and this gives you access to the whole 
world and all the things in it, and that's how you know the world and the 
quest have changed you. But the ones who suffer are the ones who come 
back, so watch what happens carefully. True death means you live like 
you never did before. No baggage: second chances.) 


"You cut my hand off," the Doctor says, and Caliban prances around, 
delightedly. The Doctor stands. "And now | know what sort of man | am. 
I'm lucky. Because quite by chance, I'm still within the first fifteen hours 
of my regeneration cycle. Which means I've got just enough residual 
cellular energy...to do this." He regrows the hand. All the pain and 
change of the classic quest, but with a little cheat: Time Lords don't have 
to follow the rules, because they are simultaneously the heroes and the 
NPCs of the quest story. It's one of the awesome things about having a 
show where there's always an Earth POV character: the Doctor gets to be 
fantastic all the time, even when he's failing. "Witchcraft!" yells the son 
of Sycorax, and the Doctor grins: "Time Lord.” Rose snags another sword 
from the Unkindness and tosses it, yelling, "Doctor!" He grins, catches it 
easily, and spins around. "Oh, so I'm still the Doctor then?" She smiles, 
and | guess case closed: "No arguments from me!" 


"Wanna know the best bit?" the Doctor asks Caliban, "This new hand...it's 
a fightin’ hand!" | believe that this is what's known elsewhere as a 
“Texan” accent. I...cannot confirm or deny that. Although generally it 
would be more described as the “accent of an inbred retard.” So the 
Fightin’ Hand and the Doctor buckle eleven and a half more swashes, and 
finally he jabs Caliban in the tummy with the sword's pommel, causing 
everybody watching outside to go "Ooooh," and then Caliban groans, so 
the Doctor does it three times in all, and finally Caliban drops to the 
edge. The Doctor puts the sword to Caliban's throat, point-down: "I win.” 
Caliban chokes and tells the Doctor just to kill him. "I'll spare your life if 
you'll take this champion's command: leave this planet, and never return. 
What do you say?" The Doctor is fucking not kidding around; his face is 
very hard and very scary. “Swear on the blood of your species.” Blood, 
and words. "I swear." 


The Doctor flips back insanely to his light and airy fun tone: “There we 
are, then! Thanks for that! Cheers, big fella!" He jabs the sword into the 
platform and everybody claps for him. Harriet and Rose congratulate him 
and he smiles: "Yeah! Not bad for a man in his jim-jams!" As Rose is 
putting the robe back on him, the Doctor makes reference to Arthur 
Dent, who traveled the world in a bathrobe and never forgot his towel; 
the Doctor says he was “a nice man,” but maybe he's messing with your 
mind. | don't know. He suddenly produces a clementine from the 
bathrobe: “A satsuma. Ah, that friend of your mother's -- he does like his 
snacks, doesn't he? But doesn't that just sum up Christmas?" He plays 
catch with himself, tossing the orange and catching it as they walk back. 
"You go through all those presents, and right at the end, tucked away at 
the bottom, there's always one stupid old satsuma. Who wants a 


satsuma?" Caliban gets to his feet, roaring, charging, and without even 
turning, the Doctor nails a switch on the wall of the ship's outside with 
the clementine, dropping Caliban out into the air. As he falls, screaming, 
the Doctor's smile fades: "No second chances. I'm that sort of a man." Oh, 
the creepy kind. Gotcha. The Doctor explains to the Unkindness of 
Sycorax how it's going to go. “By the ancient rites of combat, | forbid you 
to scavenge here for the rest of time. And when you go back to the stars 
and tell others of this planet -- when you tell them of its riches, its 
people, its potential -- when you talk of the Earth, then make sure that 
you tell them this: It. Is. Defended." And with that, they exeunt, 
transmatting down to Bloxom Road, just around the corner from where 
you can just read the faded BAD WOLF on the grounds of the Powell 
Estates. 


Mickey giggles and jumps about madly as the Doctor watches the Sycorax 
ship start up and take off. Rose jumps on Mickey's back, and they yell at 
the ship: "Go on, my son!" "Don't come back!" "/t is defended!" Rose and 
Mickey embrace, and somehow poor Right-Hand Alex gets pulled into 
their crazy glee. 


The Doctor and Harriet Jones embrace. "My Doctor,” she says, overjoyed. 
So happy to have him back. "Prime Minister," he says, no less proud. 
“Absolutely the same man.” They turn as one, and look up at the sky. “Are 
there many more out there?” she asks. She's thinking about safety, about 
areas of responsibility. “Oh, not just Sycorax. Hundreds of species. 
Thousands of them. And the human race is drawing attention to itself. 
Every day you're sending out probes and messages and signals -- this 
planet's so noisy. You're getting noticed more and more.” He looks at her 
directly: "You'd better get used to it." Jackie approaches, loud as ever, as 
Harriet falls into a funk. She stares into space as the Tylers and Mickey 
jump around, congratulate Jackie on the tea, continue to discuss how 
he's the Doctor but he looks different, how it's the bleedin’ Prime 
Minister, and the family hugs, Doctor and Rose and Jackie and Mickey, 
and the Doctor promises that he's all better. And suddenly terrifying 
Harriet Jones, Prime Minister, is approached by her right hand, with a 
message from Torchwood, who say they are ready. She closes her eyes 
and watches the family as they laugh, and chat, and dance together, 
reunited. And she makes a choice. The Doctor smiles at her from their 
happy reunion, and she gives her best in response...and tells Alex to fire. 
And he does. And in the sky there are Death Star bolts, from five 
locations across London, meeting up and joining up, and focusing on the 
Sycorax ship, and then it is destroyed. 


Jackie claps a hand over her mouth; the Doctor looks unsmilingly from 
the sky to Harriet Jones, and stalks toward her. “That was murder,” he 
says coldly. “That was defense,” says Harriet. "It's adapted from alien 
technology: a ship that fell to Earth ten years ago.” He shakes his head. 
"But they were leaving.” Not getting it. Harriet reminds him of what he 
just said to her, the fear he just put in her: "They'd go back to the stars 
and tell others about the Earth. I'm sorry, Doctor, but you're not here all 
the time. You come and go. It happened today -- Mr. Llewellyn and the 
Major. They were murdered. They died right in front of me while you 
were sleeping. In which case we have to defend ourselves.” Not even the 
production staff agrees on this. For what it’s worth, | think they're both 
right, especially considering Caliban just proved that the Sycorax don't 
stick by their words, which means that the Doctor is relying on 
superstition and fear, which is just as bad as blowing them up as far as 
I'm concerned, except that it's even more likely to burn your ass. And | 
don't think it's particularly American to feel, as | do, that there's nothing 
terribly unlikable about Harriet even after this point. The only way | can 
figure you would lose faith in her, as a hero or as PM, is if you assumed 
that the Doctor is infallible, which he is not, which is the point; it's 
possible that Ten's towering Old Testament rage, as much as | love it -- 
as much as it's the first reason | ever watched this show -- is a wee bit 
misguided here. If he were infallible, it would be the stupidest show in 
the universe, and you wouldn't watch it. 


"Britain's Golden Age," the Doctor spits at Harriet, and she shakes her 
head: "It comes with a price." He complains that he gave them the wrong 
warning: "I should've told them to run. As fast as they can, run and hide, 
because the monsters are coming: the human race." The ones 
you...champion, correct? Hey, are you still crazy like you were a second 
ago? Just because Maggie wanted to put the gays in concentration camps 
and took it upon herself to shoot black boys on mopeds does not mean 
that Harriet's going down like that. Although apparently Maggie blew up a 
retreating ship, too. Harriet: "Those are the people | represent. | did it 
on their behalf." Then he should have stopped her. “What does that make 
you, Doctor? Another alien threat?” Oh girl! Do not go down like this 
either! "Don't challenge me, Harriet Jones,” the Doctor hisses, stepping 
into her personal space. “Because I'm a completely new man. | could 
bring down your government with a single word.” Harriet fights it out, 
you can see it on her face -- that awful guilt and sadness when you 
realize that the fight you're having is the only possible outcome of what's 
happened. When the fight is having you: the worst feeling in the world. 
Harriet feels the wonder draining out of her life, realizes that the Doctor 
will never love her again: “You're the most remarkable man I've ever met. 


But | don't think you're quite capable of that.” He gets closer, more 
intense. "No, you're right. Not a single word.” He stares her down. “Just 
six.” She says she thinks not. “Six words." She begs him to stop. “Six.” 
She's in a corner. They stare. He walks around her, abruptly, and 
approaches Alex. It's about words, and blood; all the different ways a 
spell can take shape: “Don't you think she looks tired?” he asks, and Alex 
looks at him, and at Harriet, confused. 


The Doctor and Rose, Jackie and Mickey take off down the street, as the 
spell begins to work. Harriet rushes Alex, asking him urgently what the 
Doctor said. She begins to scream at the Doctor, fading into the distance. 
"Doctor! Doctor, what did you...What did you say, Doctor? Doctor?" He 
ignores her; so does the family. “I'm sorry,” she whispers, heartbreakingly 
sad. Alex walks away; she's left alone in the street, in the center of the 
screen, alone and broken by responsibility. Broken by the Doctor for 
daring to think that she could act without his say-so; for questioning his 
champion status. For killing those who never could have killed, but only 
controlled with words and blood, for not taking the coward's way out that 
he loves so much. Like | said, they're both right. It's a question that 
comes up on the hour, every hour, these days: the ethics of deterrent 
action and preemptive strike. The request that you trust the untrustable 
v. becoming the untrustable yourself. The question of leadership is one 
that consumes this story and this season -- and The Tempest, naturally, 
which is all about who's usurping whose power, and who's earning it. And 
so Harriet's ending is despair: “Unless | be reliev'd by prayer, which 
pierces so that it assaults mercy itself, and frees all faults. As you from 
crimes would pardon’d be, Let your indulgence set me free.” But he 
needs beg no pardon: that was another man, and in another life. This 
one's done no crimes at all. She's sorry, I'm sorry for her, so sorry, Ms. 
Prime Minister, I'm sorry you got caught between the earth and the stars. 
Screw Torchwood: pity is the Bad Wolf of the season -- pity and 
admission that you've overstepped humility. 


A lovely Christmassy song, "Song For Ten," plays as the Doctor runs about 
the TARDIS closet, picking out his new outfit. “When | woke up today and 
the world seemed a restless place/ It could have been that way for 
me..." Mickey, Rose, and Jackie prepare a late Christmas dinner; Mickey 
starts to carve the turkey. “Then | wandered around/ And | thought of 
your face...” The Doctor finally locates the perfect brown suit: geek chic, 
skinny lines, retro but forward too, shiny and perfect. "That Christmas 
looking back at me..." He dashes off, with his finds, leaving behind a long 
burgundy scarf and clothes from all of the previous nine men he's had to 
be. "I wish today was just like every other day/ Because today has been 


the best day..." The Doctor stares at himself in the mirror for a million 
years, running his hand over his face, tasting his new teeth. Giving you 
time to memorize the new one. Checking out his sexy, in other words. 
“Everything | ever dreamed. Then | started to walk/ Pretty soon | will 
run/ Then I'll be running back to you." The Doctor finally gives himself 
approval, steels himself just a bit -- "Because | followed my star, and 
that's what you are" -- and leaves the wardrobe, shutting the door behind 
him and joining them at the table. "I've had a merry time with you,” goes 
the song, and Rose and the Doctor pull a Christmas cracker; the Doctor 
wins, but he gives it to Rose anyway. "I wish today was just like every 
other day..." Rose pulls out a hot pink crown from the cracker and jokes 
that it should be Jackie's, everybody smiles and laughs, and Rose points 
to the television ("Because today has been the best day, everything | ever 
dreamed"), where Harriet Jones is drowning. The Doctor takes a pair of 
glasses from his pocket. 


"Prime Minister, is it true you are no longer fit to be in position?” No, not 
true. | only went on TV begging for medical help and then went paranoid 
crazy on my right-hand man. "Now, can we talk about other things?" The 
glasses that the Doctor is wearing are very excellent indeed: thick rims, 
perfect for his pointy, weird little face. “Is it true you're unfit for office?” 
(Bwuh? Like she's gonna be all, “Good point!") She begins to shout and act 
crazy some more: “Look, there is nothing wrong with my health! | don't 
know where these stories are coming from! A vote of no confidence...is 
completely unjustified!" As the phone rings, the reporters ask if she'll be 
resigning; she’s confused and getting angrier. "On today of all days, I'm 
fine. Look at me, I'm fine. | look fine, | feel fine." 


Jackie says that Beth just called; they have to go outside to see 
something. She drags them all out with her, into what appears to be a 
Christmas snow.Everyone laughs, delighted. Overhead, there are shooting 
stars. The Doctor and Rose murmur softly. "That's beautiful. What are 
they, meteors?" The Doctor shakes his head. No second chances. "It’s the 
spaceship breaking up in the atmosphere. This isn't snow, it's ash." Rose 
makes a yuck face. That is...so very gross! “Okay, not so beautiful.” The 
Doctor holds out a hand: "This is a brand-new planet Earth. No denying 
the existence of aliens now; everyone saw it. Everything's new.” Rose 
won't meet his eye. “And what about you? What are you gonna do next?" 
The Doctor looks down at her, ashes in his hair. "Well, back to the 
TARDIS...Same old life..." Rose hesitates, jumpy: "On your own?" And he 
knits his brow: "Don't you wanna come?" Well, yeah. "Do you, though?" 
"Yeah," she says, more insistently. The Doctor just thought, since he'd 
changed...Oh my God just get it over with. Nope: "Yeah, | thought, 


because you changed you might not want me anymore." He shakes his 
head, happily: "Oh, I'd love you to come!" They smile at each other like 
idiots for a million years, and it is good. Mickey ensuckifies them: "You're 
never gonna stay, are you?” So | guess he's seen the show, then. They 
look back and try to maneuver out of his suck force field: “There's just so 
much out there. So much to see...I've got to.” And points to Mickey for 
getting it, and all, and nodding and saying "yeah," but...either Mickey 
had a stroke, or this is just the show's way of reminding us how it works: 
at home, there's Jackie and Mickey. Out there, there's the Doctor. And 
the whole show, up to this point, has really been about Rose's attempts 
to negotiate that, and to draw the lines of responsibility for herself. To 
keep from just being a Wendy, and keep from becoming a Lost Boy her 
own self. 


Jackie's like, “You are both crazy.” And the Doctor throws his arms around 
her: “Trouble's just the bits in-between!" He tells Jackie that it’s all going 
to be brand-new to him, since he's not seen those planets, creatures, 
horizons with these eyes. Giving the lie to this statement, the Doctor 
turns to Rose: “And it is gonna be...fantastic." But it makes Rose smile, 
and he reaches out to her with Fightin’ Hand. She's like, “Still creepy!" 
and he wiggles his fingers at her. Cute. She finally takes his hand, and 
they look up at the sky; she brushes ash from his jacket. "So, where're we 
gonna go first?” He points at a very specific place in the sky. "Um...that 
way. No, hold on... That way.” A bit to the right. She points in the same 
direction: “That way?" He looks at her, with an eyebrow, and she nods. 
"Yeah," she says softly. "That way.” They smile at each other, all alone in 
the universe together, and then look up, hand in hand, past the ashes 
and the broken burning stone, and straight on into the stars. Until 
morning. 


